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Of the many illustrious tliinkers whom the schools of 
France have contributed ^ to the intellectual philosophy 
of our age, Victor Cousin, the most accomplished, assigns 
to Maine de Biran the rank of the most original. 

In the successive developments of his own mind, Maine 
de Biran may, indeed, be said to represent the change that 
has been silently at work throughout the general mind of 
Europe since the close of the last century. He begins his 
career of philosopher with .blind faith in Condillac and 
Materialism. As an intdHect severely conscientious in tha 
pursuit of truth, expands, amidst the perplexities it revolves, 
phenomena which cannot be accounted for by Condillac's 
sensuous theories open to his-eyop' To the first rudimentary 
life of man, the animal life, " characterized by impressions, 
appetites, movements, organic in their origin and ruled by 
the Law of Necessity,"* he is compelled to add "the second 
or human life, from which Free-will and Self-consciousness 
emerge." He thus arrives at the union of mind and matter; 
but still a something is wanted — some key to the marvels 
which neither of these conditions of vital being suffices to 
explain. And at last the grand self-completing Thinker 
attains to the Third Life of Man in Man's SouL 

^ CEuvres inedites de Maine dc Biraiij vol. i. See Introduction. 
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IV PBEFACE. 

" There are not," says this philosopher, towards the close 
of his last and loftiest work — "There are not only two 
principles opposed to each other in Man, there are three. 
For there are, in him, three lives and three orders of 
faculties. Though all should be in accord and in harmony 
between the sensitive and the active faculties which con- 
stitute Man, there would still be a nature superior, a third 
life which would not be satisfied ; which would make felt 
{ferait sentir) the truth that there is another happiness, 
another wisdom, another perfection, at once above the 
greatest human happiness, above the highest wisdom, or 
intellectual and moral perfection *of which the human being 
is susceptible."* 

Now, as Philosophy and Romance both take their origin 
in the Principle of Wonder, so in the Strange Story sub- 
mitted to the Public, it will be seen that Romance, through 
the freest exercise of its wildest vagaries, conducts its be- 
wildered hero towards the same goal to which Philosophy 
leads its luminous Student, through far grander portents of 
Nature, far higher visions of Supernatural Power, than 
Fable can yield to Fancy. That goal is defined in these noble 
words : " The relations (rapports) which exist between 
the elements and the products of the three lives of Man 
are the subjects of meditation, the fairest and finest, but 
also the most difficult. The Stoic Philosophy shows us all 
which can be most elevated in active life j but it makes 
abstraction of the animal nature, and absolutely fails to 
recognise all which belongs to the life of the spirit. Its 
practical morality is beyond the forces of humanity. 
Christianity alone embraces the whole Man. It dissimu- 
lates none of the sides of his nature, and avails itself of 

* CEuvres in^dites de Maine de Biron, vol. ill. p. 546 (Anthropologie). 
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his miseries and Iiis weakness in order to conduct him to 
his end in showing him all the want that he has of a 
succour more exalted."* 

In the passages thus quoted, I imply one of the objects 
for which this tale has been written j and I cite them, with 
a wish to acknowledge one of those priceless obligations 
which writings the lightest and most femtastic often incur 
to reasoners the most serious and profound. 

But I here construct a romance which should have^ as a 
romance, some interest for the general reader. I do not 
elaborate a treatise submitted to the logic of sages. And 
it is only when " in fairy fiction drest " that Romance gives 
admission to " truths severe." 

I venture to assume that .none will question my privilege 
to avail myself of the marvellous agencies which have ever 
been at the legitimate command of the fabulist. 

To the highest form of romantic narrative, the Epic, 
critics, indeed, have declared that a supernatural machinery 
is indispensable. That the Drama has availed itself of the 
same licence as the Epic, it would be unnecessary to say to 
the countrymen of Shakespeare, or to the generation that is 
yet studying the enigmas of Goethe's Faust. Prose Romance 
has immemorially asserted, no less than the Epic or the 
Drama, its heritage in the Realm of the Marvellous. The 
interest which attaches to the supernatural is sought in the 
earliest Prose Romance which modem times take from the 
ancient, and which, perhaps, had its origin in the lost 
Novels of Miletus ; t and the right to invoke such interest 
has, ever since, been maintained by Romance through all 
varieties of form and fancy — ^from the majestic epopee of 



* CEavres in^dites de Maine de Biran, vol. ill. p. 624. 
t The Golden Ass of Apuleiufl. 
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T^emaque to the graceful phantasies of Undine, or the 
mighty mockeries of Gulliver^s Travels, down to such com- 
paratively commonplace elements of wonder as yet preserve 
from oblivion the CasUe of Otranto and the Old English 
Baron. 

Now, to my mind, the true reason why a supernatural 
agency is indispensable to the conception of the Epic, is^ 
that the Epic is the highest and the completest form in 
which Art can express either Man or Nature, and that 
without some gleams of the supernatural, Man is not man, 
nor Nature, nature. 

It is said, by a writer to whom an eminent philosophical' 
critic justly applies the epithets of " pious and profound : " * 
— " Is it imreasonable to confess that we believe in God, 
not by reason of the Nature which conceals Him, but by 
reason of the Supernatural in Man which alone reveals and 
proves Him to exist ? * * * Man reveals God : for 
Man, by his intelligence, rises above Natiu:^ : and in virtue 
of this intelligence is conscious of himself as a power not 
only independent o^ but opposed to. Nature, and capable 
of resisting, conquering, and controlling her.^t 

If the meaning involved in the argument of which I have 
here made but scanty extracts be carefully studied, I think 
that we shall find deeper reasons than the critics who 
dictated canons of taste to the last century discovered — 
why the supernatural is indispensable to the Epic, and why 
it is allowable to all works of imagination, in which Art 
looks on Nature with. Man's inner sense of a something^ 
beyond and above her. 

But the Writer who, whether in verse or prose, would 



* Sir WiUiam Hamilton. Leotnres on Metaphysics, p. 40. 
t Jacobi— Fern der GoUlichen JOingen; Werlce, p. 424-6. 
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avail himself of such sources of piiy or terror as flow from 
the Marvellous, can only attain his object in proportion as 
the wonders he narrates are of a kind to excite the curiosity 
of the age he addresses. 

In the brains of our time, the faculty of ChusaJl/ion is very 
markedly developed. People, nowadays, do not delight 
in the Marvellous according to the old childlike spirit. 
They say in one breath " Very extraordinary !" and in the 
next breath, ask, " How do you account for it ? '* If the 
Author of this work has presumed to borrow from science 
some elements of interest for Komance, he ventures to 
hope that no thoughtful reader — and certainly no true 
son of science — will be disposed to reproach him. In 
fact, such illustrations from the masters of Thought were 
.essential to the completion of the purpose which pervades 
the work. 

That purpose, I trust, will develop itself in proportion 
as the story approaches the close ; and whatever may 
appear violent or melodramatic in the catastrophe, will 
perhaps be found, by a reader capable of perceiving the 
various symbolical meanings conveyed in the story, essential 
to the end in which those meanings converge, and towards 
which the incidents that give them the character and 
interest of fiction have been planned and directed from the 
commencement. 

Of course, according to the most obvious principles of 
art, the narrator of a fiction must be as thoroughly in 
earnest as if he were the narrator of facts. One could 
not tell the most extravagant fairy-tale so as to rouse and 
43ustain the attention of the most infantine listener, if tiie 
tale were told as if the tale-teller did not believe in it. 
But when the reader lays down this Strange Story, perhaps 
he will detect, through all the haze of Bomance, the outlines i 
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of these images suggested to his reason : Firstly, the image 
of sensuons, soulless Nature, such as the Materialist had 
conceived it. Secondly, the image of Intellect, obstinately 
separating all its inquiries from the belief in the spiritual 
essence and destiny of man, and incurring all kinds of per- 
plexity and resorting to all kinds of visionary speculation 
before it settles at last into the simple faith which unites 
the philosopher and the infant. And, Thirdly, the image 
of the erring but pure-thoughted visionary, seeking over- 
much on this earth to separate soul from mind, till innocence 
itself is led astray by a phantom, and reason is lost in 
the space between earth and the stars. Whether in these 
pictures there be any truth worth the implying, every 
reader must judge for himself; and if he doubt or deny 
that there be any such truth, still, in that process of thought 
which the doubt or denial enforces, he may chance on a 
truth which it pleases himself to discover. 

"Most of the Fables of -^sop" — thus says Montaigne in 
his charming essay "Of Books"* — "have several senses 
and meanings, of which the Mythologists choose some one 
that tallies with the fable. But for the most part 'tis only 
what presents itself at the first view, and is superficial; 
there being others more lively, essential, and internal into 
which they have not been able to penetrate ; and " — adds 
Montaigne— "the case is the very same with me." 

• Translation 1776, vol. ii. p. 103. 
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CHAPTEE I. 



Ik tBe year 18— I settled as a phy- 
sician at one of the wealthiest of 
our great English towns, which I 
will designate by the initial L— . 
I was yet young, but I had acquired 
some reputation by a professional 
work, which is,- I believe, still 
amongst the received authorities on 
the subject of which it treats. I 
had studied at Edinburgh and at 
Paris, and had borne away from 
both those illustrious schools of 
medicine whatever guarantees for 
ftiture distinction the praise of pro- 
fessors may concede to the ambition 
of students. On becoming a mem- 
ber of the College of Physicians, I 
made a tour of the principal cities 
of Europe, taking letters of intro- 
duction to eminent medical men; 
and gathering from many theories 
and modes of treatment, hints to 
enlarge the foundations of unpre- 
judiced and comprehensive practice. 
I had resolved to fix my ultimate 
residence in London. But before 
this preparatory tour was completed, 
my resolve was changed by one of 
those unexpected events which de- 
termine the fate man in vain would 
work out for himself. In passing 
through the Tyrol, on my way into 
the north of Italy, I found in a 
smaR inn, remote from medical 
attendance, an English traveller. 
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seized with acute inflammation of 
the lungs, and in a state of imminent 
danger. I devoted myself to him 
night and day ; and, perhaps, more 
through careful nursing than active 
remedies, I had the happiness to 
effect his complete recovery. The 
traveller proved to be Julius Eaber, 
a physician of great distinction, con- 
tented to reside, where he was borOy 

in the provincial city of L ^ but 

whose reputation as a profound 
and original pathologist was widely 
spread; and » whose writings had 
formed no unimportant part of my 
special studies. It was during a 
short holiday excursion, fh>m which 
he was about to return with reno- 
vated vigour, that he had been thus 
stricken down. The patient so ac- 
cidentally met with, became the 
founder of my professional fortunes. 
He conceived a warm attachment 
for me; perhaps the more affec- 
tionate because he was a childless 
bachelor, and the nephew who would 
succeed to his wealth evinced no 
desire to succeed to the toils by 
which the wealth had been acquired. 
Thus, having an heir for the one, 
he had long looked about for an 
heir to the other, and now resolved 
on finding that heir in me. So 
when we parted. Dr. Faber made 
me promise to correspond with him 

B 
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regularly, and it was not long before 
he disclosed by letter the plans he 
had formed in my favour. He said 
that he was growing old ; his practice 
was beyond his strength ; he needed 
a i)artner; he was not disposed to 
put up to sale the health of patients 
whom he had learned to regard as 
his children ; money was no object 
to him, but it was an object close at 
his heart that the humanity he had 
served, and the reputation he had 
acquired, should suffer no loss in his 
choice of a successor. In fine, he 
proposed that I should at once come 

to L as his partner, with the 

view of succeeding to his entire 
practice at the end of two years, 
when it was his intention to retire. 

The opening into fortune thus 
afforded to me was one that rarely 
presents itself to a young mui en- 
tering upon an overcrowded pro- 
fession. And to an aspirant less 
allured by the desire of fortune than 
the hope of distinolaon, the fame of 
the physician who thus generously 
c^ered to me the inestimable benefits 
bf his long experience and his cordial 
introduction, was in itself an as- 
surance that a metropolitan prac- 
tice is not essential to a national 
renown. 

I went, then, to L— , and before 
the two years of my partnership 
had expired, my success justified my 
kind Mend's selection, and far more 
than realized my own expectations. 
I was fortunate in effecting some 
notable cures in the earliest cases 
submitted to me, and it is every- 
thing in the career of a physician 
when good luck wins betimes for 
him that confidence which patients 
rarely accord except to lengthened 
experience. To the rapid facility 
with which my way was made, some 
circumstances apart from profes- 
sional skill probably contributed. 
I was saved from the suspicion of a 
medical adventurer by the accidents 



of birth and fortune. I belonged to 
an ancient fiBimily (a branch of the 
once powerful border clan of the 
Fenwicks) that had for many gene- 
rations held a fair estate in the 
neighbourhood of Windermere. As 
an only son I had succeeded to that 
estate on attaining my majority, 
and had sold it to pay off the debts 
which had been made by my father, 
who had the costly tastes of an 
antiquary and collector. The residue 
on the sale insured me a modest 
independence apart from the profits 
of a profession; and as I had not 
been legally bound to defray my 
father's debts, so I obtained that 
character for disinterestedness and 
integrity which always in England 
tends to propitiate the public to the 
successes achieved by industry or 
talent. Perhaps, too, any profes- 
sional ability I might possess was 
the more readily conceded, because 
I had cultivated with assiduity 
the sciences and the scholarship 
which are oollaterally connected 
with the study of medicine. Thus, 
in a word, I established a social 
position which came in aid of my 
professional repute, and silenced 
much of that envy which usually 
embitters and sometimes impedes 
success. 

Dr. Eaber retired at the end of 
the two years agreed upon. He 
went abroad; and being, though 
advanced in years, of a frame still 
robust, and habits of mind still in- 
quiring and eager, he commenced a 
lengthened course of foreign travel, 
during which our correspondence, 
at first frequent, gradually lan- 
guished, and finally died away. 

I succeeded at once to the larger 
part of the practice which the 
labours of thirty years had secured 
to my predecessor. My chief rival 
was a Dr. Lloyd, a benevolent, fervid 
man, not without genius— if genius 
be present where judgment is absent; 
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not without sdenoe, if that may be 
-science whioh fails in precidon. One 
•of those c]e?er desultory men who, 
in adopting a profession, do not give 
up to it the whole force and heat 
of their minds. Men of that kind 
liabitually accept a mechanical rou- 
tine, because in the exercise of their 
ostensible calling their imaginative 
ftculties are drawn away to pursuits 
more alluring. Therefore, in their 
proper vocation they are seldom 
bold or inventive— out of it they are 
tsometimes both to excess. And 
when they do take up a novelty in 
their own profession tiiey cherish it 
with an obstinate tenacity, and an 
extravagant passion, unknown to 
those quiet philosophers who take 
up novelties every day, examine 
them with the sobriety of practised 
oyes, to lay down altogether, modify 
in part, or accept in whole, accord- 
ing as inductive experiment sup- 
ports or destroys conjecture. 

Pr. Lloyd had been esteemed a 
learned naturalist long before he 
was admitted to be a tolerable phy- 
sician. Amidst the privations of Ms 
youth he had contrived to form, and 
with each succeeding year he had 
perseveringly increased, a zoological 
-collection of creatures, not alive, 
but, happily for the beholder, 
stuffed or embalmed. Prom what I 
have said, it will be truly inferred 
that Pr. Lloyd's earlier career as a. 
physician had not been brilliant; 
but of late years he had gradually 
rather aged, than worked himself, 
into that professional authority and 
station, which time confers on a 
thoroughly respectable man, whom 
no one is disposed to envy, and all 
are disposed to like. 

Now in L there were two 

distinct social circles. That of the 
wealthy merchants and traders, and 
that of .a few privileged families in- 
habiting a part of the town aloof 
irom the marts of commerce, and 



called the Abbey HilL These superb 
Areopagites exercised over the wives 
and clMighters of the inferior citizens 
to whom all of L— , except the 
Abbey Hill, owed its prosperity, the 
same kind of mysterious influence 
which the fine ladies of May Fair 
and Belgravia are reported to hold 
over the female denizens of Blooms- 
bury and Marylebone. 

Abbey Hill was not opulent; but 
it was powerfU by a concentration 
of its resources in all matters of 
patronage. Abbey Hill had its own 
milliner and its own draper, its own 
confectioner, butcher, baker, and 
tea-dealer; and the patronage of 
Abbey Hill was like the patronage 
of royalty, less lucrative in itself 
than as a solemn certificate of general 
merit. The shops on which Abbey 
Hill conferred its custom were cer- 
tainly not the cheapest, possibly not 
the best. But they were undeniably 
the most imposing. The propriet(»ni 
were decorously pompous— the shop- 
men superciliously polite. They 
could not be more so if they had 
belonged to the State, and been paid 
by a public which they benefited 
and despised. The ladies of Low 
Town (as the city subjacent to the 
Hill had been styled from a date 
remote in the feudal ages) entered 
those shops with a certain awe, and 
left them with a certain pride. 
There they had learned what the 
Hill approved. There they had 
bought what the Hill had purchased. 
It is much in this life to be quite 
sure that we are in the right, what- 
ever that conviction may cost us. 
Abbey Hill had been in the habit 
of appointing, amongst other objects 
of patronage, its own physician. 
But that habit had fallen into disuse 
during the latter years of my pre- 
decessor's practice. His superiority 
over all other medical men in the 
town had become so incontestable, 
that, though he was emphatically 
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the doctor of Lovr Town, the head 
of its hoepitals and infirmariea, and 
hgr birth related to its prindpal 
traders, still as Abbey Hill was oo- 
easionally subject to the physical 
infirmities of meaner mortals, so on 
those occasions it deemed it best not 
to push the point of honour to the 
wanton sacrifice of life. Since Low 
Town possessed one of the most 
famous physicians in England, Ab- 
bey HiU magnanimously resolved 
not to crush him by a rival. Abbey 
Hill let him feel its pulse. 

When my predecessor retired, I 
had presumptuously ezi>ected that 
the Hill would have continued to 
suspend its normal right to a special 
physician, and shown to me the 
same generous favour it had shown 
to him, who had declared me 
worthy to succeed to his honours. 
I had the more excuse for this pre- 
sumption because the Hill bad 
already allowed me to visit a fair 
proportion of its invalids, had said 
some very gracious things to me 
about the great respectability of 
the Fenwick family, and sent me 
some invitations to dinner, and a 
great many invitations to tea. 

But my self-conceit received a 
notable check. Abbey Hill declared 
that the time had come to reassert 
its dormant privilege—it must have 
a doctor of its own choosing— a 
doctor who might, indeed, be per- 
mitted to visit Low Town from 
motives of humanity or gain, but 
who must emphatioilly assert his 
special allegiance to Abbey Hill by 
fixing his home on that venerable 
promontory. Miss Brabazon, a 
spinster of uncertain age, but 
undoubted pedigree, with small 
fortune, but high nose, which she 
would pleasantly observe was a proof 
of her descent from Humphrey Duke 
of Oloucester (with whom, indeed, 
I have no doubt, in spite of chro- 
nology, that she very often dined). 



was commissioned to inquire of ro9 
diplomatically, and without com- 
mitting Abbey Hill too much by 
the overture, whether I would take 
a large and antiquated mansion, in 
which abbots were said to have 
lived many centuries ago, and which 
was still popularly styled Abbots* 
House, situated on the verge of the 
Hill, as in that case the "HiU" 
would think of me. 

** It is a large house for a single- 
man, I allow," said Miss Brabazon, 
candidly ; and then added, with a 
sidelong glance of alarming sweet- 
ness, *' But when Dr. Fenwick has 
taken his true position (so old 
a family!) amongst us, he need 
not long remain single, unless h» 
prefer it" 

I replied, with more asperity than 
the occasion called for, that I had no 
thought of changing my residence 
at present. And if the Hill wanted 
me, the Hill must send for me. 

Two days afterwards Dr. Lloyd 
took Abbots' House, and in less 
than a week was proclaimed me- 
dical adviser to the Hill. The elec- 
tion had been decided by the fiat of 
a great lady, who reigned supreme 
on the sacred eminence, under the 
name and title of Mrs. Colonel 
Poyntz. 

"Dr. Fenwick," said this lady, 
" is a clever young man and a gen- 
tleman, but he gives himself airs — 
the HUl does not allow any airs 
but its own. Besides, he is a new 
comer: resistance to new comers, 
and, indeed, to all things new, ex- 
cept caps and novels, is one of the 
bonds that keep old established 
societies together. Accordingly, it 
is by my advice that Dr. Lloyd has 
taken Abbots' House; the rent 
^ould be too high for his means 
if the Hill did not feel bound in 
honour to justify the trust he has 
placed in its patronage. I told him 
that all my friends, when they were 
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in want of a doctor, would send for 
him ; those who are my friends will 
do so. What the Hill does, plenty 
of common people down there 
will do also:— so that question is 
settled \" And it was settled. 

Dr. Lloyd, thus taken by the 
hand, soon extended the range of 
his Tisits beyond the Hill, which 
was not precisely a mountain of 
gold to doctors, and shared with 
myself, though in a comparatively 
small degree, the much more lucra- 
tive practice of Low Town. 

I had no cause to grudge his 
success, nor did I. But to my 
theories of medicine his diagnosis 
was shallow, and his prescriptions 
obsolete. When we were sum- 
moned to a joint consultation, our 
▼lews as to the proper course of 
treatment seldom agreed. Doubt- 
less he thought I ought to have 
deferred to his seniority in years; 
but I held the doctrine which youth 
deems a truth and age a paradox, 
namely, that in science the young 
men are the practical elders, in- 
asmuch ad they are schooled in 
the latest experiences science has 
gathered up, while their seniors are 
cramped by the dogmas they were 
schooled to believe when the world 
was some decades the younger. 

Meanwhile my reputation con- 
tinued rapidly to advance ; it became 
mo]^ than local; my advice was 
nought 'even by patients from the 
metropolis. That ambition which, 
t»nceived in early youth, had de- 
cided my career and sweetened all 
its labours— the ambition to take a 
rank and leave a name as one of 
the great pathologists, to whom 
humanity accords a grateful, if 
<alm, renown — saw before it a level 
^eld and a certain goal. 

I know not whether a success far 
beyond that usually attained at the 
age I had reached served to in- 
crease, but it seemed to myself to 



justify, the main characteristic of 
my moral organization— intellectual 
pride. 

Though mild and gentle to the 
sufferers under my care, as a ne- 
cessary element of professional duty, 
I was intolerant of contradiction 
from those who belonged to my 
calling, or even from those who, in 
general opinion, opposed my favour- 
ite theories. 

I had espoused a school of medical 
philosophy severely rigid in its in- 
ductive logic My creed was that 
of stem materialism. I had a con- 
tempt for the understanding of men 
who accepted with credulity what 
they could not explain by reason. 
My favourite phrase was '* common 
sense.'' At the same time I had 
no prejudice against bold discovery, 
and discovery necessitates conjecture, 
but I dismissed as idle all conjecture 
that could not be brought to a 
practical test. 

As in medicine I had been the 
pupil of Broussais, so in metaphysics 
I was the disciple of Gondillac. I 
believed with that philosopher that 
"all our knowledge we owe to Na- 
ture, that in the beginning we can 
only instruct ourselves through her 
lessons, and that the whole art of 
reasoning consists in continuing as 
she has compelled us to commence." 
Keeping natural philosophy apart 
from the doctrines of revelation, I 
never assailed the last, but I con- 
tended that by the first no accurate 
reasoner could arrive at the ex- 
istenceof the soul as a third principle 
of being equally distinct from mind 
and body. That by a miracle man 
might live again, was a question of 
faith and not of understanding. I 
left faith to religion, and banished 
it from philosophy. How define 
with a precision to satisfy the logic 
of philosophy what was to live again? 
The body? We know that the body 
rests in its grave till by the process 
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of deoomposition its elemental 
parts enter into other forms of 
matter. The mind? But the mind 
was as oltorly the result of the bodily 
organization as the music of the 
harpsichord is the result of the in- 
•trumental mechanism. The mind 
shared the decrepitude of the body 
in extreme old age, and in the full 
vigour of youth a sudden injury to 
the brain might for ever destroy the 
intellect of a Plato or a Shakspeare. 
But the third principle— the soul— 
the something lodged within the 
body, which yet was to survive it ? 
Where was that soul hidden out of 
the ken of the anatomist ? When 
philosophers attempted to define it, 
were they not compelled to confound 
its nature and its actions with those 
of the mind? Could they reduce 
it to the mere moral sense, varying 
according to education, circum- 
stances, and physical constitution P 
But even the moral sense in the 
most virtuous of men may be swept 
away by a fever. Such at the time 
I now speak of were the views I 
held. Views certainly not original 
nor pleasing; but I cherished them 
with as fond a tenacity as if they had 
been consolatory truths of which I 
was the first discoverer. I was in- 
tolerant to those who maintained 
opposite doctrines— despised them 
as irrational, or disliked them as in- 
sincere. Certainly if I had fulfilled 
the career which my ambition pre- 
dicted—become the founder of a 
new school in pathology, and sum- 
med up my theories in academical 



lectures,! should have added another 
authority, however feeble, to the 
sects which circumscribe the interest 
of man to the life that has its close 
in his grave. 

Possibly that which I have called 
my intellectual pride was moro 
nourished than I should have been 
willing to grant by the self-reliance^ 
which an unusual degree of physical 
power is apt to bestow. Nature had 
blessed me with the thews of an 
athlete. Among the hardy youtha 
of the Northern Athens I had been 
pre-eminently distinguished for feats 
of activity and strength. My mental 
labours, and the anxiety which is- 
inseparable from the conscientious 
responsibilities of the medical pro- 
fession, kept my health below the 
par of keen enjoyment, but had in 
no way diminished my rare muscular 
force. I walked through the crowd 
with the firm step and lofty crest 
of the mailed knight of old, who felt 
himself, in his casement of iron, a 
match against numbers. Thus th& 
sense of a robust individuality,, 
strong alike in disciplined reason 
and animal vigour — habituated to- 
aid others, needing no aid for itself— 
contributed to render me imperious- 
in will and arrogant in opinion. 
Nor were such defects injurious ta 
me in my profession; on the con* 
trary, aided as they were by a calm 
manner, and a presence not without 
that kind of dignity which i^ the 
livery of self-esteem, they served 
to impose respect and to inspire, 
trust. 



A STBANGE STOBY. 



CHAPTEB IL 



I HID been aboat Biz yean at 
when I became suddenly involyed 
in a controversy with Dr. Lloyd. 
Just as this ill-fated man appeared 
at the culminating point of his pro- 
fessional fortunes, he had the im- 
prudence to proclaim himself not 
only an enthusiastic advocate of 
mesmerism, as a curative process, 
but an ardent believer of the reality 
of somnambular clairvoyance as an 
invaluable gift of certain privileged 
organizations. To these doctrines 
I sternly opposed myself— the more 
sternly, perhaps, because on these 
doctrines Dr. Lloyd founded an 
argument for the existence of soul, 
independent of mind, as of matter, 
and built thereon a superstructure 
of physiological phantasies, which, 
oould it be substantiated, would 
replace every system of metaphysics 
on which recognised philosophy 
condescends to dispute. 

About two years before he became 
a disciple rather of Puysegur than 
Mesmer (for Mesmer had Uttle faith 
in that gift of clairvoyance of which 
Puysegur was, I believe, at least in 
modem times, the first audacious 
asserter). Dr. Lloyd had been af- 
flicted with the loss of a wife many 
years younger than himself, and to 
whom he had been tenderly at- 
tached. And this bereavement, in 
directing the hopes that consoled 
him to a world beyond the grave, 
had served perhaps to render him 
more credulous of the phenomena 
in which he greeted additional 
proofs of purely spiritual existence. 
Certainly, if, in controverting the 
notions of another physiologist, I 
had restricted myself to that fair 
imtagonism which belongs to sden- 



tifio disputants, anxious only for the 
truth, I should need no apology for 
sincere conviction and honest argu- 
ment ; but when, with condescend- 
ing good nature, as if to a man much 
younger than himself, who was ig- 
norant of the phenomena which he 
nevertheless denied. Dr. Lloyd in- 
vited me to attend his siances and 
witness his cures, my amour propre 
became roused and nettled, and it 
seemed to me necessary to put down 
what I asserted to be too gross an 
outrage on common sense to justify 
the ceremony of examination. I 
wrote, therefore, a small pamphlet 
on the subject, in which I exhausted 
all the weapons that irony can lend 
to contempt. Dr. Lloyd replied^ 
and as he was no very skilful arguer, 
his reply injured him perhaps more 
than my assault. Meanwhile^ I had 
made some inquiries as to the moral 
character of his favourite clair- 
voyants. I imagined that I had 
learned enough to justify me in 
treating them as flagrant cheats— 
and himself as their egregious 
dupe. 

Low Town soon ranged itself, with 
very few exceptions, on my side. 
The Hill at first seemed disposed 
to rally round its insulted physician* 
and to make the dispute a party 
question, in which the Hill would 
have been signally worsted, when 
suddenly the same lady paramount, 
who had secured to Dr. Lloyd the 
smile of the Eminence, spoke forth 
against him, and the Eminence 
frowned. 

"Dr. Lloyd," said the Queen of 
the Hill, *'l3 an amiable creature, 
but on this subject decidedly cracked. 
Cracked poets may be all Uie better 
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for being cracked ;— cracked doctors 
are dangerous. Besides, in desert- 
ing that old-fashioned routine, his 
adherence to which made his claim 
to the Hill's approbation-^and un- 
settling the mind of the Hill with 
«dld revolutionary theories — Dr. 
filoyd has betrayed the principles 
en which the Hill itself rests its 
social foundations. Of those prin- 
ciples Dr. Fenwick has made him- 
self champion; and the Hill is 
bound to support him. There, the 
question is settled ! " 

And it was settled. 

From the moment Mrs. Colonel 
Poyntz thus issued the word of 
oommand,Dr.Lloyd was demolished. 
His practice was gone, as well as 
his repute. Mortification or anger 
brought on a stroke of paralysis 
which, disabling my opponent, put 
an end to our controversy. An 
obscure Dr. Jones, who had been 
the special pupil and protege of Dr. 
Lloyd, offered himself as a candidate 
for the Hill's tongues and pulses. 
The Hill gave him little encourage- 
ment. It once more suspended its 
electoral privileges, and, without 
insisting on calling me up to it, the 
Hill quietly called me in whenever 
its health needed other advice than 
that ofits visiting apothecary. Again 
it invited me, sometimes to dinner, 
often to tea. And again. Miss Bra- 
bazon assured me by a sidelong 
glance that it was no fault of hers 
if I were still single. 

I had almost forgotten the dispute 
which had obtained for me so con- 
spicuous a triumph, when one 
winter's night I was roused from 
sleep by a summons to attend Dr. 
Lloyd, who, attacked by a second 
stroke a few hours previously, had, 
on recovering sense, expressed a 
vehement desire to consult the rival 
by whom he had suffered so severely. 
I dressed myself in haste and hurried 
to his house. 



A February night, sharp and bitter. 
An iron-gray frost below — a spectral 
melancholy moon above. I had to 
ascend the Abbey Hill by a steep, 
blind lane between high walls. I 
passed through stately gates, which 
stood wide open, into the garden 
ground that surrounded the old 
Abbots' House. At the end of a 
short carriage-drive, the dark and 
gloomy building cleared itself from 
leafless skeleton trees ; the moon 
resting keen and cold on its abrupt 
gables uid lofty chimney-stacks. An 
old woman-servant received me at 
the door, and, without saying a 
word, led me through a long low 
hall, and up dreary oak stairs, to a 
broad landing, at which she paused 
for a moment, listening. Bound 
and about hall, staircase, and landing 
were ranged the dead specimens of 
the savage world which it had been 
the pride of the naturalist's life to 
collect. Close where I stood yawned 
the open jaws of the fell anaconda — 
its lower coils hidden, as they rested 
on the floor below, by the winding 
of the massive stairs. Against the 
dull wainscot walls were pendent 
cases stored with grotesque un- 
familiar mummies, seen imperfectly 
by the moon that shot through the 
window-i)anes, and the candle in 
the old woman's hand. And as now 
she turned towards me, nodding her 
signal to follow, and went on up the 
shadowy passage, rows of gigantic 
birds— ibis and vulture, and huge 
sea glaucus— glared at me in the 
false light of their hungry eyes. 

So I entered the sick-room, and 
the first glance told me that my art 
was powerless there. 

The children of the stricken 
widower were grouped round his 
bed, the eldest apparently about 
fifteen, the youngest four; one little 
girl — the only female child— was 
clinging to her father's neck, her 
face pressed to his bosom, and in 
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that room her sobs alone were 
loud. 

As I passed the threshold. Dr. 
Lloyd lifted his face, which had been 
bent over the weeping child, and 
gazed on me with an aspect of 
strange glee, which I failed to in- 
terpret. Then, as I stole towards 
him softly and slowly, he pressed 
his lips on the long fiur tresses 
that streamed wild over his breast, 
motioned to a nurse who stood 
beside his pillow to take the child 
away, and, in a voice clearer than 
I could have expected in one on 
whose brow lay the unmistakable 
hand of death, he bade the nurse 
and the children quit the room. 
All went sorrowfully, but silently, 
save the little girl, who, borne off 
in the nurse's arms, continued to 
sob as if her heart were breaking. 

I was not prepared for a scene so 
affecting ; it moved me to the quick. 
My eyes wistfully followed the 
children so soon to be orphans, as 
one after one went out into the 
dark chill shadow, and amidst the 
bloodless forms of the dumb brute 
nature, ranged in grisly, vista be- 
yond the death-room of mau. And 
when the last infant shape had 
vanished, and the door closed with 
a jarring click, my sight wandered 
loiteringly around the chamber 
before I could bring myself to fix 
it on the broken form, beside which 
I now stood in all that glorious 
vigour of frame which had fostered 
the pride of my mind. 

In the moment consumed by my 
mournful survey, the whole aspect 
of the place impressed itself in- 
effaceably on life-long remem- 
brance. Through the high, deep- 
sunken casement, across which the 
thin, faded curtiun was but half 
drawn, the moonlight rushed, and 
then settled on the floor in one 
shroud of white glimmer, lost under 
the g^oom of the deathrbed. The 



roof was low, and seemed lower 
still by heavy intersecting beams, 
which I might have touched with 
my lifted hand. And the tall gut- 
tering candle by the bedside, and 
the flicker from the fire struggling 
out through the fuel but newly 
heaped on it, threw their reflection 
on the ceiling just over my head in 
a reek of quivering blackness, like 
an angry cloud. 

Suddenly I felt my arm grasped : 
with his left hand (the right side 
was already lifeless) the dying man 
drew me towards him nearer and 
nearer, till his lips almost touched 
my ear. And, in a voice now firm, 
now splitting into gasp and hiss, 
thus he said : — 

" I have summoned you to gaze 
on your own work! You have 
stricken down my life at the mo- 
ment when it was most needed by 
my children, and most serviceable 
to mankind. Had I lived a few 
years longer, my children would 
have entered on manhood, safe 
from the temptations of want 
and undejected by the charity of 
strangers. Thanks to you, they 
will be penniless orphans. Fellow- 
creatures afflicted by maladies your 
pharmacopoeia had failed to reach, 
came to me for relief, and they 
found it. * The effect of imagina- 
tion,' you say. What matters, if 
I directed the imagination to cure? 
Now you have mocked the un- 
happy ones out of their last chance 
of life. They will suffer and perish. 
Did you believe me in error P Still 
you knew that my object was re- 
search into truth. You employed 
against your brother in art venom- 
ous drugs and a poisoned probe. 
Look at me! Are you satisfied 
with your work ?" 

I sought to draw back and pluck 
my arm from the dying man's 
grasp. I could not do so without 
using a force that would have been 
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inhumaiL His lips drew. nearer 
still to my ear. 

"Yaia pretender, do not boast 
fhat you brought a genius for epi- 
gram to the serrice of scienceL 
SoieDce is lenient to all who offer 
experiment as the test of coDJec- 
tnre. You are of the stuff of which 
inquisitors are made. You cry that 
truth is profaned when your dog- 
mas are questioned. In your 
shallow presumption you have 
meted the dominions of nature, 
and where your eye halts its vision, 
you say, ' There, nature must 
close ;' in the bigotry which adds 
orime to presumption, you would 
stone the disooverer who, in annex- 
ing new realms to her chart, un- 
settles your arbitrary landmarks. 
Yerily, retribution shall await you. 
In those spaces which your sight 
has disdained to explore you shall 



yourself be a lost and bewildered 
straggler. Hist ! I see them already t 
The gibbering phantoms are gather- 
ing round you ! " 

The man's voice stopped abruptly; 
his eye fixed in a glazing stare; 
his hand relaxed its hold; he fell 
back on his pillow. I stole from 
the room ; on the landing-plaoe I 
met the nurse and the old woman- 
servant. Happily the children wer& 
not there. But I heard the wail of 
the female child from some room 
not far distant. 

I whispered hurriedly to the 
nurse, *' All is over ! "—passed again 
under the jaws of the vast anaconda 
—and, on through the blind lane 
between the dead walls— on through 
the ghastly streets, under the ghastly 
moon— went back to my solitary^ 
home. 



CHAPTEE III. 



It was some time before I could 
shake off the impression made on 
me by the words and the look of 
that dying man. 

It was not that my conscience up- 
braided me. What had I done? 
Denounced that which I held, in 
oommon with most men of sense in 
or out of my profession, to be one 
of those illusions by which quackery 
draws profit from the wonder of 
ignorance. Was I to blame if I 
refused to treat with the grave re- 
spect due to asserted discovery in 
les^timate science pretensions to 
powers akin to the fables of wi- 
zards? was I to descend from the 
Academe of decorous science to 
examine whether a slumbering sibyl 
oould read from a book placed at 



her back, or tell me at L what 

at that moment was being done by^ 
my friend at the Antipodes ? 

And what though Dr. Lloyd him-^ 
self might be a worthy and honest 
man, and a sincere believer in the 
extravagances for which he demand- 
ed an equal credulity in others, do 
not honest men every day incur the 
penalty of ridicule if, from a defect 
of good sense, they mike themselves 
ridiculous ? Could I have foreseen 
that a satire so justly provoked 
would inflict so deadly a wound P 
Was I inhumanly barbarous be- 
cause the antagonist destroyed vras 
morbidly sensitive? My conscience,, 
therefore^ made me no reproach^ and 
the public was as little severe as my 
conscience. The public had beea 
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with me in our oonteslr-ihe public 
iLuew nothing of my opponent's 
death-bed accusations— the public 
knew only that I had attended him 
in his last moments— it saw me walk 
beside the bier that bore him to his 
grave— it admired the respect to his 
memory which I eyinced in the 
simple tomb that I placed over his 
remains, inscribed with an epitaph 
that did justice to his unquestion- 
able benevolence and integrity;— 
above all, it praised the energy with 
which I set on foot a subscription 
for his orphan children, and the 
generosity with which I headed 
that subscription by a sum that was 
large in proportion to my means. 

To that sum I did not, indeed, 
limit my contribution. The sobs of 
the poor female child rang still on 
my heart. As her grief had been 
keener than that of her brothers, so 
she might be subjected to sharper 
trials than they, when the time 
came for her to fight her own way 
through the world; therefore I 
secured to her, but with such pre- 
cautions that the gift could not be 
traced to my hand, a sum to ac- 
cumulate till she was of marriage- 
able age, and which then might 
suffice for a small wedding portion ; 
or if she remained single, for an 
income that would place her be- 
yond the temptation of want, or 
the bitterness of a servile depend- 
ence. 

That Pr. Lloyd should have died 
in poverty was a matter of surprise 
at first, for his profits during the 
last few years had been considerable, 
and his mode of life far from extra- 
vagant. But just before the date of 
our controversy he had been in- 
duced to assist the brother of his 
lost wife, who was a junior partner 
in a London bank, with the loan 
of his accumulated savings. This 
man proved dishonest; he em- 
bezzled that and other sums in- 



trusted to him, and fled the country. 
The same sentiment of conjugal 
affection which had cost Dr. Lloyd 
his fortune kept him silent as toth& 
cause of the loss. It was reserved 
for his executors to discover the 
treachery of the brother-in-law 
whom he, poor man, would have 
generously screened from additional 
disgrace. 

The Mayor of L , a wealthy 

and pubUc-spirited merchant, pur- 
chased the museum, which Dr. 
Lloyd's passion for natural history 
had induced him to form ; and the 
sum thus obtained, together with 
that raised by subscription, sufficed,, 
not only to discharge all debts due 
by the deceased, but to insure to 
the orphans the benefits of an edu- 
cation that might fit at least the 
boys to enter fairly armed into that 
game, more of skill than of chance, 
in which Fortune is really so Uttle 
blinded that we see, in each turn of 
her wheel, wealth and its honours 
pass away from the lax fingers of 
ignorance and sloth, to the resolute 
grasp of labour and knowledge. 

Meanwhile, a relation in a dis- 
tant county undertook the charge 
of the orphans; they disappeared 
from the scene, and the tides of life 
in a commercial community soon 
flowed over the place which the 
dead man had occupied in the 
thoughts of his bustling townsfolk. 

One person at L , and only 

one, appeared to share and inherit 
the rancour with which the poor 
physician had denounced me on his 
death-bed. It was a gentleman 
named Vigors, distantly related to 
the deceased, and who had been, in 
point of station, the most eminent 
of Dr. Lloyd's partisans in the con- 
troversy with myself; a man of na 
great scholastic acquirements, but 
of respectable abilities. He had 
that kind of power which the world 
concedes to respectable abilities^ 
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when ncoompnnied with a temi)er 
more than usually stern, and a 
moral oharaoter more than usually 
austere. His ruling passion was to 
alt in judgment upon others ; and, 
being a magistrate, he was the most 
active and the most rigid of all 

the magistrates L had ever 

known. 

Mr. Vigors at first spoke of me 
with great bitterness, as having 
ruined, and in foot killed, his friend, 
by the unoharitable and unfair 
acerbity which he declared I had 
brought into what ought to have 
been an unprejudiced examination 
of simple matter of fact. But finding 
no sympathy in these charges, he 
had the discretion to cease from 
making them, contenting himself 
with a solenm shake of his head if 
fae heard my name mentioned in 
terms of praise, and an oracular 
lentonoe or two, such as "Time will 
•how ; » " All's well that ends well," 
&a Mr. Vigors, however, mixed 
Tory little in the more convivial 
intercourse of the townspeople. He 
called himself domestic ; but, in 
truth, he was ungental. A stiflf man, 
•tarchod with self-esteem. He 
thought that his dignity of station 
was not sufficiently acknowledged 
by the merchants of Low Town, and 
•his superiority of intellect not suffi- 
•oiently recognised by the exclusives 
of the Hill. His visits were, there- 
fore, chiefly confined to the houses 



of neighbouring squires, to whom 
his reputation as a magistrate, con« 
joined with his solemn exterior, 
made him one of those oracles by 
which men consent to be awed on 
condition that the awe is not often 
inflicted. And though he opened 
his house three times a week, it was 
only to a select few, whom he first 
fed and then biologized. Electro- 
biology was very naturally the 
special entertainment of a man 
whom no intercourse ever pleased in 
which his will was not imposed upon 
others. Therefore he only invited 
to his table persons whom he could 
stare into the abnegation of their 
senses, willing to say that beef was 
lamb, or brandy was coflee, accord- 
ing as he willed them to say. And, 
no doubt, the persons asked would 
have said anything he willed, so long 
as they had, in substance, as well as 
in idea, the beef and the brandy, the 
lamb and the coflee. I did not, then, 
often meet Mr. Vigors at the houses 
in which I occasionally spent my 
evenings. I heard of his enmity as 
a man safe in his home hears the 
sough of a wind on a common with- 
out. If now and then we chanced 
to pass in the streets, he looked up 
at me (he was a small man walking 
on tiptoe) with the sullen scowl ot 
dislike. And, from the height of 
my stature, I dropped upon the 
small man and sullen scowl the 
affable smile of supreme indifference. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



I HAD now arrived at that age when 
■an ambitious man, satisfied with his 
progress in the world without, begins 
^ feel, in the cravings of unsatisfied 



affection, the void of a solitary 
hearth. I resolved to marry, and 
looked out for a wife. I had never 
hitherto admitted into my life the 
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passion of love. In fact, I had re- 
garded that passion, even in my 
earlier youth, with a certain snperh 
contempt— as a malady engendered 
by an effeminate idleness, and fos- 
tered by a sickly imagination. 

I wished to find in a wife a rational 
companion, an affectionate and 
trustworthy friend. No views of 
matrimony could be less romantic, 
more soberly sensible, than those 
which I conceived. Nor were my 
requirements mercenary or pre- 
sumptuous. I cared not for fortune ; 
I asked nothing from connections. 
My ambition was exclusively pro- 
fessional ; it could be served by no 
titled kindred, accelerated by no 
wealthy dower. I was no slave to 
beauty. I did not seek in a wife 
the accomplishments of a finishing 
school-teacher. 

Having decided that the time had 
come to select my helpmate, I 
imagined that I should find no 
difficulty in a choice that my reason 
would approve. But day upon day, 
week upon week, passed away, and 
though among the families I visited 
there were many young ladies who 
possessed more than the qualifica- 
tions with which I conceived that I 
should be amply contented, and by 
whom I might flatter myself that 
my proposals would not be dis- 
daineid, I saw not one to whose life- 
long companionship I should not 
infinitely have preferred the solitude 
I found so irksome. 

One evening, in returning home 
from visiting a poor female patient 
whom I attended gratuitously, and 
whose case demanded more thought 
than that of any other in my list— 
for though it had been considered 
hopeless in the hospital, and she 
had come home to die, I felt certain 
that I could save her, and she 
seemed recovering under my care ;— 
one evening, it was the fifteenth of 
May. I found myself just before the 



gates of the house that had been 
inhabited by Dr. Lloyd. ■ Since hi» 
death the house had been unoccu« 
pied ; the rent asked for it by th&> 
proprietor was considered high^ 
and from the sacred Hill on which 
it was situated, shyness or pride- 
banished the wealthier traders. The 
garden gates stood wide open, as 
they had stood in the winter night 
on which I had passed through them 
to the chamber of death. The re- 
membrance of that death-bed came 
vividly before me, and the dying- 
man's fantastic threat rang again in 
my startled ears. An irresistible 
impulse, which I could not then 
account for, and which I cannot 
account for now— an impulse the 
reverse of that which usually makes- 
us turn away with quickened step 
from a spot that recalls associations 
of pain— urged me on through the 
open gates up the neglected grass- 
grown road, urged me to look, under 
the westering sun of the joyous 
spring, at that house which I had 
never seen but in the gloom of a 
winter night, under the melancholy 
moon. As the building came in 
sight, with dark-red bricks, partially 
overgrown with ivy, I perceived 
that it was no longer unoccupied. 
I saw forms passing athwart the 
open windows; a van laden with 
articles of furniture stood before 
the door ; a servant in livery was 
beside it giving directions to the 
men who were unloading. Evidently 
some family was just entering into- 
possession. I felt somewhat ashamed 
of my trespass, and turned round 
quickly to retrace my steps. I had 
retreated but a few yards, when I 
saw before me, at the entrance 
gates, Mr. Vigors, walking beside a 
lady apparently of middle age; 
while, just at hand, a path cut 
through the shrubs gave view of 
a small wicket-gate at the end of 
the grounds. I felt unwilling not- 
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(mix to m«At the lady, whom I 
UttfMMMl Ui \h* ihn now oomipier, and 
iri whom 1 u\wuU\ hnvA t<> make a 
fMminwhai awkward aiioloKf for in- 
iriinUfii. htit NiUI mom to •noounter 
ih«i m)timf\i\ hN)k of Mr. ViRort, in 
what ap|}(ittr<id to mj prld« a fkUe 
ttr ufidlictiiniMl poiililon. In?olun- 
UrWf, ihomforft, I turnad down the 
tiaih whloh would fk?our my eiicape 
unu\mnm\, When ahout half way 
tMweftii the houve and the wicket- 
liat<i, the Nhnihn that had olothed 
the path on either vide Ruddenly 
imened Ut the left, hrlnKinR into 
irlew a ntroln of Nward, mtrrounded 
ity IrreKttl^r freKntente of old briok- 
Wfifk partially oovered with fernn, 
oreeperN, or ro<ik -plant*, weed^ or 
wild fl^twerM ( and, in the centre of 
the olrnle, a fountain, or rather 
well, over whioh wan built a Gothic 
monafltlo dritiie, or canopy, routing 
m Mnmll Norttmn columnn, time- 
worn, dilapidated; A large willow 
overhung thin u'nmUtakable rolic 
of the ancient abbey. There wai 
en air of antiquity, romance, legend 
atHHit thix Npot, HO abruptly dis- 
ohieed amldNt the delicate green of 
the young NltrublMirloii. 1)ut it was 
iffd< the ruined wall nor the Gothic 
well that cliidned nty footntop and 
idmrmed my eye. 

It wan a military human form, 
neaf^ed amidiit the mournful ruins. 

The form wiut eo elight, the face 
nti young, that at the flnit glance I 
murmured to myNolf, "What a 
lovely child!" Dut an my oyo 
lingered it recogniNcd in the up- 
tnmed thoughtful brow, in the 
Nweet NcriouH aspect, in the rounded 
otttllnee of that elendor ehapo, 
the inexproetiblo dignity of virgin 
woman. 

A book waa on her lap, at her 
feet a little banket, half filled with 
Tioletfl and bloesome culled from the 
rock-plants that nestled amidst the 
•rums. Behind her, the willow, like 



an emerald waterfall, showered down 
ite arching abundant green, bough 
after bough, from the tree-top to 
the sward, deacending in wavy ver- 
dure, bright towards the summit, in 
the smile of the setting sun, and 
darkening into shadow as it neared 
the earth. 

She did not notice, she did not 
see me; her eyes were fixed upon 
the horiaon, where it sloped far- 
thest into space, above the tree-tops 
and the ruins ; fixed so intently that 
mechanically I turned my own gaze 
to follow the fiight of hers. It was 
as if she watched for some expected, 
familiar sign to grow out fh)m the 
depths of heaven ; perhaps to greet, 
before other eyes beheld it, the ray 
of the earliest star. 

The birds dropped from the boughs 
on the turf around her, so fearlessly 
that one alighted amidst the flowers 
in the little basket at her feet. There 
is a famous German poem, whioh I 
had read in my youth, called the 
Maiden from Abroad, variously sup- 
posed to be an allegory of Spring, 
or of Poetry, according to the choice 
of oommentators : it seemed to me 
as if the poem had been made for 
her. Verily, indeed, in her, poet or 
painter might have seen an image 
equally true to either of those adom- 
crs of the earth; both outwardly 
a delight to sense, yet both waken- 
ing up thoughts within us, not sad, 
but akin to sadness. 

I heard now a step behind me, 
and a voice which I recognised to 
be that of Mr. Vigors. I broke 
from the charm by which I had 
been so lingeringly spell -bound, 
hurried on confusedly, guned the 
wicket-gate, from which a short 
flight of stairs descended into the 
common thoroughfare. And there 
tho overy-day life lay again before 
me. On the opposite side, houses, 
fihops, church-spires; a few steps 
more, and the bustling streets ! 
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How immeasurably far from, yet 
how familiarly near to, the world 
in which we move and have being 
is that fairy land of romance which 
opens out from the hard earth 



before us, when Love steals at first 
to our side; fading back into the 
hard earth again as Love smiles or 
sighs its farewell ! 



CHAPTER V. 



And before that evening I had 
looked on Mr. Vigors with supreme 
indifference !— what importance he 
now assumed in my eyes ! The lady 
with whom I had seen him was 
doubtless the new tenant of that 
house in which the young creature 
by whom my heart was so strangely 
moved evidently had her home. 
Most probably the relation between 
the two ladies was that of mother 
«nd daughter. Mr. Vigors, the 
friend of one, might himself be 
related to both— might prejudice 
them against me— might — here, 
starting up, I snapped the thread 
of conjecture, for right before my 
eyes, on the table beside which I 
had seated myself on entering my 
room, lay a card of invitation : — 

HbS. FOTITTZ. 

At Home, 
Wednesday, May 16th. 

Early. 

Mrs. Poyntz — Mrs. Colonel 
Poyntz? the Queen of the Hill. 
There, at her house, I could not 
fail to learn all about the new 
comers, who could never without 
her sanction have settled on her 
domain. 

I hastily changed my dress, and, 
with beating heart, wound my way 
up the venerable eminence. 

I did not pass through the lane 
which led direct to Abbots' House 
(for that old building stood solitary 
amidst. its grounds, a little apart 



from the spadous platform on 
which the society of the Hill was 
concentrated), but up the broad 
causeway, with vistaed gas-lamps; 
the gayer shops still unclosed, the 
tide of busy life only slowly ebbing 
from the still animated street, on to 
a square, in which the four main 
thoroughfares of the city converged, 
and which formed the boundary of 
Low Town. A huge dark archway, 
popularly called Monk's Gate, at the 
angle of this square, made the en- 
trance to Abbey HUl. When the 
arch was passed, one felt at once 
that one was in the town of a former 
day. The pavement was narrow, 
and rugged ; the shops small, their 
upper stories projecting, with, here 
and there, plastered fronts, quaintly 
arabesqued. An ascent, short, but 
steep and tortuous, conducted at 
once to the old Abbey Church, 
nobly situated in a vast quadrangle, 
round which were the genteel and 
gloomy dwellings of the Areo- 
pagites of the Hill. More genteel 
and less gloomy than the rest — 
lights at the windows and flowers 
on the balcony— stood forth, flanked 
by a garden wall at either side, the 
mansion of Mrs. Colonel Poyntz. 

As I entered the drawing-room, I 
heard the voice of the hostess; it 
was a voice clear, decided, metallic^ 
bell-like, uttering these words : 
" Taken Abbottf House ? I will teU 
you." 
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CUAPTEE VL 



Mrn. VoYifTZ WM loated on tho 
w>ni; at hor right pat fkt Mrs. 
tlni(w, wbo WM a Nootoh lord's 
urand-dauichior ; at her left thin 
MtM Hrabaion, who wan an Irish 
baronnt'ii nlooe. Around her— a 
fnw Honiod, many standing » had 
Nroupod all tho Kuosts, save two old 
ll«ntlomon, who remained aloof 
with Colonel Poynti near tho 
whlst-tablo, waiting for the fourth 
ohl gentleman, who wai to make 
up tlio rubber, but who was at that 
moment spell-bound in the magio 
oirolo, whioh ouriosity, that strong- 
•st of sooial demons, had attracted 
round tho hostess. 

** Taken AbboU' House? I will 
toll you.— Ah, Dr. Fenwiok,oharmed 
to see you. You know Abbots' 
House is lot at last? Well, Miss 
llrabaion, dear, you ask who has 
taken it. I will inform you— a par- 
tioular fHond of mine." 

''Indeed! Dear me I" said Miss 
Brabnion, looking oonfUsod. **I 
hope 1 did not say anything to—" 

"Wound my foelings. Not in 
tho least. You said your unole, 
Hir Phelim, employed a ooaohmaker 
named Ashleigb, that Ashleigh was 
an uncommon name, though Ashley 
was a common one ; you intimated 
an appalling suspioion that the Mrs. 
Ashleigh who had oome to the Hill 
was the ooachmaker's widow. I 
relieve your mind— she is not; she 
is the widow of Gilbert Ashleigh, of 
Kirby Hall." 

"Gilbert Ashleigh," said one of 
the guests, a bachelor, whose parents 
had reared him for the Church, but 
who, like poor Goldsmith, did not 
think himself good enough for it,— 
a mistake of over-modesty, for he 



matured into a very harmless crea- 
ture. *' Gilbert Ashleigh. I was at 
Ox ford with him — a gentleman com* 
moner of Christ Church. Good- 
looking man— very : tapped—" 

** Sapped ! what's that ? — Oh, 
studied. That he did all his life. 
Ue married young— Anne Chaloner; 
she and I were girls together : mar- 
ried the same year. They settled at 
Kirby Hall— nice place, but duU. 
Poynti and I spent a Christmas 
there. Ashleigh when he talked 
wai charming, but he talked very 
little. Anne, when she talked, was 
commonplace, and she talked very 
much. Naturally, poor thing, she 
was so happy. Poyntz and I did 
not spend another Christmas there. 
Friendship is long, but life is short 
Gilbert Ashleigh's life was short 
indeed ; he died in the seventh year 
of his marriage, leaving only one 
child, a girl. Since then, though I 
never spent another Christmas at 
Kirby Hall, I have frequently spent 
a day there, doing my best to cheer 
up Anne. She was no longer talka- 
tive, poor dear. Wrapt up in her 
child, who has now grovm into a 
beautiful girl of eighteen — such 
eyes, her father's— the real dark 
blue— rare ; sweet creature, but de- 
licate; not, I hope, consumptive, 
but delicate; quiet— wants life. My 
girl Jane adores her. Jane ha& life 
enough for two." 

" Is Miss Ashleigh the heiress to 
Kirby Hall?" asked Mrs. Bruce, 
who had an unmarried son. 

"No. Kirby Hall passed to 
Ashleigh Sumner, the male heir, a 
cousin. And the luckiest of cou- 
sins ! Gilbert's sister, showy woman 
(indeed all show), had contrived to 
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marry her kinsman, Sir Walter 
Ashleiffh Haughton, the head of 
the Ashleigh fomily.—just the man 
made to be the reflector of a showy 
woman ! He died years ago, leaving 
an. only son. Sir James, who was 
killed last winter, by a fall from his 
horse. And here, again, Ashleigh 
Sumner proved to be the male heir- 
at-law. During the minority of this 
fortunate youth, Mrs. Ashleigh had 
rented Kirby Hall of his guardian. 
He is now just coming of age, and 
that is why she leaves. Lilian 
Ashleigh will have, however, a very 
good fortune— is what we genteel 
paupers call an heiress. Is there 
anything more you want to know?" 
Said thin Miss Brabazon, who 
took advantage of her thinness to 
wedge herself into every one's 
affairs, ** A most interesting account. 
What a nice place Abbots' House 
could be made with a little taste ! 
So aristocratic ! Just what I should 
like if I could afford it! The 
drawing-room should be done up in 
the Moorish style, with geranium- 
coloured silk curtains like dear 



Lady 



's boudoir at Twicken- 



ham. And Mrs. Ashleigh has taken 
the house ! on lease too, I suppose! " 
Here Miss Brabazon fluttered her 
fan angrily, and then exclaimed 
*'But what on earth brings Mrs. 
Ashleigh here?" 

Answered Mrs. Colonel Poyntz, 
with the miUtary frankness by 
which she kept her company in 
good humour, as well as awe : 

•• Why do any of us come here ? 
Can any one tell me ? " 

There was a blank silence, which 
the hostess herself was the first to 
break. 

** None of us present can say why 
we came here. I can tell you why 
Mrs. Ashleigh came. Our neighbour, 
Mr. Vigors, is a distant connection 
of the late Gilbert Ashleigh, one of 
the executors to his will, and the 



guardian to the heir-at-law. About 
ten days ago Mr. Vigors called on 
me, for the first time since I felt it 
my duty to express my disapproba- 
tion of the strange vagaries so un- 
happily conceived by our poor dear 
friend Dr. Lloyd. And when he 
had taken his chair, just where you 
now sit, Dr. Fenwiok, he said, in a 
sepulchral voice, stretching out two 
fingers, so,— -as if I were one of the 
what-do-you-call-'ems who go to 
sleep when he bids them, 'Marm, 
you know Mrs. Ashleigh ? Tou cor- 
respond with her.' * Yes, Mr. Vigors; 
is there any crime in that? You 
look as if there were.' * No crime, 
marm,' said the man, quite seriously. 
' Mrs. Ashleigh is a lady. of amiable 
temper, and you are a woman of 
masculine understanding.' " 

Here there was a general titter. 
Mrs. Colonel Poyntz hushed it with 
a look of severe surprise. "What 
is there to laugh at? All women 
would be men if they could. If my 
understanding is masculine, so much 
the better for me. I thanked Mr. 
Vigors for his very handsome com- 
pliment, and he then went on to 
say, 'that though Mrs. Ashleigh 
would now have to leave Kirby 
Hall in a very few weeks, she 
seemed quite unable to make up 
her mind where to go ; that it had 
occurred to him that, as Miss 
Ashleigh was of an age to see a 
little of the world, she ought not to 
remain buried in the country; while, 
being of quiet mind, she recoiled 
from the dissipation of London. 
Between the seclusion of the one and 
the turmoil of the other, the society 
of L was a happy medium. 

He should be glad of my opinion. 
He had put off asking for it, because 
he owned his belief that I had 
behaved unkindly to his lamented 
friend. Dr. Lloyd; but he now 
found himself in rather an awkward 
position. His ward, young Sumner, 
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had prudently resolved on fixing his 
country residence at Kirby Hall, 
rather than at Haughton Park, the 
much larger seat, which had so 
suddenly passed to his inheritance, 
0nd which he could not occupy 
without a vast establishment, that 
to a single man, so young, would 
be but a cumbersome and costly 
trouble. Mr. Vigors was pledged to 
his ward to obtain him possession of 
Kirby Hall, the precise day agreed 
upon, but Mrs. Ashleigh did (not 
seem disposed to stir— could not 
decide where else to go. Mr. Vigors 
was loth to press hard on his old 
fhend's widow and child. It was a 
thousand pities Mrs. Ashleigh could 
not make up her mind ; she had had 
ample time for preparation. A word 
from me at this moment, would 
be an effective kindness. Abbots' 
House was vacant, with a garden so 
extensive that the ladies would not 
miss the country. Another party 
was after it» but—* * Say no more,' I 
cried; 'no party but my dear old 
ftriend Anne Ashleigh shall have 
Abbots' House. So that question 
is settled.' I dismissed Mr. Vigors, 
sent for my carriage— that is, for 
Mr. Barker's yellow fly and his best 
horses— and drove that very day to 
Kirby Hall, which, though not in 
this county, is only twenty-five miles 
distant. I slept there that night 
By nine o'clock the next morning I 
had secured Mrs. Ashleigh's consent, 
on the promise to save her all 
trouble; came back, sent for the 
landlord, settled the rent, lease, 
agreement; engaged Forbes' vans 
to remove the furniture from Kirby 
Hall ; told Forbes to begin with the 
beds. When her own bed came, 
which was last night, Anne Ashleigh 
came too. I have seen her this 
morning. She likes the place, so 
does Lilian. I asked them to meet 
you all here to-night; but Mrs. 
Ashlttgh was tired. The last of the 



furniture was to arrive to-day; and 
though dear Mrs. Ashleigh is aa 
undecided diaraoter, she is not 
inactive. But it is not only the 
planning where to put tables and 
chairs tiiat would have tired her 
to-day ; she has had Mr. Vigors on 
her hands all the afternoon, and he 
has been— here's her Uttle note— 
what are the words ? no doubt, 
' most overpowering and oppressive ' 
—no, 'most kind and attentive'— 
different words, but, as applied to 
Mr. Vigors, they mean the same 
thing. 

'^And now, next Monday— we 
must leave them in peace till then— 
you will all call on the Ashleighs. 
The Hill knows what is due to itself; 
it cannot delegate to Mr. Vigors, a 
respectable man indeed, but who 
does not belong to its set, its own 
proper course of action towards 
those who would shelter themselves 
on its bosom. The Hill cannot be 
kind and attentive, overpowering 
or oppressive by proxy. To those 
newborn into its family circle it 
cannot be an indifferent godmother; 
it has tovrards them all the feelings 
of a mother, — or of a stepmother, as 
the case may be. Where it says^ 
' This can be no child of mine,' it is 
a stepmother indeed; but, in all 
those whom I have presented to its 
arms, it has hitherto, I am proud to 
say, recognised desirable .acquaint- 
ances, and to them the Hill has 
been a mother. And now, my dear 
Mr. Sloman, go to your rubber: 
Poyntz is impatient, though he don't 
show it. Miss Brabazon, love, we 
all long to see you seated at the 
piano— you play so divinely ! Some- 
thing gay, if you please ; something 
gay, but not very noisy— Mr. Leopold 
Smythe will turn the leaves for you. 
Mrs. Bruce, your own favourite set 
at vingt-un, with four new recruits. 
Dr. Fenwick, you are like me, don't 
play cards, and don't care for musio: 
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:«it here, and talk or not, as you 
idease, while I knit/' 

The other guests thus disposed o( 
some at the oard-tahles, some round 
the piano, I placed myself at Mrs. 
Poyntz's side, on a seat niched in 
the reoess of a window whioh an 
evening unusually warm for the 
month of May permitted to be left 
open. I was next to one who had 
Imown Lilian as a ohild, one from 
whom I had learned by what sweet 
name to call the image which my 
thoughts had already shrined. How 
much that I still longed to know 
«he could tell me! But in what 
form of question oould I lead' 
to the subject^ yet not betray my 
absorbing interest in it? Longing 
to speak, I felt as if stridcen dumb ; 
«tea^g an unquiet glance towards 
the liAce beside me, and deeply im- 
pressed with that truth whioh the 
Hill had long ago reverently ac- 
knowledged, viz., that Mrs. Colonel 
Poyntz was a very superior woman 
--a very powerM creature. 

And there she sat knitting— 
tapidly, firmly ; a woman somewhat 
•on the other side of forty, com- 
plexion a bronzed paleness, hair a 
bronzed biown, in strong ringlets 



cropped short behind— handsome 
hair for a man; lips that, when 
dosed, showed inflexible decision, 
when speaking, became supple and 
flexile with on easy humour and 
a vigilant finesse; eyes of a red 
hazel, quick but steady; observant, 
piercing, dauntless eyes ; altogether 
a fine countenance— would have 
been a very fine countenance in a 
man ; profile sharp, straighl^ dear- 
cut^ with on expression, when in 
repose, like that of a sphinx; a 
frame robust^ not corpulent^ of 
middle height, but ¥dth on air and 
carriage that made her appear tall ; 
peculiarly white firm hands, indica- 
tive of vigorous health, not a vein 
visible on the surface. 

There she sat knitting, knitting, 
and I by her side, gazing now on 
herself, now on her work, with a 
vague idea that the threads in the 
skein of my own web of love or of 
life were passing quidc through 
those noiseless fingers. And, indeed, 
in every web of romance, the fondest, 
one of the Parc» is sure to be some 
matter-of-fact She, Social Destiny, 
as little akin to romance herself— 
as was this worldly Queen of ike 
HilL 
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CHAPTER VIL 



% HATB given a sketch of the out- 
ward woman of Mrs. Colonel Poyntz. 
TChe inner woman was a recondite 
fliystery, denqp as that of the sphinx, 
whose features Yuet own resembled. 
But between the outward and the 
inward woman there is ever a third 
woman— the conventional woman— 
ttich as the whde human bmng ap- 
pears to the world— always mantled, 
liometimes masked. 
I am told that the fine people of 



London do not recognise the title of 
''Mrs. Colonel." If that be true, 
the fine people of London must be 
clearly in the wrong, for no people 
in the universe could be finer tban 
the fine people of Abbey Hill ; and 
they considered their sovereign had 
as good a right to the title of Mrs. 
Cotonel as the Queen of England 
has to that of "our Gnunous Lady/' 
But Mrs. Poyntz, herself, never as- 
sumed the title of Mrs. Colonel ; it 
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BeversppearedoQ hercuds Anymore f 
tbrnn tbe title of '^Gndoos Lady" ! 
appesn oo tbe csrdf which oonYej 
the iiiTitation that a Lord Steward ! 
or Lord Chamberlain tBOommanded 
hj her Majesty to imie. T6 titleik 
Indeed, Mrs. Poynts erinoed noi 
•npentitioas rererenoe. Two peer- •. 
enes, related to her, not distantly, , 
were in tbe habit of paying her a 
yearly yLsit, which lasted two or 
three days. The Hill considered 
these visits an honour to its emin- 
ence. Mrs. Poyntz never seemed to 
esteem them an hononr to herself; 
never boasted of them ; never sought 
to show off her grand relations, nor 
put herself the least out of the way 
to receive them. Her mode of life 
was free from ostentation. She had 
the advantage of being a few hun- 
dreds a year richer than any other 
inhabitant of the Hill ; but she did 
not devote her superior resources 
to the invidious exhibition of supe- 
rior splendour. Like a wise sove- 
reign tbo revenues of her exchequer 
were applied to the benefit of her 
subjects, and not to the vanity of 
egotistical parade. As no one else 
on the Hill kept a carriage, she 
declined to keep one. Her enter- 
tainments were simple, but nume- 
rous. Twice a week she received 
tbe Hill, and was genuinely at home 
to it. She contrived to make her 
parties proverbially agreeable. The 
refreshments were of tbe same kind 
as those which the poorest of her 
old maids of honour might proffer ; 
but they were better of their kind, 
the best of their kind— the best tea, 
the best lemonade, the best cakes. 
Her rooms had an air of comfort, 
which was peculiar to them. They 
looked like rooms accustomed to 
receive, and receive in a friendly 
way; well warmed, well lighted, 
oard-tables and piano each in the 
place that made oards and music 
inviling. On the walls a few old 



fiunily portraits, and three or fnr 
other pictures said to be TahnUe 
and certainly pleasing— two Wat- 
teaos, a Canaletti, a ITeenix — plenlf^ 
of easy-chairs and settees oof€ ir ed 
with a dieerfol diintz. In the ar- 
rangement of the furniture gene- 
rally, an indescribable carekas ele- 
gance. She herself was stndioiisiy 
plain in dress, more oonspicnoos^ 
free from jewellery and trinkets 
than any married lady on the HilL 
But I have heard from those who 
were authorities on such a subiect^ 
that she was never seen in a dnm 
of the last year's fashion. She 
adopted the mode as it came ool; 
just enough to show that she was 
aware it was out; but with a sober 
reserve, as much as to say, " I adopt 
the fashion as far as it suits mysdf ; 
I do not permit tbe fashion to adopt 
me." In short, Mrs. Colonel Poynti 
was sometimes rough, sometimes 
coarse, always masculine, and yet 
somehow or other masculine in a 
womanly way; but she was never 
vulgar because never affected. It 
was impossible not to allow that she 
was a thorough gentlewoman, and 
she could do things that lower other 
gentlewomen, without any loss of 
dignity. Thus she was an admirable 
mimic, certainly in itself the least 
ladylike condescension of humour. 
But when she mimicked, it was with 
so tranquil a gravity, or so royal a 
good humour, that one oould only 
say, " What talents for society dear 
Mrs. Colonel has ! " As she was a 
gentlewoman emphatically, so the 
other colonel, the he-colonel, was 
emphatically a gentleman; rather 
shy, but not cold ; hating trouble of 
every kind, pleased to ^em a cipher 
in his own house. If the sole study 
of Mrs. Colonel had been to make 
her husband comfortable, she oouM 
not have succeeded better than by 
bringing friends about him and then 
taking them off his hands. Colonel 
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Bojntz, the he-colonel, had seen, in 
his yoath, actual service ; but bad 
retired from his profession many 
years ago, shortly after his marriage. 
He was a younger brother of one of 
the principal squires in the county ; 
inherited the house he lived in, with 
some other valuable property in and 

about L , from an uncle; was 

considered a good landlord; and 
popular in Low Town, though he 
never interfered in its affairs. He 
was punctiliously neat in his dress ; 
a thin youthful figure, crowned with 
» thick youthful wig. He never 
seemed to read anything but the 
newspapers and the Meteorological 
Journal: was supposed to be the 

most weather-wise man in all L 

He had another intellectual predi- 
lection — whist. But in that he had 
less reputation for wisdom. Perhaps 
it requires a rarer combination of 
mental faculties to win an odd trick 
than to divine a fall in the glass. 
Por the rest, the he-colonel, many 
years older than his wife, despite 
the thin youthful figure, was an 
admirable aide-de-camp to the gene- 
ral in command, Mrs. Colonel ; and 
she could not have found one more 
obedient, more devoted, or more 
proud of a distingubhed chief. 

In giving to Mrs. Colonel Poyntz 
the appellation of Queen of the 
Hill, let there be no mistake. She 
was not a constitutional sovereign ; 
her monarchy was absolute. All 
her proclamations had the force of 
laws. 

Such ascendancy could not have 
been attained without considerable 
talents for acquiring and keeping it. 
Amidst all her off-hand, brisk, im- 
perious frankness, she had the 
ineffable discrimination of tact. 
Whether civil or rude, she was 
never civil or rude but what she 
carried public opinion along with 
her. Her knowledge of general 
society must have been limited, as 



must be that of all female sove- 
reigns. But she seemed gifted with 
an intuitive knowledge of human 
nature, which she applied to her 
special ambition of ruUng it I 
have not a doubt that if she had 
been suddenly transferred, a perfect 
stranger, to the world of London, 
she would have soon forced her way 
to its selectest circles, and, when 
once there, held her own against a 
duchess. 

I have said that she was not affect- 
ed : this might be one cause of her 
sway over a set in which nearly 
every other woman was tr>'ing 
rather to seem, than to be, a some- 
body. 

But if Mrs. Colonel Poyntz was 
not artificial, she was artful, or per- 
haps I might more justly say— artis- 
tic. In all she said and did there 
were conduct, system, plan. She 
could be a most serviceable friend, 
a most damaging enemy ; 3'et I be- 
lieve she seldom indulged in strong 
likings or strong hatreds. AU'was 
policy— a policy akin to that of a 
grand party chief, determined to 
raise up those whom, for any rea- 
son of state, it was prudent to 
favour, and to put down those whom, 
for any reason of state, it was expe- 
dient to humble or to crush. 

Ever since the controversy with 
Dr. Lloyd, this lady had honoured 
me with her benignest countenance. 
And nothing could be more adroit 
than the manner in which, while 
imposing me on others as an oracu- 
lar authority, she sought to subject 
to her will the oracle itself. 

She was in the habit of addressing 
me in a sort of motherly way, as if 
she had the deepest interest in my 
welfare, happiness, and reputation. 
And thus, in every compliment, in 
every seeming mark of respect, she 
maintained the superior dignity of 
one who takes from responsible 
station the duty to encourage rising 
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nmit: M> thftt, wnwhow or other, 
deipito «U tliat pride whkth mkcle 
nw beluve that I needed DO helpuiK 
haad to adranoo or to dear laj my 
throi^ the worid, I oonld not 
Bhake off (Tom my mind the im- 
presskm that I mu myfterioiuly 
patroniied b; Mn. Colonel Fojnitz. 

We might bsTO nt together flie 
minntef^ aide by side— in eilenoe ae 
complete as if in the oaTO of Tro- 
phoaius— nheB, without looking up 
from her woric, Hn. Paynhi said 
abrapUr, 

" I am thinking abont yon. Dr. 
Feairiok. And you— are tiunking 
about wme other woman. Ungrate^ 
fulmanl" 

"Uninst aooimtion! Hy Tery 
silence should prove how intently 
my thoughb were fixed on you, and 
on the w«rd web which springs 
under your hand in meshee that 
bewilder tbe gan and snare Uie 
attention." 

Mrs. Poynts looked up at me for 
a moment— one rapid glance of the 
bright red haiel eye— and said, 

■* Was I really in your thoughta ? 
Answer truly." 

" Truly, I answer, you were." 

"That is strange! Who can it 
be?" 

"Whoo«nitb«P Wh«tdoyoD 



persoQ— some otlier penon of my 
own Ki. It is oerl^nly not poor 
dear Hiss Brabozon. Who else can 



it 

" Hush I " she said, lowering her 
vdoe ; ** yon ars in loTe ! " 

"Inlovet— I! Pwmitmetoask 
jaa why you think sof " 

" The agns are unmistakable ; you 
■u* altered in your manner, even in 
tha exprefflion of yooi &oe, since I 



bat saw yon ; your manner is bsoa- 
rally quiet and observant, it is now 
reatleaa and diatracUd ; your ezprw- 
lion of tto» is generally proud and 
■arene, it is now humbled and 
troubled. Ton bare lomethii^ ea 
your mind I It is not aniie^ An 
yonr repatatdon, that is estabtidied i 
nor for your fortune, that is mada; 
it is not anxiety for a patient or yon 
would scarcely be here. Butanxietv 
it is, an anxiety that ia remote bom 
yonr profesaion, thai tanchea yonz 
heart and is new to it ! " 

I was startled, almost awed. But 
I tried to oover my oonfusiou witb 
a foroed laugh. 

" Profound obaenrar ! Subtle ana- 
lyst ! Yon h&Te oonvinoed me that 
I must ba in lore, though I did not 
suspect it before. But when I Btrire 
to conjecture the object^ I am as 
much perplexed as yourself; and 
with you, I ask, who can it be 7 " 

"Whoever itbe," said Mrs, Poynt^ 
who bad paused, while I spoke, from 
her knitting, and now resumed it 
very slowly and very carefully, as il 
her mind and her knitting worked 
in unison together ; " whoever ilbs^ 
love in you would be serious ; and. 
irith or without tore, marriage is a 
serious thing to us aU. It is not 
every pretty girl that would suit 
Allen Penniok." 

" Alas ! is thwe any pretty girl 
whom Allen Fenwiok would suit F " 

"Tut! Tou should be above the 
fretful vanity that Uj» traps for a 
compliment, Tes; the time has 
oome in your lilb and your career 
when yon would do wall to marry. 
I give my consent to that," she 
added with a smile as if in jest, and 
a slight nod aa if in earnest. Th* 
knitting here went on more dft- 
cidedly, more quickly. "But I do 
not yet see the person. No ! Tia 
a pity, Allen Fenwiok" (whenever 
His. Poyntz called me by my Chria. 
tian name, she always assumed her 
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BU^esiic motherly manner),— "a pity 
fhat^ with your birth, energies, per- 
severance, taloate^ and, let me add, 
yoor advantages of manner and per- 
son,— a pity tiaat you did not choose 
a career that might achieve higher 
fortunes and louder fame than the 
most brilliant success can give to a 
provincial physician. But in that 
very choice you interest me. My 
choice has been much the same. A 
small circle, but the first in itw Tet^ 
had I been a man, or had my dear 
colonel been a man whxmL it was in 
the power of a woman's art to raise 
one step higher in that metaphorical 
ladder which is not the ladder of the 
angels, why, then— what then ? No 
matter! 1 am contented. I transfer 
my ambition to Janew Po you not 
tiunk her handsome?" 

** There can be no doubt of that^" 
said I, carelessly and naturally. 

" I have settled Jane's lot in my 
own mind," resumed Mrs. Foyntz, 
striking firm into another row of 
knitting. "She will marry a country 
gentleman of large estate. He will 
go into parliament She will study 
his advancement as I study Poyntzfs 
comfort. If he be clever, she will 
help to make him a minister ; if he 
be not clever, his wealth wiU make 
her a personage, and lift him into a 
personage's husband. And, now that 
you see I have no matrimonial de- 
signs on you, AUen Fenwick, think 
if it will bo worth while to confide 
in me. Fossibly I may be useful— " 

"I know not how to thank you. 
But, as yet, I have nothing to 
confide." 

While thus saying, I turned my 
eyes towards the open window beside 
which I satb It was a beautiful soft 
night. The May moon in all her 
splendour. The town stretched, far 
and wide, below with all its num- 
berless lights ; below— but somewhat 
distant; aif intervening space was 
covered, here, by the broad Quad- 



rangle (in the midst of which stood, 
massive and lonely, the grand old 
church) ; and, there, by the gardens 
and scattered cottages or manaons 
that dothed the sides of the hiU. 

" Is not that house," I said, aftor 
a short pause, "yonder, with the 
three gables, tiie one in which— in 
which poor Dr. Lloyd lived— Abbots' 
House?" 

I spoke abruptly, as if to intimate 
my desire to change the subject of 
conversation. My hostess stopped 
her knitting, half rose, looked f(^. 

'* Tes. But what a lovely ni^t ! 
How is it that the moon blends into 
harm<my things of which the sun 
only marks the contrast? That 
statdy old church tower, gray with 
its thousand years — tiiose vulgar 
tile-roofs and chimney-pots raw in 
the freshness of yesterday: now, 
under the moonlight, all melt into 
one indivisible charm ! " 

As my hostess thus sgdke, she had 
left her seat, taking her work with 
her, and passed from the window 
into the balcony. It was not often 
that MrSb Foyntz condescended to 
admit what is called "sentiment" 
into the range of her sharp practical, 
worldly talk, but she did so at times ; 
always, when she did, giving me the 
notion of an intellect much too 
comprehensive not to allow that 
sentiment has a place in this life, 
but keeping it in its proper place, 
by that mixture of afiability imd 
indifference with which some high- 
bom beauty allows the genius, but 
checks the presumption, of a charm- 
ing and penniless poet. For a few 
minutes- her eyes roved over the 
scene in evident eAJoyment; then, 
as they slowly settied upon the three 
gables of Abbots' House, her &ce 
regained that something of hardness 
which belonged to itsdecided charac- 
ter ; her fingers again mechanically 
resumed her knitting, and she said, 
in her dear, unsoftened metallic 
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chime of voice, ** Can you guess why 
I took 80 much trouble to oblige 
Mr. Vigors and locate Mrs. Ashleigh 
yonder ? " 

" You favoured us with a full ex- 
planation of your reasons." 

''Some of my reasons; not the 
main one. People who undertake 
the task of governing others, as I 
do, be their rule a kingdom or a 
hamlet, must adopt a principle of 
^vemment and adhere to it. The 
principle that suits best with the 
Hill is respect for the Proprieties. 
We have not much money; entre 
nous, we have no great rank. Our 
policy is, then, to set up the Pro- 
prieties as an influence which money 
must court and rank is afraid of. 
I had learned just before Mr. Vigors 
called on me that Lady Sarah Bel- 
lasis entertained the idea of hiring 
Abbots' House. London has set its 
face against her ; a provincial town 
would be more charitable. An earl's 
daughter, with a good income and 
an awfully bad name, of the best 
manners and of the worst morals, 
would have made sad havoc among 
the Proprieties. How many of our 
primmest old maids would have 
deserted tea and Mrs. Poyntz for 
champagne and her ladyship ? The 
Hill was never in so imminent a 
danger. Rather than Lady Sarah 
Beliasis should have had that house, 
I would have taken it myself, and 
stocked it with owls. 

*' Mrs. Ashleigh turned up just in 
the critical moment. Lady Sarah 
is foiled, the Proprieties safe, and so 
that question is settled." 

"And it will be pleasant to have 
your early friend so near you." 

Mrs. Poyntz lifted her eyes full 
upon me. 

"Do you know Mrs. Ashleigh ? " 

"Not in the least." 

"She has many virtues and few 
ideas. She is commonplace weak, as 
^ am commonplace strong. But 



commonplace weak can be very 
lovable. Her husband, a man of 
genius and learning, gave her his 
whole heart— a heart worth having, 
but he was not ambitious, and he 
despised the world." 

*' I think you said your daughter 
was very much attached to Miss 
Ashleigh? Does her character re- 
semble her mother's ? " 

I was afraid while I spoke that I 
should again meet Mrs. Poyntz's 
searching gaze, but she did not this 
time look up fh>m her work. 

*' No; Lilian is anything but com- 
monplace." 

''You described her as having 
delicate health ; you implied a hope 
that she was not consumptive. I 
trust that there is no serious reason 
for apprehending a constitutional 
tendency which at her age would 
require the most careful watching!" 

**I trust not If she were to 
die — Dr. Fenwick, what is the 
matter?" 

So terrible had been the picture 
which this woman's words had 
brought before me, that I started as 
if my own life had reC/Cived a shock. 

** I beg pardon," I said, falteringly, 
pressing my hand to my heart; ^a 
sudden spasm here — it is over now. 
You were saying that — ^that — *' 

" I was about to say—" and here 
Mrs. Poyntz laid her hand lightly 
on mine. " I was about to say, that 
if Lilian Ashleigh were to die, I 
should mourn for her less than I 
might for one who valued the things 
of the earth more. But I believe 
there is no cause for the alarm my 
words so inconsiderately excited in 
you. Her mother is watchful and 
devoted ; and if the least thing ailed 
Lilian, she would call in medical 
advice. Mr. Vigors would, I know, 
recommend Dr. Jonfes." 

Closing our conference with those 
stinging words, Mrs. Poyntz here 
turned back into the drawing*room. 
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I remained some minutes on 
the balcony, disconcerted, enraged. 
With what consummate art had 
this practised diplomatist wound 
herself into my secret ! That she 
had read my heart better than my- 
self was evident from that Parthian 
«haft, barbed with Br. Jones, which 
she had shot over her shoulder in 
retreat That from the first mo- 
ment in which she had decoyed me 
to her side, she had detected *' the 
something "on my mind, was per- 
haps but the ordinary quickness of 
female penetration. But it was 
vrith no ordinary craft that her 
whole conversation afterwards had 
been so shaped as to learn the 
something, and lead me to reveal 
the some one to whom the some- 
thing was Unked. For what pur- 
pose? What was it to her? What 
motive could she have beyond the 
mere gratification of curiosity? 
Perhaps, at first, she thought I had 
been caught by her daughter's 
showy beauty, and hence the half- 
friendly, half-cynical frankness with 
which she had avowed her ambi- 
tious projects for that young lady's 
matrimonial advancement. Satis- 
fied by my manner that I cherished 
no presumptuous hopes in that 
quarter, her scrutiny was doubtless 
continued from that pleasure in the 
exercise of a wily intellect which 
impels schemers and politicians to 
an activity for which, without that 
pleasure itself, there would seem no 
adequate inducement ; and besides, 



the ruling passion of this petty 
sovereign was power. And if know- 
ledge be power, there is no better 
instrument of power over a contu- 
macious subject than that hold on 
his heart which is gained in the 
knowledge of its secret. 

But "secret!" Had it really 
come to this ? Was it possible that 
the mere sight of a human face, 
never beheld before, could disturb 
the whole tenor of my life— a 
stranger of whose mind and cha- 
racter I knew nothing, whose very 
voice I had never heard ? It was 
only by the intolerable pang of 
anguish that had rent my heart 
in the words, carelessly, abruptly 
spoken, ** if she were to die," that 
I had felt how the world would be 
changed to me, if indeed that face 
were seen in it no more! Yes, 
secret it was no longer to myself-* 
I loved ! And like all on whom 
love descends, sometimes sofdy, 
slowly, with the gradual wing of the 
cushat settling down into its nest^ 
sometimes with the swoop of the 
eagle on his unsuspecting quarry, 
I beUeved that none ever before 
loved as I loved; that such love 
was an abnormd wonder, made 
solely for me, and I for it. Then my 
mind insensibly hushed its angrier 
and more turbulent thoughts, as 
my gaze rested upon the roof-tops 
of Lilian's home, and the shimmer- 
ing silver of the moonlit willow, 
under which I had seen her gazing 
into the roseate heavens. 
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CHAPTEB VIIL 



When I returned to the drawing- 
room, the party was eTidently ahoat 
to break np. Those who had 
grouped round the piano were now 
assembled round the refreshment- 
table. The oard-players had risen, 
and were settling or discussing 
gains and losses. While I was 
searching for my hat^ which I had 
somewhere mislaid, a poor gentle- 
man, tormented by tio-douloreuz, 
crept timidly up to me— the proud- 
est and the poorest of all the hidal- 
goes settled on the Hili He could 
not afford a fee for a physician's 
advice, but pain had humbled his 
pride, and I saw at a glance that he 
was considering how to take a 
surreptitious advantage of social 
intercourse, and obtain the advice 
without paying the fee. The M 
man discovered the hat before I 
did, stooped, took it up, extended it 
to me with the profound bow of the 
old school, while the other hand, 
clenched and quivering, was pressed 
into the hollow of his cheek, and 
his eyes met mine with wistful mute 
entreaty. The instinct of my pro- 
fession seized me at once. I could 
never behold suffering, without for- 
getting all else in tiie desire to 
relieve it.** 

" You are in pain,'' said I, softly. 
*' Sit down and describe the symp- 
toms. Here, it is true, I am no 
professional doctor, but I am a 
friend who is fond of doctoring, and 
knows something about it." 

So we sat down a little apart from 
the other guests, and after a few 
questions and answers, I was 
pleased to find that his ''tic" did 
not belong to the less curable kind 
of that agonizing neuralgia. I was 



especially successful in my treat- 
ment of similar sufferings, for which 
I had discovered an anodyne tlukt 
was almost specific I wrote on a 
leaf of my podcet-book aprescripUon 
which I felt sure would be c^c^ 
ciotts,and as I tore it out and placed 
it in his hand, I chanced to look up,, 
and saw the hazel eyes of my hostess 
fixed upon me with a kinder and 
softer expression than they often 
condescended to admit into their 
cold and penetrating lustre. At 
that moment^ however, her atten* 
tion was drawn from me to a servant 
who entered with a note, and I 
heard him say, though in an under 
tone, ''From Mrs. Ashleigh." 

She opened the note^ read it 
hastily, ordered the servant to wait- 
without the door, retired to her 
writing-table, whidi stood near the 
place at which I still lingered, rested 
her face on her hand, and seemed 
musing. Hor meditation was verj 
soon over. She turned her head,, 
and, to my surprise, beckoned to- 
me. I approached. 

" Sit here," she whispered ; " turn 
your back towards those people, who- 
are no doubt watching us. Bead 
this." 

She placed in my hand the note 
she had just received. It contained 
but a few words to this effect : 

"Bbab Masgabet,— I am so 
distressed. Since I wrote to you,, 
a few hours ago, Lilian is taken 
suddenly ill, and I fear seriously. 
What medical man should I send 
for ? Let my servant have his name 
and address. " A A" 

I sprang from my seat. 
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- Stay/'said Mw-Poyntas. "Would 
you muoh oare if I aent the aerrant 
to Pr. Jones?'* 

''Ah, madam, you wxb oniel! 
What have I done that yon should 
become my enemy ? " 

"Enemy! No. Yon hare just 
befriended one of my friends. In 
this world of fools intellect should 
ally itself with intellect. No; I am 
not your enemy ! But you have 
not yet asked me to be your friend." 



Here she put into my hands a. 
note she had written while thus 
speaking; "BeceiTO your creden- 
tials. If there be any cause fbr 
alarm, or if I can be of use, send for 
me.'' Besuming the work she had- 
sospended, but wi^ lingering, un- 
certain fingerS) she added, "So far, 
then, this is settled. Nay, no thanks;, 
it is but little that is settled as- 
yet" 
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Dr a very minutes I was once more 
in the grounds of that old gable 
house; the servant, who went be- 
fore me, entered them by the stairs 
and the wicket-gate of the private 
entrance ; that way was the shortest. 
So again I passed by the circling 
glade and the monastic well— sward, 
trees, and ruins, all suffused in the 
limpid moonlight. 

And now I was in the house ; the 
servant took upstairs the note with 
which I was charged, and a minute 
or two afterwards returned and con- 
ducted me to the corridor above^ in 
which Mrs. Ashleigh received me. 
I was the first to speak. "Tour 
daughter— is— is— not seriously ill, 
Ihope. Whatisit?" 

"Hush!" she said, under her 
breath. "Will you step this way 
for a moment?" She passed tiirou^ 
a doorway to the right I followed 
her, and as she placed on the table 
the light she had been holding, I 
looked round with a chill at the 
heart— it was the room in which 
Dr. Lloyd had died. Impossible to 
mistake. The furniture, indeed, 
was changed— there was no bed in 
the chamber; but the shape of the 



room, the position of the high case- 
ment, which was now wide open,^ 
and through which the moonlight 
streamed more softly than on that 
drear winter night the great square 
beams intersectibag the low ceiling — 
all were impressed vividly on my 
memory. The chair to which Mrs.. 
Ashleigh beckoned me was placed 
just on the spot where I had stood 
by the bed-head of the dying man. 

I shrank back- 1 could not have - 
seated myself there. So, I remained 
leaning against the chimney-piece, 
while Mrs. Ashleigh told her story. 

She said that on their arrival the 
day before, Lilian had been in more* 
than usually good health and spirits, 
delighted with the old house, the- 
grounds, and especially the nook by 
the Monk's Well, at which Mrs. 
Ashleigh had left her that evening 
in order to make some purchases in 
the town, in company with Mr. 
Yigars. When Mra. Ashleigh re- 
turned, she and Mr. Vigors had 
sought Lilian in that nook, and 
Mrs. Ashleigh then detected, with a 
mother's eye, some change in Lilian, 
which alarmed her. She seemed 
listless and dejected, and was very 
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pale; but she denied that she felt 
UQwell On regaining the house 
she had sat down in the room in 
which we then were — ** which," said 
Mrs. Ashleigh, " as it is not required 
for a sleeping-room, my daughter, 
who is fond of reading, wished to fit 
up as her own morning-room, or 
study. I lefb her here and went 
into the drawing-room below with 
Mr. Vigors. When he quitted me, 
which he did very soon, I remained 
for nearly an hour giving directions 
about the placing of furniture, 
which had just arrived from our 
late residence. I then went upstairs 
to join my daughter, and to my 
terror found her apparently lifeless 
in her chair. She had fainted 
away." 

I interrupted Mrs. Ashleigh here. 
*' Has Miss Ashleigh been subject to 
faintingfits?" 

" No, never. "When she recovered 



she seemed bewildered—disindiiied 
to speak. ' I got her to bed, and m 
she then fell quietly to sleep^ my 
mind was relieved. I thought it 
only a passing effect of excitement^ 
in a change of abode ; or caused bf 
something like malaria in the atmos- 
phere of that part of the grounds in 
which I had found her seated." 

" Very likely. The hour of sun- 
set at this time of year is trying to 
delicate constitutions. Go on." 

" About three-quarters of an hour 
ago she woke up with a loud ory, 
and has been ever since in a state of 
great agitation, weeping violently, 
and answering none of my ques- 
tions. Yet she does not seem light- 
headed, hut rather what we call 
hysterical" 

'* You will permit me now to see 
her. Take comfort— in all you tell 
me I see nothing to warrant serious 
alarm." 



CHAPTER X. 



To the true physician there is an 
inexpressible sanctity in the sick- 
chamber. At its threshold the more 
human passions quit their hold on 
his heart. Love there would be 
profanation. Even the grief per- 
mitted to others he must put aside. 
He must enter that room— a calm 
intelligence. He is disabled for his 
mission if he suffer aught to obscure 
the keen quiet glance of his science. 
Age or youth, beauty or deformity, 
innocence or guilt, merge their dis- 
tinctions in one common attribute 
— human suffering appealing to 
human skill. 

Wo3 to the households in which 
the trusted Healer feels not on his 
•conscience .he solemn obligations of 



his glorious art. Reverently, as in 
a temple, I stood in the virgin's 
cham her. When her mother placed 
her hand in mine, and I felt the 
throb of its pulse, I was aware of no 
quicker beat of my own heart I 
looked with a steady eye on the 
face, more beautiful from the flush 
that deepened the delicate hues of 
the young cheek, and the lustre that 
brightened the dark blue of the 
wandering eyes. She did not at 
first heed me ; did not seem aware 
of my presence ; but kept murmur- 
ing to herself words which I could 
not distinguish. 

At length, when I spoke to her, 
in that low, soothing tone which we 
learn at the sick-bed, the expression 
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of her face altered suddenly; she 
passed the hand I did not hold over 
her forehead, turned round, looked 
at me full and long, with unmis- 
takable surprise, yet not as if the 
surprise displeased her; less the 
surprise which recoils from the sight 
of a stranger than that which seems 
doubtfully to recognise an unex- 
pected friend. Yet on the surprise 
there seemed to creep something of 
apprehension — of fear;-^her hand 
trembled, her voice quivered, as she 
said, — 

**Can it be, can it be? Am I 
awake P Mother, who is this ? " 

**Only a kind visitor, Dr. Fen- 
wick, sent by Mrs. Foyntz, for I was 
uneasy about you, darling. Uow 
are you now ? " 

** Better. Strangely better." 

She removed her hand gently 
from mine, and with an involuntary 
modest shrinking, turned towards 
Mrs. Ashleigh, drawing her mother 
towards herself, so that she became 
at once hidden from me. 

Satisfied that there was here no 
delirium, nor even more than the 
slight and temporary fever which 
often accompanies a sudden nervous 
attack in constitutions peculiarly 
sensitive, I retired noiselessly from 
the room, and went, not into that 
which had been occupied by the ill- 
fated Naturalist, but downstairs into 
the drawing-room, to write my pre- 
scription. I had already sent the 
servant off with it to the chemist's 
before Mrs. Ashleigh joined me. 

^'She seems recovering surpris- 
ingly ; her forehead is cooler ; she is 
perfectly self-possessed, only she 
cannot account for her own seizure, 
cannot account either for the faint- 
ing or the agitation with which she 
awoke from sleep." 

**! think I can account for both. 
Q?he first room in which she entered 
— that in which she fainted— had its 
window open ; the sides of the win- 



dow are overgrown with rank creep- 
ing plants in full blossom. Miss 
Ashleigh had already predisposed 
herself to injurious effects from the 
effluvii^ by fatigue, excitement, im- 
prudence in sitting out at the fall of 
a heavy dew. The sleep after the 
fainting fit was the more disturbed, 
because Nature, always alert and 
active in subjects so young, was 
making its own effort to right itself 
from an injury. Nature has nearly 
succeeded. What I have pre- 
scribed will a little aid and accele- 
rate that which Nature has yet ta 
do, and in a day or two I do not 
doubt that your daughter will her 
perfectly restored. Only let me 
recommend care to avoid exposure 
to the open air during the close of 
the day. Let her avoid also the 
room in which she was first seized, 
for it is a strange phenomenon in 
nervous temperaments that a ner- 
vous attack may, without visible 
cause, be repeated in the same place 
where it was first experienced. You 
had better shut up the chamber for 
at least some weeks, bum fires in it, 
repaint and paper it, sprinkle chlo- 
roform. You are not, perhaps, 
aware that Dr. Lloyd died in that 
room after a prolonged illness. 
Suffer me to wait till your servant 
returns with the medicine, and let 
me employ the interval in asking 
you a few questions. Miss Aslh- 
leigh, you say, never had a fainting 
fit before. I should presume that 
she is not what we call strong. But 
has she ever had any illness that 
alarmed you ?" 

" Never." 

"No great liability to cold and 
cough, to attacks of the chest or 
lungs?" 

"Certainly not. Still I have 
feared that she may have a ten- 
dency to consumption. Do you* 
think so? Your questions alarm 
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*' I do not think so ; but before I 
pronounce a positive opinion, one 
Question more. You say you have 
feared a tendency to oonsumption. 
Is that disease in her family P She 
•certainly did not inherit it from 
you. But on her father's side P " 

** Her father," said Mrs. Ashleigh, 
with tears in her eyes, " died young, 
but of brain fever, which the medical 
men said was brought on by over 
•tudy." 

" Enough, my dear madam. What 
you say confirms my belief that your 
daughter's constitution is the very 
opposite to that in which the seeds 
of consumption lurk. It is rather 
that far nobler constitution, which 
the keenness of the nervous suscep- 
tibility renders delicate but elastic— 
as quick to recover as it is to 
auflfer." 

*' Thank you, thank you. Dr. Fen- 
wick, for what you say. You take 
a load iVom my heart. For Mr. 
Vigors, I know, thinks Lilian con- 
sumptive, and Mrs. Poyntz has 
rather fhghtened me at times by 
hints to the same effect. But when 
you speak of nervous susceptibility, 
I do not quite understand you. 
My daughter is not what is com- 
monly called nervous. Her temper 
is singularly even." 

** But if not excitable, should you 
also say that she is not impression- 
Able P The things which do not 
•disturb her temper, may, perhaps, 
iejeot her spirits. Do I make my- 
self understood ? " 

"Yes, I think I understand your 
distinction. But I am not quite 
sure if it applies. To most things that 
affect the spirits she is not more 
sensitive than other girls, perhaps 
less so. But she is certainly very 
impressionable in some things." 

"In what?" 
f "She is more moved than any 
•one I ever knew by objects in ez- 
tenial nature, rural scenery, rural 



sounds, by music, by the books 
that she reads— even books that an 
not works of imagination. Perhaps 
in all this she takes after her poor 
father, but in a more marked degree 
—at least, I observe it more in her. 
For he was very silent and reserved. 
And perhaps also her peculiarities 
have been fostered by the seclusion 
in which she has been brought up. It 
was with aview to make her a littie 
more like 'girls of her own age that 
our friend, Mrs. Poyntz, induced me 
to come here. Lilian was reconciled 
to this change; but she shrank from 
the thoughts of London, whioh I 
should have preferred. Her poor 
father could not endure London.** 

"Miss Ashleigh is fond of 
reading?" 

" Yes, she is fond of reading, but 
more fond of musing. She will sit 
by herself for hours without book or 
work, and seem as abstracted as if in 
a dream. She was so even in hat 
earliest childhood. Then she would 
tell me what she had been coi^ariiig 
up to herselfl She would say that 
she had seen — positively seen*^ 
beautiful lands far away from earth ; 
flowers and trees not like ours. As 
she grew older this visionary ta& 
displeased me, and I scolded her, 
and said that if others heard her, 
they would think that she was not 
only silly but very untruthful So 
of late years she never ventures 
to tell me what, in such dreamy 
moments, she suffers herself to 
imagine; but the habit of musing 
continues still. Do you not agree 
with Mrs. Poyntz, that the best cure 
would be a little cheerful sodelgr 
amongst other young people ? " 

"Certainly," said I, honestly, 
though with a jealous pang. " But 
here comes the medicine. Will yon 
take it up to her, and then sit with 
her half an hour or so ? By thst 
time I expect she will be asleep. I 
will wait here till you return. Oh^ 
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1 can amuse myself with the news- 
papers and books on your table. 
Stay ! one caution : be sure there 
are no flowers in Miss Ashleigh's 
sleeping-room. I think I saw a 
treacherous rose-tree in a stand by 
the window. If so, baoiih it" 

Left akme, I examined the room 
in whioh, oh thought of joy ! I had 
surely now won the claim to become 
^ priyileged guest I touched the 
books liliaa must have touched ; in 
the articles of fiimiture^ as yet so 
hastily disposed that the settled look 
of home was not about them, I still 
Jmew that I was gasing on things 
which her mind must assodate with 
the history of her young life. That 
lute-harp— must be surely hers, and 
the scar( with a girl's favourite 
•colours— pure white and pale blue, — 
4md the iHrd-cage, and the childish 
i^ory work-case, with implements 
too pretty for use^ all spoke of her. 

It was a blissftil intozioating 
rererie, which Mrs. Ashleigh's 
•entrance disturbed. 

Lilian was sleeping oahnly. I 
had no excuse to linger there any 
longer. 

** I leave you, I trust, with your 
mind quite at ease,* said L " You 
will allow me to call to-morrow, in 
-the afternoon ? " 
. -Oh yes, gratefully » 

Mrs. Ashleigh held out her hand 
as I made towards the door. 

Is there a physidan who has not 
felt at times how that ceremonious 
fee throws him bade -from tiie 
:garden-land of hnmanily into the 
snarket-place of ^money— ^eems to 



put him out of the pale of equal 
friendship, and say, "True, you 
have given health and life. Adieu ! 
there, you are paid for it" With a 
poor person there would have been 
no dilemma, but Mrs. Ashleigh was 
affluent: to depart from custom 
here was almost impertinence. But 
had the penalty of my refusal been 
the doom of never again beholding 
Lilian, I could not luive taken her 
motiier's gold. So I did not appear 
to notice the hand held out to me, 
and panned by with a quickened 
step. 
"But, Dr.Eenwick, stop! " 
" No, ma'am, no ! Miss Ashleigh 
would have recovered as soon with- 
out me. Whenever my aid is really 
wanted, then— but heaven grant 
that time may never come ! We 
will talk again about her to- 
morrow." 

I was gone. Now in the garden 
ground, odorous with blossoms; now 
in the lane, endosed by the narrow 
walls ; now in the deserted streets, 
over which the moon shone full as 
in that winter night when I hurried 
from the chamber of death. But 
the streets were not ghastly now, 
and the mo(m was no longer Hecate, 
that dreary goddess of awe and 
spectres, but the sweet, simple Lady 
of the Stars, on whose gentie face 
lovers have gazed ever since (if that 
guess of astronomers be true) she 
was parted from earth to rule the 
tides of its deeps froi^ afor, even as 
love, firom love divided, rules the 
heart that yearns towards it with 
mysterious law ! 
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^^n rf h t m^ by adroit USB of tlw ap- 
pals to terror. Toa do sot wmnt 
]patiaitB, Br. Jones doe& And, alter 
an, better perhj^ as it isL— Tovte, 
ftc. "ILP Oinn ." 

To mj more mlfish Krief anxiety 
Ibfr lilian was now added. I had 
seen manj more patients die from 
being mistreated for consomption 
than from consomption itsdC And 
Br. Jones was a meroenarj, con- 
ning, needy man, with mndi crafty 
knowledge of human foibles, bat 
very little skill in ihe ti-eatmentof 
human maladies. Ify fears were 
soon confirmed. A few days after I 
heard from Miss Bnbason that 
Miss Ashleigh was sertonsly ill, kept 
her room. Mrs. Ashleigh made 
this excuse for not immediately re- 
turning the visits which the Hill 
bad showered upon her. Miss Bra- 
bason had seen Br. Jones, who had 
idiaken his head, said it was a serious 
ease; but that time and care (his 
time and his care !) might effect 
wonders. 

How stealthily at the dead of the 
night I would climb the Hill, and 
look towards the windows of the 
old sombre house— one window, in 
which a light burnt dim and mourn- 
ful, the light of a sick-room— of 
hers! 

At length Mrs. Poyntz came back, 
and I entered her house, having 
fully resolved beforehand on the 
Kne of policy to be adopted towards 
the potentate whom I hoped to se- 
cure as an ally. It was clear that 
neither disguise nor half-confidence 
would baffle the penetration of so 
keen an intellect, nor propitiate the 
goodwill of so imperious and reso- 
lute a temper. Perfect frankness 
here was the wisest prudence ; and, 
after all, it was most agreeable to my 
own nature, and most worthy of my 
own honour. 

Luckily, I found Mrs. Poyntz 



* alone, and takoig in both minetiie 
hand she aomewhat cMfy extended 
to me, I said, with the eamu atu ec 
- of sop preg B Bd emotion : 

* YoQ observed when I last onr 
TOO, that I had not yet aiAed yon to 
be my friend. I ask it now. I^sltti 
tone with all the indnlgmoe yon 
can vooehsale, and let me at least 
profit by yoor ooonsri if you refuse 
to give me your aid.'' 

Bapidly, briefly, I went on to say 
how I had first seen Lilian, and how 
sudden, how strange to myself, had 
been the impression which that first 
sight of her had produced. 

" Yon remarked the change that 
had come over me," said I; "you 
divined the cause before I divined 
it myself; divined it as I sat there 
beside you, thinking that through 
you I might see, in the freedom of 
social intercourse, the face that was 
then haunting me. Ton know wlmt 
has since passed. Miss Ashleigh is 
ill; her case is, I am convinoed, 
wholly misunderstood. All otlfer 
feelings are merged in one sense of 
anxiety— of alarm. But it has be- 
come due to me, due to all, to incur 
the risk of your ridicule even more 
than of your reproof, by stating to 
you thus candidly, plainly, bluntly, 
the sentiment which renders alarm 
so poignant, and which, if scarcely 
admissible to the romance of some 
wild dreamy boy, may seem an un- 
pardonable folly in a man of my 
years and my sober calling; due to 
me, to you, to Mrs. Ashleigh ; be- 
cause still the dearest thing in life 
to me is honour. And if you who 
know Mrs. Ashleigh so intimately, 
who must be more or less aware of 
her plans or wishes for her daugh- 
ter's future; if you believe that 
those plans or wishes lead to a lot 
far more ambitious than an alliance 
with me could offer to Miss Ash- 
leigh, then aid Mr. Vigors in ex- 
cluding me from the house ; aid me 
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in supinressing a presumptuous, 
-visionary passion. I cannot enter 
that house without love and hope 
at my heart. And the threshold of 
that house I must not cross if such 
love and such hope would be a Bm 
and a treachery in the eyes of its 
owner. I might restore Miss Ash- 
leigh to health; her gratitude might 
— I cannot continue. This danger 
must not be to me nor to her, if her 
mother has views far above such a 
son-in-law. And I am the more 
bound to consider all this while it 
is yet time, because I heard you 
state that Miss Ashleigh had a 
fortune — was what would be here 
termed an heiress. And the full 
consciousness that whatever fame 
<»ie in my profession may live to 
acquire, does not open those vistas 
of social power and grandeur which 
are opened by professions to my 
eyes less noble in themselves—that 
full consciousness, I say, was forced 
upon me by certain words of your 
own. for the rest, you know my 
descent is sufficiently recognised as 
that amidst well-born gentry to 
have rendered me no mesalliance to 
families the most proud of their 
ancestry, if I had kept my heredi- 
tary estate and avoided the career 
that makes me useful to man. But 
I acknowledge that on entering a 
profession such as mine— entering 
any profession except that of arms 
or the senate—all leave their pedi- 
gree at its door, an erased or dead 
letter. All must come as equals, 
high-bom or low-bom, into that 
arena in which men ask aid from a 
man as he makes himself; to them 
his dead forefathers are idle dust. 
Therefore, to the advantage of birth 
I cease to have a claim. I am but 
a provincial physician, whose station 
would be the same had he been a 
cobbler's son. But gold retains its 
grand privilege in all ranks. He 
who haJs gold is removed from the 



suspicion that attaches to the greedy 
fortune-hunter. My private fortune, 
swelled by my savings, is sufficient 
to secure to any one I married a 
larger settlement than many a 
wealthy squire can make. I need 
no fortune with a wife ; if she have 
one, it would be settled on herself. 
Pardon these vulgar details. Now» 
have I made myself understood ? '' 

"Fully," answered the Queen of 
the Hill, who had listened to me 
quietly, watchfully, and without one 
interruption. "Fully. And you 
have done well to confide in me 
with so generous an unreserve. But 
before I say further, let me ask, 
what would be your advice for 
Liliim, supposing that you ought 
not to attend her? You have no 
trust in Dr. Jones ; neither have I. 
And Anne Asbleigh's note received 
to-day, begging me to call, justifies 
your alarm. Still you think there 
is no tendency to consumption ? " 

" Of that I am certain so far as 
my slight glimpse of a case that to 
me, however, seems a simple and 
not uncommon one, will permit. 
But in the alternative you put — 
that my own skill, whatever its 
worth, is forbidden — my earnest 
advice is, that Mrs. Ashleigh should 
take her daughter at once to Lon- 
don, and consult there those great 
authorities to whom I cannot com- 
pare my own opinion or experience ; 
and by their counsel abide." 

Mrs. Poyntz shaded her eyes with 
her hand for a few moments, and 
seemed in deliberation with herself. 
Then she said, with her peculiar 
smile, half grave, half ironical : 

"In matters more ordinary you 
would have won me to your side 
long ago. That Mr. Vigors should 
have . presumed to cancel my re- 
commendation to a settler on the 
Hill, was an act of rebellion, and 
involved the honour of my prero- 
gative. But I suppressed urj vciAS%. 



36 



A STRANGE STORY. 



nation at an affront so unusual, 
partly out of pique against yourself, 
but much more, I think, out of 
regard for you.'* » 

" I understand. You detected the 
secret of my heart; you knew that 
Mrs. Ashleigh would not wish to see 
her daughter the wife of a provin- 
cial physician.** 

"Am I sure, or are you sure, that 
the daughter herself would accept 
that fate ; or if she accepted it, 
would not repent ? ** 

" Do not think me the vainest of 
men when I say this— that I cannot 
believe I should be so enthralled by 
a feeling at war with my reason, 
unfavoured by anything I can de- 
tect in my habits of mind, or even 
by the dreams of a youth which 
exalted science and excluded love, 
unless I was intimately convinced 
that Miss Ashleigh's heart was free 
^that I could win, and that I could 
keep it ! Ask me why I am con- 
vinced of this, and I can tell you no 
more why I think that she could 
love me, than I can tell you why I 
love her ! ** 

" I am of the world, worldly. 
But I am a woman, womanly — 
though I may npt care to be thought 
it. And, therefore, though what 
you say is, regarded in a worldly 
point of view, sheer nonsense, re- 
garded in a womanly point of view, 
it is logically sound. But still you 
cannot know Lilian as I do. Your 
nature and hers are in strong con- 
trast. I do not think she is a safe 
wife for you. The purest, the most 
innocent creature imaginable, cer- 
tainly that, but always in the 
seventh heaven. And you in the 
seventh heaven, just at this mo- 
ment, but with an irresistible gravi- 
tation to the solid earth, which will 
have its way again when the honey- 
moon is over. I do not believe you 
two would harmonize by inter- 
course. I do not believe Lilian 



would sympathize with you, and I 
am sure you could not sympathize 
with her throughout the long dull 
course of this workday life. And, 
therefore, for your sake as well as 
hers, I was not displeased to find 
that Dr. Jones had replaced you; 
and now, in return for your frank- 
ness, I say frankly— do not go again 
to that house. Conquer this senti- 
ment, fancy, passion, whatever it be. 
And I will advise Mrs. Ashleigh to 
take Lilian to town. Shall it be so 
settled?*' 

I could not speak. I buried my 
face in my hands— misery, misery, 
desolation ! 

I know not how long I remained 
thus silent, perhaps many minutes. 
At length I felt a cold, firm, but not 
ungentle hand placed upon mine; 
and a clear, full, but not discourag- 
ing voice said to me : — 

"Leave me to think well over 
this conversation, and to ponder 
well the value of all you have shown 
that you so deeply feel. The inter- 
ests of life do not fill both scales of 
the balance. The heart which does 
not always go in the same scale with 
the interests, still has its weight in 
the scale opposed to them. I have 
heard a few wise men say, as many 
a silly woman says, * Better be un- 
happy with one we love, than be 
happy with one we love not.* Do 
you say that, too ?" 

"With every thought of my 
brain, every beat of my pulse, I 
say it.'* 

"After that answer, all my ques- 
tionings cease. You shall bear from 
me to-morrow. By that time, I 
shall have seen Anne and Lilian. I 
shall have weighed both scales of the 
balance, and the heart here, Allen 
Fenwick, seems very heavy. Gk), 
now. I hear feet on the stairs, 
Poyntz bringing up some friendly 
gossiper ; gossipers are spies." 

I passed my hand over my eyes, 
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tearless, but how tears would have 
relieved the auguish that burdened 
them ! and, without a word, went 
down the stairs, meeting at the 
landing-place Colonel Fonytz and 
the old man whose pain my pre- 
scription had cured. The old man 



was whistling a merry tune, per- evermore? 



haps first learned on the playground. 
He broke from it to thank, almost 
to embrace me, as I slid by him. I 
seized his jocund blessing as a good 
omen, and carried it with me as I 
passed into the broad sunlight. 
Solitary— solitary ! Should I be so 
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The next day I had just dismissed 
the last of my visiting patients, and 
was about to enter my carriage and 
commence my round, when I re- 
ceived a twisted note containing 
but these words :— 

*'Call on me to-day, as soon as 
you can. 
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" M. POYNTZ.' 

A few minutes afterwards I was 
in Mrs. Poyntz's drawing-room. 

« WeU, Allen Fen wick," said she, 
" I do not serve friends by halves. 
No thanks! I but adhere to a 
principle I have laid down for my- 
self. I spent last evening with the 
Ashleighs. Lilian is certainly much 
altered— very weak, I fear very ill, 
and I believe very unskilfully 
treated by Dr. Jones. I felt that it 
was my duty to insist on a change 
of physician, but there was some- 
thing else to consider before decid- 
ing who that physician should be. 
I was bound, as your confidante, to 
consult your own scruples of 
honour. Of course I could not 
say point-blank to Mrs. Ashleigh, 
*I)r. Fenwick admires your daugh- 
ter, would you object to him as a 
son-in-law ? ' Of course I could not 
touch at all on the secret with 
which you intrusted me; but I have 



not the less arrived at a conclusion, 
in agreement with my previous 
belief, that not being a woman of 
the world, Anne Ashleigh has none 
of the ambition which women of the 
world would conceive for a daughter 
who has a good fortune and con- 
siderable beauty; that her predo- 
minant anxiety is for her child's 
happiness, and her predominant 
fear is that her child will die. She 
would never oppose any attachment 
which Lilian might form; and if 
that attachment were for one who 
had preserved her daughter's life, I 
believe her own heart would grate- 
fully go with her daughter's. So far, 
then, as honour is concerned, all 
scruples vanish." 

I sprang from my seat, radiant 
with joy. Mrs. Poyntz dryly con- 
tinued: "You value yourself on 
your common sense, and to that I 
address a few words of counsel 
which may not be welcome to your 
romance. I said that I did not 
think you and Lilian would suit 
each other in the long run ; reflec- 
tion confirms me in that supposition. 
Do not look at me so incredulously 
and so sadly. Listen, and take heed. 
Ask yourself what, as a man whose 
days are devoted to a laborious pro- 
fession, whose ambition is entwined 
with its success, whose mind m»&^ 
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be absorbed in its pursuits— ask 
yourself what kind of a wife you 
would have sought to win, had not 
this sudden fancy for a charming 
hoe rushed over your better reason, 
and obliterated all previous plans 
and resolutions. Surely some one 
with whom your heart would have 
been quite at rest ; by whom your 
thoughts would have been un- 
distracted from the channels into 
which your calling should concen- 
trate their flow ; in short, a serene 
companion in the quiet holiday of a 
trustful home ! Is it not so ? " 

" You interpret my own thoughts 
when they have turned towards 
marriage. But what is there in 
Lilian Ashleigh that should mar the 
picture you have drawn ?" 

" What is there in Lilian Ashleigh 
which in the least accords with the 
picture? In the first place, the 
wife of a young physician should 
not be his perpetual patient. The 
more he loves her, and the more 
worthy she may be of love, the 
more her case will haunt him 
wherever he goes. When he returns 
home, it is not to a holiday; the 
patient he most cares for, the 
anxiety that most gnaws him, awaits 
him there." 

" But, good Heavens ! why should 
Lilian Ashleigh be a perpetual 
patient ? The sanitary resources of 
youth are incalculable. And " 

"Let me stop you; I cannot 
argue against a physician in love ! 
I will give up that point in dispute, 
remaining convinced that there is 
something in Lilian's constitution 
which will perplex, torment, and 
baflBle you. It was so with her 
father, whom she resembles in face 
and in character. He showed no 
sjonptoms of any grave malady. 
His outward form was, like Lilian's, 
a model of symmetry, except in this, 
that, like hers, it was too exquisitely 
delicate; but, when seemingly in 



the midst of perfect health, at soy 
slight jar on the nerves he would 
become alarmingly ill. I was sure 
that he would die young, and he did 
so." 

"Ay, but Mrs. Ashleigh said that 
his death was from brain-fever, 
brought on by over-study. Barely, 
indeed, do women so fatigue the 
brain. No female patient, in the 
range of my practice, ever died of 
purely mental exertion." 

" Of purely mental exertion, no : 
but of Jieart emotion, many female 
patients, perhaps? Oh, you own 
that ! I know nothing about nerves. 
But I suppose that, whether they act 
on the brain or the heart, the result 
to life is much the same if the nerves 
be too finely strung for life's daily 
wear and tear. And this is what I 
mean, when I say you and Lilian 
will not suit. As yet, she is a mere 
child ; her nature undeveloped, and 
her affections, therefore, untried. 
You might suppose that you had 
won her heart; she might believe 
that she gave it to you, and both be 
deceived. If fairies nowadays con- 
descended to exchange their ofif- 
spring with those of mortals, and if 
the popular tradition did not repre- 
sent a fairy changeling as an ugly 
peevish creature, with none of the 
grace of its parents, I should be half 
inclined to suspect that Lilian was 
one of the elfin people. She never 
seems at home on earth ; and I do 
not think she will ever be contented 
with a prosaic earthly lot. Now I 
have told you why I do not think 
she will suit you. I must leave it to 
yourself to conjecture how far you 
would suit her. I say this in due 
season, while you may set a guard 
upon your impulse ; while you may 
yet watch, and weigh, and meditate ; 
and from this moment on that sub- 
ject I say no more. I lend advice, 
but I never throw it away." 

She came here to a dead pause. 
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and began putting on her bonnet 
and scarf, which lay on the table 
beside her. I was a little chilled by 
her words, imd yet more by the 
blunt, shrewd, hard look and man- 
ner which aided the effect of their 
delivery. But the chill melted away 
in the sudden glow of my heart when 
she again turned towards me and 
said: 

** Of course you guess, from these 
preliminary cautions, that you are 
going into danger? Mrs.Ashleigh 
wishes to consult you about Lilian, 
and I propose to take you to her 
house." 

" Oh, my friend, my dear friend, 
how can I ever repay you?" I 
caught her hand, the white firm 
hand, and lifted it to my hps. 

She drew it somewhat hastily 
away, and laying it gently on my 
shoulder, said, in a soft voice, "Poor 
Allen, how little the world knows 
either of us! But how Uttle perhaps 
we know ourselves! Come, your 
carriage is here ? That is ri^t ; we 
must put down Dr. Jones pubUoly 
and in all our state." 

In the carriage Mrs. Poyntz told 
me the purport of that conversation 
with Mrs. Ashleigh to which I 
owed my re-introduction to Abbots* 
House. It seems that Mr. Vigors 
had called early the m(Hming after 
my first visit; had evinced much 
discomposure on hearing that I had 
been summoned ; dwelt much on my 
injurious treatment of Dr. Lloyd, 
whom, as distantly related to him- 
self, and he (Mr. Vigors) being dis- 
tantiy connected with the late 
Gilbert Ashleigh, he endeavoured 
to fasten upon his listener as one of 
her husband's family, whose quarrel 
she was bound in honour to take 
up. Mb ^K>ke of me as an infidel 
^tainted with French doctrines," 
aiKl as a practitioner rash and pre- 
sumptuous; proving his own free- 
dom from presumption and rash- 



ness by flatly deciding thai my 
opinion must be wrong. Previously 
to Mrs. Ashleigh's naigration to 
L— , Mr. Vigors had interested 
her in the pretended phenomena of 
mesmerism. He had consulted a 
clairvoyante, much esteemed by 
poor Dr. Lloyd, as to Lilian's healtii, 
and the clairvoyante had declared 
her to be constitutionally predis- 
posed to consumption. Mr. Vigors 
persuaded Mrs. Ashleigh to come atr 
once with him and see this dairvoy- 
ante herself, armed with a look of 
Lilian's hair and a glove she had 
worn, as the media of mesmerieaJ 
rapport. 

The clairvoyante, one of those I 
had pubUoly denounced as an im- 
postor, naturally enough denounced 
me in return. On being asked 
solemnly by Mr. Vigors " to look at 
Dr. Penwick and see if his influence 
would be beneficial to the subject," 
the sibyl had become violently agir 
tated, and said that, "when she 
looked at us together, we were «i- 
veloped in a black doud ; that this 
portended affliction and sinister 
consequences; that our rappori was 
antagonistic." Mr. Vigors then told 
her to dismiss my image, and coor 
jure up that of Dr. Jones. There- 
with the somnambule became more 
tranquil and said: **Dr. Jones 
would do well if he would be guided 
by higher lights than his own skill, 
and consult herself daily as to the 
proper remedies. The best remedy 
of all would be mesmerism. But 
since Dr. Lloyd's death, she did not 
know of a mesmerist, sufficiently 
gifted, in affinity with the patient." 
In fine, she impressed and awed 
Mrs. Ashleigh, who returned in 
haste, summoned Dr. Jones, and 
dismissed myself. 

" I could not have conceived Mrs. 
Ashleigh to be so utterly wanting in 
common sense," said L " She talked 
rationally enough when I saw herj 
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"She has oommofi sense in general, 
and plenty of the tense most com- 
mon,'' answered Mrs. Poynts. *'But 
she is easily led and easily fright- 
ened whereTer her affections are 
concerned, and therefore, just as 
easily as she had heen persuaded hy 
Mr. Vigors and terrified hy the som- 
namhnle, I persuaded her against 
the one, and terrified her against the 
other. I had positiTe experience on 
my side, since it was clear that 
LUian had been getting rapidly 
worse under Dr. Jones's care. The 
main obstacles I had to encounter in 
inducing Mrs. Ashleigh to consult 
you again, were, first, her reluctance 
to disoblige Mr. Vigors, as a friend 
and connection of Lilian's father; 
and, secondly, her sentiment of 
shame in reinviting your opinion 
after haying treated you with so 
little respect Both these difficulties 
I took on myself. I bring you to her 
house, and, on leaving you, I shall 
go on to Mr. Vigors, and tell him 
what is done is my doing, and not to 
be undone by him ; so that matter is 
settled. Indeed, if you were out of 
the question, I should not suffer Mr. 
Vigors to reintroduce all these 
mummeries of clairvoyance and 
mesmerism into the precincts of 
the HilL I did not demolish a man 
I really liked in Dr. Lloyd, to set up 
a Dr. JouM, whom I despise, in his 
stead. Clairvoyance on Abbey Hill, 
indeed ! I saw enough of it before." 

"True; your strong intellect de- 
tected at once the absurdity of the 
whole pretence— the falsity of mes- 
merism—the impossibility of clair- 
voyance." 

•*No, my strong intellect did 
nothing of the kind. I do not know 
whether mesmerism be false or 
clairvoyance impossible; and I 
don't wish to know. All I do know 
is, that I saw the Hill in great 
danger; young ladies allowing 



themselves to be put to sleep hj 
gentlemen, and pretending they had 
no will of their own against sadi 
fascination ! Improper and shock- 
ing! And Miss Brabazon beginning 
to prophesy, and Mrs. Le<q)old 
Smythe questioning her maid 
(whom Dr. Lloyd declared to be 
highly gifted) as to all the secrets of 
her friends. When I saw thia^ I 
said, ' The Hill is becoming demo- 
ralised; the Hill is making itself 
ridiculous; the Hillmust be saved!' 
I remonstrated with Dr. Lloyd, as a 
friend; he remained obdurate. I 
annihilated him as an enemy, not to 
me but to the State. I slew my best 
lover for the good of Borne. Now 
you know why I took your i>ait— 
not because I have any opinion, one 
way or the other, as to the truth or 
falsehood of what Dr. Lloyd as- 
serted ; but I have a strong opinion 
that, whether they be true or false, 
his notions were those which are not 
to be allowed on the Hill. And so, 
Allen Fenwick, that matter was 
settled." 

Perhaps at another time I might 
have felt some little humiliation to 
learn that I had been honoured with 
the influence of this great potentate 
not as a champion of truth, but as 
an instrument of policy ; and I might 
have owned to some twinge of con- 
science in having assisted to sacrifice 
a fellow-seeker aftcrscience— misled, 
no doubt, but preferring his inde- 
pendent belief to his worldly in- 
terest — and sacrifice him to those 
deities with whom science is ever at 
war — the Prejudices of a Clique 
sanctified into the Proprieties of the 
World. But at that moment the 
words I heard made no perceptible 
impression on my mind. The gables 
of Abbots' House were visible above 
the evergreens and lilacs; another 
moment, and the carriage stopped 
at the door. 
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Mbs. Ashleigh received us in the 
dining-room. Her manner to me, 
at first, was a little oonfused and shy. 
But my companion soon communi- 
cated something of her own happy 
ease to her gentler friend. After a 
short conversation we all three went 
to Lilian, who was in a little room 
on the ground-floor, fitted up as her 
study. I was glad to perceive that 
my interdict of the death-chamber 
had been respected. 

She recUned on a sofa near the 
window, which was, however, jea- 
lously closed ; the light of the bright 
May-day obscured by blinds and 
curtains ; a large fire on the hearth; 
the air of the room that of a hot- 
house—the ignorant, senseless, ex- 
ploded system of nursing into con- 
sumption those who are confined on 
suspicion of it ! She did not heed 
us as we entered noiselessly; her 
eyes were drooped languidly on the 
floor, and with difficulty I suppressed 
the exclamation that rose to my lips 
on seeing her. She seemed within the 
last few days so changed, and on the 
aspect of the countenance there was 
so profound a melancholy ! But as 
she slowly turned at the sound of 
our footsteps, and her eyes met 
mine, a quick blush came into the 
wan cheek, and she half rose, but 
sank back as if the efibrt exhausted 
her. There was a struggle for 
breath, and a low hollow cough. 
Was it possible that I had been mis- 
taken, and that in that cough was 
beard the warning knell of the most 
insidious enemy to youthful life ? 

I sat down by her side, I lured her 
on to talk of incMfierent subjects— the 
weather, the gardens, the bird in 
the cage, which was placed on the 



table near her. Her voice, at first 
low and feeble, became gradually 
stronger, and her face lighted up 
with a child's innocent, playful 
smile. No, I had not been mistaken ! 
That was no lymphatic nerveless 
temperament, on which consump- 
tion fastens as its lawful prey—here 
there was no hectic pulse, no hurried 
waste of the vital flame. Quietly 
and gently I made my observations, 
addressed my questions, applied my 
stethoscope ; and when I turned my 
face towards her mother's anxious, 
eager eyes, that face told my opinion; 
for her mother sprang forward, 
clasped my hand, and said, through 
her struggling tears, — 

** You smile ! You see nothing to 
fear?" 

" Pear ! No, indeed ! You will 
soon be again yourself. Miss Ash- 
leigh, will you not ? " 

'*Yes," she said, with her sweet 
laugh, "I shall be well now very 
soon. But may I not have the win- 
dow open— may I not go into the 
garden ? I so long for fresh air." 

*' No, no, darling " exclaimed Mrs. 
Ashleigh, " not while the east winds 
last. Br. Jones said on no account. 
On no account, Dr. Fenwick, eh ? " 

"Will you take my arm, Miss 
Ashleigh, for a few turns up and 
down the room ? " said I. " We will 
then see how far we may rebel 
against Dr. Jones." 

She rose with some little efibrt, 
but there was no cough. At first 
her step was languid— it became 
lighter and more elastic after a few 
moments. 

"Let her come out," said I to 
Mrs. Ashleigh. " The wind is not in 
the east, and, while we are out. 
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"She his oommon sense in general, 
and plenty of the sense most com- 
mon," answered Mrs. Poynts. *'But 
she is easily led and easily fright- 
ened whereTer her affections are 
concerned, and therefore, just as 
easily as she had heen persuaded hy 
Mr. Vigors and terrified hy the som- 
namhule, I persuaded her against 
the one, and terrified her against the 
other. I had positire experience on 
my side, since it was clear that 
Lilian had heen getting rapidly 
worse under Dr. Jones's care. The 
main obstacles I had to encounter in 
inducing Mrs. Ashleigh to consult 
you again, were, first, her reluctance 
to disoblige Mr. Vigors, as a friend 
and connection of Lilian's father; 
and, secondly, her sentiment of 
shame in reinviting your opinion 
after haying treated you with so 
little respect Both these difficulties 
I took on myself. I bring you to her 
house, and, on leaving you, I shall 
go on to Mr. Vigors, and tell him 
what is done is my doing, and not to 
be undone by him ; so that matter is 
settled. Indeed, if you were out of 
the question, I should not sufier Mr. 
Vigors to reintroduce all these 
mummeries of clairvoyance and 
mesmerism into the precincts of 
the HilL I did not demolish a man 
I really liked in Dr. Lloyd, to set up 
a Dr. Jones, whom I despise, in his 
stead. Clairvoyance on Abbey Hill, 
indeed ! I saw enough of it before." 

"True; your strong intellect de- 
tected at once the absurdity of the 
whole pretence— the falsity of mes- 
merism—the impossibility of clair- 
voyance." 

•*No, my strong intellect did 
nothing of the kind. I do not know 
whether mesmerism be false or 
clairvoyance impossible; and I 
don't wish to know. All I do know 
is, that I saw the Hill in great 
danger; young ladies allowi 



themselves to be put to sleep hj 
gentlemen, and pretending they hsd 
no will of their own against sndi 
fascination ! Improper and shodc- 
ing ! And Miss Brabaaon beginning 
to prophesy, and Mrs. Leopold 
Smythe questioning her maid 
(whom Dr. Lloyd declared to be 
highly gifted) as to all the secrets of 
her fHends. When I saw this^ I 
said, ' The Hill is becoming demo- 
ralised; the Hill is making itself 
ridiculous; the Hill must be saved!' 
I remonstrated with Dr. Lloyd, as a 
friend; he remained obdurate. I 
anniliilated him as an enemy, not to 
me but to the State. I slew my best 
lover for the good of Borne. Now 
you know why I took your part- 
not because I have any opinion, one 
way or the other, as to the truth or 
falsehood of what Dr. Lloyd as- 
serted ; but I have a strong opinion 
that, whether they be true or flUse, 
his notions were those which are not 
to be allowed on the Hill. And so, 
Allen Fenwick, that matter was 
settled." 

Perhaps at another time I might 
have felt some little humiliation to 
learn that I had been honoured with 
the influence of this great potentate 
not as a champion of truth, but as 
an instrument of policy; and I might 
have owned to some twinge of con- 
science in having assisted to sacrifice 
a fellow-seeker after science— misled, 
no doubt, but preferring his inde- 
pendent belief to his worldly in- 
terest — and sacrifice him to those 
deities with whom science is ever at 
war — the Prejudices of a Clique 
sanctified into the Proprieties of the 
World. But at that moment the 
words I heard made no perceptible 
impression on my mind. The gables 
of Abbots* House were visible al 
the evergreens and lilacs; 
moment, and the carriage 
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Mbs. Ashleigh receWed lu in the 
dining-room. Her manner to me, 
at first, was a little oonfused and shy. 
But my companion soon communi- 
cated something of her own happy 
ease to her gentler friend. After a 
short conversation we all Uiree went 
to Lilian, who was in a little room 
on the ground-floor, fitted up as her 
study. I was glad to perceive that 
my interdict of the death-chamher 
had heen respected. 

She reclined on a sofa near the 
window, which was, however, jea- 
lously closed ; the light of the bright 
May-day ol»cured by blinds and 
curtains ; a large fire on the hearth; 
the air of the room that of a hot- 
house—the ignorant, senseless, ex- 
ploded system of nursing into con- 
sumption those who are confined on 
suspicion of it ! She did not heed 
us as we entered noiselessly; her 
eyes were drooped languidly on the 
fioor,and with difficulty I suppressed 
the exclamation that rose to my lips 
on seeing her. She seemed within the 
last few days so changed, and on the 



table near her. Her voice, at first 
low and feeble, became gradually 
stronger, and her face lighted up 
with a child's innocent, playful 
smile. No, I had not been miiftaken ! 
That was no lymphatic ncnrclGss 
temperament, on which couMum])- 
tion fastens as its lawful prey— hero 
there was no hectic pulse, no hurried 
waste of the vital flame. Quietly 
and gently I made my observation:*, 
addressed my question?, applied my 
stethoscope ; and when I turned my 
face towards her mother's anxious, 
eager eyes, that face told my upiuiun; 
for her mother sprang forward, 
clasped my hand, and said, through 
her struggling tears,— 

** You smile ! You see notliiii7 to 
fear?" 

"Fear! No, indeed! You will 
soon be again yourself. Miss AsU- 
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"She has common sense in general, 
and plenty of the sense most oom- 
mon," answered Mrs. Poyntz. *'But 
she is easily led and easily fright- 
ened wherever her affections are 
concerned, and therefore, just as 
easily as she had heen persuaded hy 
Mr. Vigors and terrified hy the som- 
namhnle, I persuaded her against 
the one, and terrified her against the 
other. I had positiTe experience on 
my side, since it was clear that 
Lilian had heen getting rapidly 
worse under Dr. Jones's care. The 
main ohstacles I had to encounter in 
inducing Mrs. Ashleigh to consult 
you again, were, first, her reluctance 
to disoblige Mr. Vigors, as a friend 
and connection of Lilian's father; 
and, secondly, her sentiment of 
shame in reinviting your opinion 
after haying treated you with so 
little respect. Both these difficulties 
I took on myself. I bring you to her 
house, and, on leaving you, I shall 
go on to Mr. Vigors, and tell him 
what is done is my doing, and not to 
be undone by him ; so that matter is 
settled. Indeed, if you were out of 
the question, I should not sufier Mr. 
Vigors to reintroduce all these 
mummeries of clairvoyance and 
mesmerism into the precincts of 
the HilL I did not demolish a man 
I really liked in Dr. Lloyd, to set up 
a Dr. Jones, whom I despise, in his 
stead. Clairvoyance on Abbey Hill, 
indeed ! I saw enough of it before." 

"True; your strong intellect de- 
tected at once the absurdity of the 
whole pretence— the falsity of mes- 
merism—the impossibility of clair- 
voyance." 

"No, my strong intellect did 
nothing of the kind. I do not know 
whether mesmerism be false or 
clairvoyance impossible; and I 
don't wish to know. All I do know 
is, that I saw the Hill in great 
danger; young ladies allowing 



themselves to be put to sleep 1^ 
gentlemen, and pretending they had 
no will of their own against such 
fascination ! Improper and shock- 
ing! And Miss Brabazon beginning 
to prophesy, and Mrs. Leopold 
Smythe questioning her maid 
(whom Dr. Lloyd declared to be 
highly gifted) as to all the secrets of 
her friends. When I saw this, I 
said, 'The Hill is becoming demo- 
ralised; the Hill is making itself 
ridiculous; the Hillmust be saved!* 
I remonstrated with Dr. Lloyd, as a 
friend; he remained obdurate. I 
anniliilated him as an enemy, not to 
me but to the State. I slew my best 
lover for the good of Borne. Now 
you know why I took your part- 
not because I have any opinion^ one 
way or the other, as to the truth or 
filsehood of what Dr. Lloyd as- 
serted ; but I have a strong opinion 
that, whether they be true or false, 
his notions were those which are not 
to be allowed on the Hill. And so, 
Allen Fenwick, that matter was 
settled." 

Perhaps at another time I might 
have felt some little humiliation to 
learn that I had been honoured with 
the influence of this great potentate 
not as a champion of truth, but as 
an instrument of policy ; and I might 
have owned to some twinge of con- 
science in having assisted to sacrifice 
a fellow-seeker after science— misled, 
no doubt, but preferring his inde- 
pendent belief to his worldly in- 
terest — and sacrifice him to those 
deities with whom science is ever at 
war — the Prejudices of a Clique 
sanctified into the Proprieties of the 
World. But at that moment the 
words I heard made no perceptible 
impression on my mind. The gables 
of Abbots' House were visible above 
the evergreens and lilacs; another 
moment, and the carriage stopped 
at the door. 
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Mbs. Ashleigh received us in the 
dining-room. Her manner to me, 
at first, was a little confused and shy. 
But my companion soon communi- 
cated something of her own happy 
ease to her gentler friend. After a 
short conversation we all three went 
to LiUan, who was in a little room 
on the ground-floor, fitted up as her 
study. I was glad to perceive that 
my interdict of the death-chamher 
had heen respected. 

She reclined on a sofa near the 
window, which was, however, jea- 
lously closed ; the light of the bright 
May-day obscured by blinds and 
curtains ; a large fire on the hearth; 
the air of the room that of a hot- 
house—the ignorant, senseless, ex- 
ploded system of nursing into con- 
sumption those who are confined on 
suspicion of it ! She did not heed 
us as we entered noiselessly; her 
eyes were drooped languidly on the 
floor,and with difficulty I suppressed 
the exclamation that rose to my lips 
on seeing her. She seemed within the 
last few days so changed, and on the 
aspect of the countenance there was 
so profound a melancholy ! But as 
she slowly turned at the sound of 
our footsteps, and her eyes met 
mine, a quick blush camo into the 
wan cheek, and she half rose, but 
sank back as if the effort exhausted 
her. There was a struggle for 
breath, and a low hollow cough. 
Was it possible that I had been mis- 
taken, and that in that cough was 
heard the warning knell of the most 
insidious enemy to youthful life P 

I sat down by her side, I lured her 
on to talk of indifferent subjects— the 
weather, the gardens, the bird in 
the cage, which was placed on the 



table near her. Her voice, at first 
low and feeble, became gradually 
stronger, and her face lighted up 
with a child's innocent, playful 
smile. No, I had not been mistaken ! 
That was no lymphatic nerveless 
temperament, on which consump- 
tion fastens as its lawful prey—here 
there was no hectic pulse, no hurried 
waste of the vital flame. Quietly 
and gently I made my observations, 
addressed my questions, applied my 
stethoscope ; and when I turned my 
face towards her mother's anxious, 
eager eyes, that face told my opinion; 
for her mother sprang forward, 
clasped my hand, and said, through 
her struggling tears, — 

** You smile ! You see nothing to 
fear?" 

"Pear! No, indeed! You will 
soon be again yourself. Miss Ash- 
leigh, will you not ? " 

"Yes," she said, with her sweet 
laugh, "I shall be well now very 
soon. But may I not have the win- 
dow open—may I not go into the 
garden ? I so long for fresh air." 

" No, no, darling," exclaimed Mrs. 
Ashleigh, " not while the east winds 
last. Dr. Jones said on no account. 
On no account, Dr. Fenwick, eh ? " 

"Will you take my arm, Miss 
Ashleigh, for a few turns up and 
down the room ? " said I. " We will 
then see how far we may rebel 
against Dr. Jones." 

She rose with some little effort, 
but there was no cough. At first 
her step was languid — it became 
lighter and more elastic after a few 
moments. 

"Let her come out," said I to 
Mrs. Ashleigh. " The wind is not in 
the east, and, while we are out^ 
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"She has oommon sense in general, 
and plenty of the sense most oom- 
mon," answered Mrs. Poyntz. "But 
she is easily led and easily fright- 
ened wherever her affections are 
concerned, and therefore, just as 
easily as she had heen persuaded hy 
Mr. Vigors and terrified hy the som- 
namhule, I persuaded her against 
the one, and terrified her against the 
other. I had positive experience on 
my side, since it was clear that 
LUian had been getting rapidly 
worse under Dr. Jones's care. The 
main obstacles I had to encounter in 
inducing Mrs. Ashleigh to consult 
you again, were, first, her reluctance 
to disoblige Mr. Vigors, as a friend 
and connection of Lilian's father; 
and, secondly, her sentiment of 
shame in reinviting your opinion 
after having treated you with so 
little respect. Both these difficulties 
I took on myself. I bring you to her 
house, and, on leaving you, I shall 
go on to Mr. Vigors, and tell him 
what is done is my doing, and not to 
be undone by him ; so that matter is 
settled. Indeed, if you were out of 
the question, I should not suffer Mr. 
Vigors to reintroduce all these 
mummeries of clairvoyance and 
mesmerism into the precincts of 
the Hill I did not demolish a man 
I really liked in Dr. Lloyd, to set up 
a Dr. Jones, whom I despise, in his 
stead. Clairvoyance on Abbey Hill, 
indeed ! I saw enough of it before." 
" True ; your strong intellect de- 
tected at once the absurdity of the 
whole pretence—the falsity of mes- 
merism—the impossibility of clair- 
voyance." 

"No, my strong intellect did 
nothing of the kind. I do not know 
whether mesmerism be false or 
clairvoyance impossible; and I 
don't wish to know. All I do know 
is, that I saw the Hill in great 
danger; young ladies allowing 



themselves to be put to sleep by 
gentlemen, and pretending they had 
no will of their own against such 
fascination ! Improper and shock- 
ing ! And Miss Brabazon beginning 
to prophesy, and Mrs. Leopold 
Smythe questioning her maid 
(whom Dr. Lloyd declared to be 
highly gifted) as to all the secrets of 
her friends. When I saw this, I 
said, * The Hill is becoming demo- 
ralised; the Hill is making itself 
ridiculous; the Hillmust be saved!' 
I remonstrated with Dr. Lloyd, as a 
friend; he remained obdurate. I 
anniliilated him as an enemy, not to 
me but to the State. I slew my best 
lover for the good of Home. Now 
you know why I took your part- 
not because I have any opinion, one 
way or the other, as to the trutii or 
falsehood of what Dr. Lloyd as- 
serted ; but I have a strong opinion 
that, whether they be true or false, 
his notions were those which are not 
to be allowed on the Hill. And so, 
Allen Fenwick, that matter was 
settled." 

Perhaps at another time I might 
have felt some little humiliation to 
learn that I had been honoured with 
the influence of this great potentate 
not as a champion of truth, but as 
an instrument of policy; and I might 
have owned to some twinge of con- 
science in having assisted to sacrifice 
a fellow-seeker after science— misled, 
no doubt, but preferring his inde- 
pendent belief to his worldly in- 
terest — and sacrifice him to those 
deities with whom science is ever at 
war — the Prejudices of a Clique 
sanctified into the Proprieties of the 
World. But at that moment the 
words I heard made no perceptible 
impression on my mind. The gables 
of Abbots' House were visible above 
the evergreens and lilacs; another 
moment, and the carriage stopped 
at the door. 
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Hss. ASHLEIQH received us in tbe 
dining-room. Her manner to me, 
kt first, Via a litUs confused and abj. 
But mj compuiion soon communi- 
oated SDinethinf; of her oim hspp; 
ease to her gentler friend. Ailera 
short oonTersation we all three went 
to Lilian, who was in a little room 
on tbe gTX>und-floor, fitted up as her 
•tudy. I was j(lad to perceive that 
my iDt«rdict of the death-chamber 
liad been respected. 

She rechncd on a sofa near the 
irindaw, irhioh was, however, jea- 
louElf closed ; the light of the bright 
Uay-dsr obscured by blinds and 
cartaiae ; a large fire on the heu'th; 
the til of tbe room that of a hot- 
house — the ignorant) senseless, ex- 
ploded system of nursing into con- 
sumption those wbo are confined on 
suspicion of it \ She did not heed 
us Its we entered noiselessly; bei 
eyes were drooped languidly on the 
floor,and with difficulty I suppressed 
the eiclomation that rose to my tips 
on seeing her. She seemed within the 
lust few days so changed, and oi 
aspect of tbe countenance there was 
w> profound a melancholy] B 
she slowly turned at the sound of 
our footsteps, and her eyes mel 
nine, a quick blush cams into th( 
wan cheek, and she half rose, but 
sank back as if the efibrt exhausted 
her. There wSiS a struts for 
breath, and a low hoUow caugh. 
Was it possible that I had been mis- 
taken, and that in that cough wns 
heard the warning knell of the most 
insidious enemy to youthful life ? 

I sat down by her side, I lured her 
on to talk of indifferent subjects— thi 
treatber, the gardens, the bird ii 
the cage, which was placed on th< 



table near her. Her voice, at first 
low and feeble, became gradually 
stronger, and her Aice lighted up 
with a child's innocent, playful 
smile. No,IhadDOt been mistaken! 
That was no lymphatic nerveless 
temperament^ on which consump- 
tion fastens as its lawful prey— hers 
there was no hectic pulse, no hurried 
waste of the vital flame. Quietly 
and gently I made my observations, 
addressed my questions, applied my 
stethoaoope ; and when I turned my 
face towards ber mother's amicus, 
eager eyes, that face told my opinion; 
for her mother sprang forward, 
clasped my hand, and said, throngh 
her struggling tears, — 

" You smile i You see nothing to 
fear?" 

"Fear! Ko, indeed! You will 
soon be again yourself. Miss Ash- 
leigh, will you not ?" 

" Yes," she said, with her sweet 
laugh, " I shall be well now very 
soon. But may J not have the win- 
dow open— may I not go into the 
garden P I bo long for firesh air." 

"No, no,darling,"exeliumedMrs. 
Ashleigh, "not while the east winds 
last. Dr. Jones said on no account. 
Onnoocoounl^Dr.Fenwick, eh?" 

"Wiil you take my arm, Mise 
Ashleigh, for a few turns up and 
down the room ? " said I. " We wOl 
then see how far we may rebel 
against Dr. Jones." 

She rose with some little effort, 
but there was no coagb. At first 
her step was languid — it became 
lighter and more elastic after a few 

"Let her come out," siud I to 
Mrs. Ashleigh. "The wind is not in 
the east, and, while we are out. 
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pray bid your servant lower to the 
last bar in the grate that fire— only 
fit for Christmas." 

" But—" 

"Ah, no buts ! He is a poor doctor 
who is not a stern despot." 

So the straw hat and mantle were 
sent for. Lilian was wrapped with 
unnecessary care, and we all went 
forth into the garden. Involun- 
tarily we took the way to the Monk's 
Well, and at every step Lilian 
seemed to revive under the bracing 
air and temperate sun. We paused 
by the well 

" You do not feel fatigued, Miss 
Ashleigh ? " 

"No." 

"But your face seems changed. 
It is grown sadder." 

"Not sadder." 

" Sadder than when I first saw it 
—saw it when you were seated 
here ! " I said this in a whisper. I 
felt her hand tremble as it lay on 
my arm. 

" You saw me seated here ! " 

" Yes. I will tell you how some 
4ay." 

Lilian lifted her eyes to mine, and 
there was in them that same sur- 
prise which I had noticed on my 
first visit — a surprise that perplexed 
me, blended with no displeasure, 
but yet with a something of vague 
alarm. 

We soon returned to the house. 

Mrs. Ashleigh made me a sign 
to follow her into the drawing- 
room, leaving Mrs. Poyntz with 
Lilian. 

" Well ? " said she, trembUngly. 

"Permit me to see Dr. Jones's 
prescriptions. Thank you. Ay, I 
thought so. My dear inadam, the 
mistake here has been in depressing 
nature instead of strengthening ; in 
narcotics instead of stimulants. 
The main stimulants which leave no 
reaction are air and light. Promise 
me that I may have my own way 
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for a week— that all I recommend 
will be implicitly heeded ? " 

"I promise. But that cough; you 
noticed it ? " 

"Yes. The nervous system is 
terribly lowered, and nervous ex- 
haustion is a strange impostor; it 
imitates all manner of oomplaintB 
with which it has no connectioii. 
Thecoughwill soon disappear! But 
pardon my question. Mrs. Poynti 
tells me that you consulted a clair- 
voyante about your daughter. Does 
Miss Ashleigh know that you did 
so ?" 

No ; I did not tell her." 
I am glad of thatu And pmgr, 
for Heaven's sake, guard her againrt 
all that may set her thinking <m 
such subjects. Above all, guard her 
against concentring attention on 
any malady that your fear» erro- 
neously ascribe to her. It is amongrt 
the phenomena of our organization 
that you cannot closely rivet your 
consciousness on any part of tiie 
frame, however healthy, but it will 
soon begin to exhibit morbid sensi* 
bility. Try to fix all your attention 
on your little finger for half an 
hour, and before the half-hour is 
over the little finger will be unea^, 
probably even painful. How serious* 
then, is the danger to a young giil, 
at the age in which imagination i« 
most active, most intense, if you 
force upon her a belief that she is in 
danger of a mortal disease ; it is a 
peculiarity of youth to brood over 
the thought of early death much 
more resignedly, much more com- 
placently, than we do- in m»* 
turer years. Impress on a young 
imaginative girl, as free from pul- 
monary tendencies as you andl ar^ 
the conviction that she must fade 
away into the grave, and though she 
may not actually die of consump- 
tion, you instil slow poison into h<r 
system. Hope is the natural aliment 
of youth. You impoverish nourish- 



A 8TBANGB fiTOBY. 



4S 



ment where you discourage hope. 
As soon as this temporary illness 
is over, reject for your daughter the 
melancholy care which seems to 
her own mind to mark her out from 
others of her age. Bear her for the 
air— -which is the kindest life-giver ; 
to sleep with open windows ; to he 
out at sunrise. Nature will do more 
for her^than all our drugs can do. 
You have heen hitherto fearing 
Nature ; now trust to her." 

Here Mrs. Poyntz joined us, and 
having, while I had heen speaking, 
written my prescription and some 
general injunotions, I closed my 
advice with an appeal to that power- 
ful protectress. 

" This, my dear madam, is a case 
in which I need your aid, and I ask 
it. Miss Ashleigh should not he 
left with no other companion than 
her mother. A change of faces is 
often as salutary as a change of air. 
If you could devote an hour or two 
this very evening to sit with Miss 
Ashleigh, to talk to her with your 
usual cheerfulness, and—" 

"Anne,"int«rrupted Mr& Poyntz, 
* I will come and drink tea with you 
at half-past seven, and hring my 
knitting; and perhaps, if you ask 
him. Dr. Fenwickwill come too! 
He can he tolerably entertaining 
when he likes it" 

"It is too great a tax on his kind- 
ness, I fear," said Mrs. Ashleigh. 
"But." she added, cordially, "I 
should be grateful indeed if he would 
spare us an hour of his time." 

I murmured an assent^ which I 
endeavoured to make not too joyous. 



" So that matter is settled," said 
Mrs. Poyntz ; " and now I shall go 
to Mr. Vigors and prevent his fur- 
ther interference." 

" Oh ! but, Margaret, pray don't 
offend him — a connection of my 
poor dear Gilbert's. And so tetchy ! 
I am sure I do not know how you'll 
manage to—" 

" To get rid of him ? Never fear. 
As I manage everything and every- 
body," said Mrs. Poyntz, bluntly. 
So she kissed her friend on the fore- 
head, gave me a gracious nod, and, 
declining the offer of my carriage, 
walked with her usual brisk, decided 
tread down the short path towards 
the town. 

Mrs. Ashleigh timidly approaehed 
Me, and again the furtive hand 
bashfully insinuated the hateful 
fee. 

"Stay," said I; *'this is a case 
which needs the most constant 
watching. I wish to call so often 
that I should seem the most greedy 
of doctors if my visits were to be 
computed at guineas. Let me be 
at ease to efiect my cure ; my pride 
of science is involved in it. And 
when amongst all the young ladies 
of the Hill you can point to none 
with a fresher bloom, or a fairer 
promise of healthful lifSe, than the 
patient you intrust to my care, 
.why, then the fee and the dis- 
missal. Nay, nay; I must refer you 
to our Ariend Mrs. Poyntz. It was 
so settled with her before she brought 
me here to displace Dr. Jones." 
Therewith I escaped. 
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In less than a week Lilian was con- 
valescent ; in less than a fortnight 
she regained her usual health; nay, 
Mrs. Ashleigh declared that she had 
never known her daughter appear 
so cheerful and look so welL I had 
estahlished a familiar intimacy at 
Ahbots' House; most of my evenings 
were spent there. As horse exercise 
formed an important part of my 
advice, Mrs. Ashleigh had purchased 
a pretty and quiet horse for her 
daughter ; and, except the weather 
was very unfavourable, Lilian now 
rode daily with Colonel Foyntz, 
who was a notable equestrian, and 
often accompanied by Miss Jane 
Foyntz, and other young ladies of 
the Hill. I was generally relieved 
from my duties in time to join her 
as she returned homewards. Thus 
we made innocent appointments, 
openly, frankly, in her mother's 
presence, she telling me beforehand 
in what direction excursions had 
been planned with Colonel Foyntz, 
and I promising to fall in with 
the party— if my avocations would 
permit. At my suggestion, Mrs. 
Ashleigh now opened her house 
almost every evening to some of the 
neighbouring families; Lilian was 
thus habituated to the intercourse 
of young persons of her own age. 
]\Iusic and dancing and childlike 
games made the old house gay. 
And the Hill gratefully ac- 
knowledged to Mrs. Foyntz, "that 
theAshleighs were indeed a great 
acquisition." 

But my happiness was not un- 
chequered. In thus unselfishly sur- 
rounding Lilian with others, I felt 
the anguish of that jealousy which 
is inseparable from those earlier 



stages of love, when the lover as yet 
has won no right to that self-confi- 
dence which can only spring from 
the assurance that he is loved. 

In these social reunions I re- 
mained aloof from Lilian. I saw 
her courted by the gay young 
admirers whom her beauty and her 
fortune drew around her ; her soft 
face brightening in the exercise 
of the dance, which the gravity 
of my profession rather than my 
years forbade me to join— and her 
laugh, so musically subdued, ravish- 
ing my ear and fretting my heart as 
if the laugh were a mockery on my 
sombre self and my presumptuous 
dreams. But no, suddenly, shyly, 
her eyes would steal away from 
those about her, steal to the comer 
in which I sat, as if they missed me, 
and, meeting my own gaze, their 
Ught softened before they turned 
away ; and the colour on her cheek 
would deepen, and to her lip there 
came a smile different from the smile 
that it shed on others. And then — 
and then— all jealousy, all sadness 
vanished, and I felt the glory which 
blends with the grovring belief that 
we are loved. 

In that diviner epoch of man's 
mysterious passion, when ideas of 
perfection and purity, vague and 
fugitive before, start forth and con- 
centre themselves round one virgin 
shape— that rises out from the sea 
of creation, welcomed by the Hours 
and adorned by the Graces— how 
the thought that this archetype of 
sweetness and beauty singles himself 
from the millions, singles himself 
for her choice, ennobles and lifts up 
his being ! Though after-experience 
may rebuke the mortal's illusion. 
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that mistook for a daoghter of 
Heaien a creature of day like liim- 
Bctr, ;ot for a icliilo the illiuloo has 
(trantleur. Though it comes (W)m 
the seoses which shall later oppress 
and profane it, the senses at fliBt 
shrink into shade, aired and hushed 
b; the presence that charnis thetn. 
All that is briRhtest and hest in the 
mau has soared up like long-dormant 
instiocts of Heaven, to Rreet and 
hallow what to him seems lif 
Aurestdrcamofthebeavenlr! Take 
the wings from the image of Love, 
and the god disappears Aom 

Thus, if at moments jealous doubt 
made my torture, so the moment's 
relief Tram it sufficed for m; rapture. 
But I had a cause for disquiet \en 
acute hut less varying than jealousy. 

Despite Lilian's recovery from 
the special illness which had more 
immediately absorbed my care, I re- 
roaioed perplexed as to its cause 
and true nature. To her mother I 
gave it the convenient epithet of 
"nervous." Bat the epithet did 
not explain to myself all the 
^mptotns I olassiSed bf it There 
was still, at times, when no < 
was apparent or oonjeoturahle, a 
sudden change in the expression of 
her countenance; in tbebeat of her 
poise : the eye would become fixed, 
the bloom would vanish, the pulse 
would sink feebler and feebler till 
it could be scarcely felt ; yet there 
was no indication of heart disease, of 
which such sudden lowering of hfe is 
in itself sometimes a naming indi- 
cation. Thechangewouldpssaaway 
after a few minutes, during which 
she seemed unconscious, or, at least, 
never spoka— never appeared to 
heed what was said to her. But in 
the expression of her countenance 
there was no character of suffering 
or distress ; on the contrary a 
wondrous serenity, that made her 
bcaiit? more beauteous, her very 



youthfulnesi younger ; and when 
this spurious or partial idnd of syn- 
cope passed she reoovered at once 
without effort, without acknowledg- 
ing that she had felt faint or unwell, 
but rather with a sense of recruited 
vitality, as the neary obtain from a 
sleep, for the rest her spirits were 
more generally light and joyous than 
I should have premised from her 
mother's previous description. She 
would enter mirthfully into the 
mirth of young companions round 
her : she had evidently quick per- 
ception of the sunny sides of lifb; 
an infimtine gratitude for kindness; 
an infantine joy in the trifles that 
amuse only those who delight in 
tastes pure and simple. But when 
talk rose into graver and more con- 
templative topics, her attention be- 
came earnest and absorbed ; and, 
sometimes, a rich eloquence, snob 
as I have never before nor since 
heard from lips so young, would 
startle me first into a vrondering 
nience, and soon into a disapproving 
alarm: for the thoughts she then 
uttered seemed to me too l^tastic, 
too visionary, too much akin to the 
vagaries of a wild though beautify 
imagination. And then I would 
seek to check, to sober, to distract 
fanoies with which my reason had 
no sympathy, and the indulgence of 
which I regarded as injurious to the 
normal functions of the brain. 

When thus, sometimes with a 
chilling sentence, sometimes with a 
half-sarcastic laugh, I would repress 
outpourings frank and musical as 
the songs of a forest-bird, she would 
look at me with a kind of plaintive 
sorrow — often sigh and shiver as she 
turned away. Only in those modes 
did she show displeasure ; otherwise 
ever sweet and docile, and ever, if, 
seunR that I had pained her. I asked 
foi^veness, humbling herself rather 
to ask mine, and brightening our 
reconciliation with her angel smile. 
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As yet I had not dared to speak of 
lo?e ; as yet I gazed on her as the 
oaptive gazes on the flowers and the 



stars through the gratings of hisoeU, 
murmuring to himself, *' When ahill 
the doors unclose P " 
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CHAPTER XVI. 



It was with a wrath suppressed in 
the presence of the fair ambassa- 
dress, that Mr. Vigors had received 
from Mrs. Voyntz the intelligence 
that I had replaced Br. Jones at 
Abbots' House, not less abruptly 
than Br. Jones had previously sup- 
planted me. As Mrs. Poyntz took 
upon herself the whole responsi- 
bility of this change, Mr. Vigors 
did not venture to condemn it to 
her face ; for the Administrator of 
Laws was at heart no little in awe 
of the Autocrat of Proprieties ; as 
Authority, howsoever established, is 
in awe of Opinion, howsoever ca- 
pricious. 

To the mild Mrs. Ashleigh the 
magistrate's anger was more deci- 
dedly manifested. He ceased his 
visits ; and in answer to a long and 
deprecatory letter with which she 
endeavoured to soften his resent- 
ment and win him back to the 
house, he replied by an elaborate 
combination of homily and satire. 
He began by excusing himself from 
accepting her invitations, on the 
ground that his time was valuable, 
his habits domestic; and though 
ever willing to sacrifice both time 
and habits where he could do good, 
he owed it to himself and to mankind 
to sacrifice neither where his advice 
was r^ected and his opinion con- 
temned. He glanced briefly, but 
not hastily, at the respect with 
which her late husband had deferred 
to his judgment, and the benefits 
which that deference had enabled 



him to bestow. He oontrasted the 
husband's deference with the widow's 
contumely, and hinted at ^e evils 
which the contumely would not per- 
mit him to prevent. He oonld not 
presume to say what women of the 
world might think due to docoaaod 
husbands, but even women of the 
world generally allowed the ohums 
of living children, and did not act 
with levity where their intesests 
were concerned, still less where 
their lives were at stake. As to 
Br. Jones, he, Mr. Vigors, had 
the fullest confidenoe in his akilL 
Mrs. Ashleigh must judge for her- 
self whether Mrs. Poyntz was as 
good an authority upon medioal 
science as he had no doubt ^e was 
upon shawls and ribbons. Br. Jones 
was a man of caution and modesty ; 
he did not indulge in the hoUow 
boasts by which charlatans decoy 
their dupes ; but Br. Jones had 
privately assured him that though 
the case was one that admitted of 
no rash experiments, he had no fear 
of the result if his own prudent 
system were persevered in. What 
might be the consequences of any 
other system, Br. Jones would not 
say, because he was too high-minded 
to express his distrust of the rival 
who had made use of underhand 
arts to supplant him. But Mr. 
Vigors was convinced, from other 
sources of information (meaning, I 
presume, the oracular prescience of 
his clairvoyants), that the time 
would come when the poor young 
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lady would herself insist on dis- 
carding Dr. Fenwiok, and when 
**that person'' would appear in a 
very different light to many who 
now so fondly admired and so reve- 
rentially trusted him. When that 
time arriyed, he, Mr. Vigors, might 
again be of use; but, meanwhile, 
though he declined to renew his 
intimacy at Abbots' House, or to 
pay unavailing visits of mere cere- 
mony, his interest in the daughter 
of his old friend remained undi- 
minished, nay, was rather increased 
by compassion ; that he should 
silently keep his eye upon her; and 
whmieyer anything to her advantage 
suggested itself to him, he should 
not be deterred by the slight with 
which Mrs. Ashleigh had treated 
Ms judgment, from calling on her, 
and placing before her conscience 
as a mother his ideas for her child's 
benefit, leaving to herself then, as 
now, ^e entire responsibility of 
lejecting the advice which he might 
say, without vanity, was deemed of 
tome value by those who could dis- 
tinguish between sterling qualities 
and specious pretences. 

Mrs. Ashleigh's was that tho- 
roughly womanly nature which in- 
stinctively leans upon others. She 
was diffident, trustful, meek, affec- 
ti<mate. Not quite justly had Mrs. 
Poyntz described her as '* oommon- 
plaoe weak," for though she might 
be called weak, it vras not because 
she was commonplace; she had a 
goodness of heart, a sweetness of 
disposition, to which that disparag- 
ing definition could not apply. She 
could only be called commonplace, 
inasmuch as in the ordinary daily 
«ffiiirs of life she had a great deal of 
ordinary daily oommonplace good 
sense. Give her a routine to follow, 
and no routine could be better ad- 
hered to. In the allotted sphere of 
a woman's duties she never seemed 
in fault No household, not even 



Mrs. Foyntz's, was more happily 
managed. The old Abbots' House 
had merged its original antique 
gloom in the softer character of 
pleasing repose. All her servants 
adored Mrs. Ashleigh; all found it 
a pleasure to please her ; her esta- 
blishment had the harmony of clock- 
work ; comfort diffused itself round 
her like quiet sunshine round a 
sheltered spot To gaze on her 
pleasing countenance, to listen to 
the simple talk that lapsed from 
her guileless lips, in even, slow, and 
lulling murmur, was in itself a 
respite from "eating cares." She 
was to the mind what the colour 
of green is to the eye. She had, 
therefore, excellent sense in all that 
relates to every-day life. There, 
she needed not to consult another ; 
there, the wisest might have con- 
sulted her with profit But the 
moment anything, however trivial 
in itself, jarred on the routine to 
which her mind had grown wedded; 
the moment an incident' hurried 
her out of the beaten track of 
woman's daily life, then her con- 
fidence forsook her ; then she needed 
a confidant, an adviser ; and by that 
confidant or adviser she could be 
credulously lured or submissively 
controlled. Therefore when she lost, 
in Mr. Yigors, the guide she had 
been accustomed to consult when- 
ever sheneeded guidance, shetumed, 
helplessly and piteously, first to 
Mrs. Poyntz, and then yet more 
imploringly to me, because a woman 
of that character is never quite 
satisfied without the advice of a 
man. And where an intimacy more 
familiar than that of his formal 
visits is once established with a phy- 
sician, confidence in him grows fear- 
less and rapid, as the natural result 
of sympathy concentred on an ob- 
ject of anxiety in common between 
himself and the home which opens 
its sacred recess to his observant but 
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tender eye. Thus Mrs. Ashleigh 
had shown me Mr. YiRors's letter, 
and, forgetting that I might not be 
as amiable as herself, besought me 
to counsel her how to conciliate and 
soften her lost husband's friend and 
connection. That character clothed 
him with dignity and awe in her 
soft forgiving eyes. So, smothering 
my own resentment, less perhaps at 
the tone of offensive insinuation 
against myself than at the arro- 
gance with which this prejudiced 
intermeddler implied to a mother 
the necessity of his guardian watch 
over a child under her own care, I 
sketched a reply which seemed to 
me both dignified and placatory, 
abstaining from all discussion, and 
conveying the assurance that Mrs. 
Ashleigh would be at all times glad 
to hear, and disposed to respect, 
whatever suggestion so esteemed a 
friend of her husband's would 
kindly submit to her for the wel- 
fare of her daughter. 

There all communication had 
stopped for about a month since 
the date of my reintroduction to 
Abbots' House. One afternoon I 
unexpectedly met Mr. Vigors at 
the entrance of the blind lane, I on 
my way to Abbots' House, and my 
first glance at his face told me that 
he was coming from it, for the ex- 
pression of that face was more than 
usually sinister; the sullen scowl 
was lit into significant menace by a 
sneer of unmistakable triumph. I 
felt at once that he had succeeded 
in some machination against me, 
and with ominous misgivings quick- 
ened my steps. 

I found Mrs. Ashleigh seated alone 
in front of the house, under a large 
cedar-tree that formed a natural 
arbour in the centre of the sunny 
lawn. She was perceptibly embar- 
nussed as I took my seat b^ide her. 

**I hope," said I, forcing a smile, 
"that Mr. Vigors has not been 



telling yon that I shall kill my 
patient, or that she looks much 
worse than she did under Dr. Jones's 
care?" 

"No," she said. "He owned 
cheerfully that Lilian had grown 
quite strong, and said, without any 
displeasure, that he had heard how 
gay she had been, riding out and 
even dancing— which is very kind 
in him, for he disapproves of danc- 
ing, on principle." 

"But still, I can see he has said 
something to vex or annoy you; 
and, to judge by his countenance 
when I met him in the lane, I 
should conjecture that that some- 
thing was intended to lower the 
confidence you so kindly repose in 
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me. 

"I assure you not; he did not 
mention your name, either to me 
or to Lilian. I never knew him 
more friendly ; quite like old times. 
He is a good man at heart, very, 
and was much attached to my poor 
husband." 

** Did Mr. Ashleigh profess a very 
high opinion of Mr. Vigors ? " 

" Well, I don't quite know that, 
because my dear Gilbert never spoke 
to me much about him. Gilbert 
was naturally very silent. But he 
shrank from all trouble—all worldly 
affairs— and Mr. Vigors managed 
his estate, and inspected his steward's 
books, and protected him through a 
long lawsuit which he had inherited 
from his father. It killed his father. 
I don't know what we should have 
done without Mr. Vigors, and I am 
so glad he has forgiven me." 

" Hem ! Where is Miss Ashleigh? 
Indoors?" 

" No ; somewhere in the grounds. 
But, my dear Dr. Fenwick, do not 
leave me yet; you are so very, very 
kind, and somehow I have grown to 
look upon you quite as an old friend. 
Something has happened which has 
put me out— quite put me out." 
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She said this wearily and feebly, 
closing her eyes as if she were in- 
deed put out in the sense of ex- 
tinguished. 

'* The feeling of friendship you 
express/' said I, with earnestness, 
" is reciprocal. On my side it is 
accompanied by a peculiar gratitude. 
I am a lonely man, by a lonely fire- 
side—no parents, no near kindred, 
and in this town, since Dr. Faber 
lef fc it, without cordial intimacy till 
I knew you. In admitting me so 
familiarly to your hearth, you have 
given me what I have never known 
before since I came to man's estate 
— a glimpse of the happy domestic 
life ; the charm and relief to eye, 
heart, and spirit which is never 
known but in households cheered 
by the face of woman ; thus my sen- 
timent for you and yours is indeed 
that of an old friend; and in any 
private confidence you show me, I 
feel as if I were no longer a lonely 
man, without kindred, without 
home." 

Mrs. Ashleigh seemed much moved 
by these words, which my heart had 
forced from my lips, and, after reply- 
ing to me with simple unaffected 
warmth of kindness, she rose, took 
my arm, and continued thus as 
we walked slowly to and fro the 
lawn: 

"You know, perhaps, that my 
poor husband left a sister, now a 
widow like myself. Lady Haughton.'' 

" I remember that Mrs. Poyntz 
said you had such a sister-in-law, 
but I never heard you mention Lady 
Haughton till now. AVell ! " 

•*Well, Mr. Vigors has brought 
me a letter from her, and it is that 
which has iput me out I dare say 
you have not heard me speak before 
of Lady Haughton, for I am ashamed 
to say I had almost forgotten her 
existence. She is many years older 
than my husband was; of a very 
different character. Only came once 



to see him after our marriage. Hurt 
me by ridiculing him as a bookworm. 
Offended him by looking a little 
down on me, as a nobody without 
spirit and fashion, which was quite 
true. And, except by a cold and 
unfeeling letter of formal condo- 
lence after I lost my dear Gilbert, I 
have never heard from her since I 
have been a widow, till to-day. But, 
after all, she is my poor husband's 
sister, and his eldest sister, and 
Lilian's aunt; and, as Mr. Vigors 
says, 'Duty is duty.' " 

Had Mrs. Ashleigh said '* Duty is 
torture," she could not have uttered 
the maxim with more mournful and 
despondent resignation. 

'* And what does this lady require 
of you, which Mr. Vigors deems it 
your duty to comply ^ith ? " 

"Dear me! What penetration! 
You have guessed the exact truth. 
But I think you will agree with Mr. 
Vigors. Certainly I have no option ; 
yes, I must do it." 

** My penetration is in fault now. 
Do what ? Pray explain." 

'* Poor Lady Haughton,six months 
ago, lost her only son. Sir James. 
Mr. Vigors says he was a very fine 
young man, of whom any mother 
would have been proud. I had 
heard he was wild ; Mr. Vigors says, 
however, that he was just going to 
reform, and marry a young lady 
whom his mother chose for him, 
when, unluckily, he would ride a 
steeplechase, not being quite sober 
at the time, and broke his neck. 
Lady Haughton has been, of course, 
in great grief. She has retired to 
Brighton ; and she wrote to me from 
thence, and Mr. Vigors brought the 
letter. He will go back to her to- 
day." 

** Will go back to Lady Haugh- 
ton ? What ! Has he been to her? 
Is he, then, as intimate with Lady 
Haughton as he was with her 
brother?" 
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"No; but there has been a long 
and constant correspondence. She 
had a settlement on the Eirby 
Jfetate— a sum which was not paid 
eS during Gilbert's life ; and a yery 
■mall part of the property went to 
Sir James, which part Mr. Ashleigh 
Sumner, the heir-at-law to the rest of 
the estate, wished Mr. Vigors^ as his 
guardian, to buy during his minority, 
and as it was mixed up with Lady 
Haughton's settlement her consent 
was necessary as well as Sir James's. 
So there was much negotiation, and, 
flinoe then, Ashleigh Sumner has 
come into the Haughton property, 
on poor Sir James's decease ; so that 
complicated all affairs between Mr. 
Vigors and Lady Haughton, and he 
has just been to Brighton to see her. 
And poor Lady Haughton, in short, 
wants me and Lilian to go and visit 
her. I don't Hke it at alL But you 
said the other day you thought sea 
air might be good for Lilian during 
the heat of the summer, and she 
seems well enough now for the 
change. What do you think ? " 

"She is well enough, certainly. 
But Brighton is not the place I 
would recommend for the summer ; 
it wants shade, and is much hotter 
than L ." 

** Yes, but unluckily Lady Haugh- 
ton foresaw that objection, and she 
has a jointure-house some miles 
from Brighton, and near the sea. 
She says the grounds are well 
wooded, and the place is proverbially 
cool and healthy, not far from St. 
Leonard's Forest. And, in short, I 
have written to say we will come. 
So we must, unless, indeed, you 
positively forbid it." 

** When do you think of going ?" 

"Next Monday. Mr. Vigors 
would make me fix the day. If 
you knew how I dislike moving 
when I am once settled ; and I do 
■o dread Lady Haughton, she is so 
fine, and so satirical! But Mr. 



Vigors aayi she is v&tj mndi 
altered, poor thing ! I should like- 
to show yon her letter, but I had 
just sent it to Margaret — Mn, 
Poynts— « minute ot two before 
you came. She knows something 
of Lady Haughton. Margaret 
knows everybody. And we dull 
have to go in mourning for poor Sir 
James, I suppose; and Margaiet 
will choose it, for I am sore I osaft 
guess to what extent we should be 
supposed to mourn. I ought te 
have gone in mourning before- 
poor Gilbert's nephew— but I am 
so stupid, and I had never seen hin. 

And ^but oh, this M kind ! Mar> 

garet herself— my dear Margaret !* 

We had just turned away from 
the house, in our up-and-down 
walk ; and Mrs. Poyntz stood im^ 
mediately fronting us. 

"So, Anne, you have actuaUy 
accepted this invitation — and fiir 
Monday next?" 

"Yes. Bid I do wrong?" 

"What does Dr. Penwick siyf 
Can Lilian go with safety f 

I could not honestly say shs 
might not go with safety, but my 
heart sank like lead as 1 answered: 

"Miss Ashleigh does not now 
need merely medical care; but 
more than half her core has de- 
pended on keeping her spirits free 
from depression. She may miss the 
cheerful companionship of yonr 
daughter, and other young ladies of 
her own age. A very melanchdy 
house, saddened by a recent bereaix^ 
ment, without other guests ; a hoe- 
tess to whom she is a stranger, and 
whom Mrs. Ashleigh herself appears 
to deem formidable— certainly these 
do not make that change of soene 
which a physician would recom- 
mend. When I spoke of sea air 
being good for Miss Ashleigh, I 
thought of our own northern coasts 
at a later time of the year, when I 
could escape myself for a few weeks- 
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and attend her. The }ounie:f to a 
northern watering-plaoe would he 
also shorter and less fatiguing ; the 
air there more invigorating.'' 

** No douht that would he hotter," 
said Mrs. Poyntz, dryly; '*hat so 
far as your ohjeotions to visiting 
Lady Haughton have heen stated, 
they are groundless. Her house 
will not he melancholy; she will 
have othar guests, and liHan wiU 
find oompanions, young like herself 
—young ladies— and young gentle- 
men too V 

There was something ominous, 
something compassionate, in the 
look which Mrs. Poyntz cast upon 
me, in concluding her speech, which 
in itself was calculated to rouse the 
iiears of a lover. Lilian away from 
me, in the house of a worl^-fine 
lady — such as I judged Lady 
Haughton to he — surrounded hy 
young gentlemen,- as weH as young 
ladies— hy admirers, no douht, of a 
higher rank and more hrilliant 
fiishion than she had yet known ! I 
dosed my eyes, and with strong 
effort suppr^sed a groan. 

''My dear Anne, let me satisfy 

rself that Br. l^enwick really does 

msent to this journey. He will 

to me what he may not to you. 

Wdon me, then, if I take him aside 

>r a few minutes. Let me find you 

lere again under this cedar-tree." 

Placing her arm in mine, and 
without waiting for Mrs. Ashleigh's 
answer, Mrs. Poyntz drew me into 
the more sequestered walk that 
belted the lawn; and, when we 
were out of Mrs. Ashleigh's sight 
and hearing, said : 

" Prom what you have now seen 
of Lilian Ashleigh, do you still de- 
sire to gain her as your wife ?" 

« Still ? Oh ! with an intensity 
proportioned to the fear with which 
I now dread that she is about to 
pass away from my eyes— from my 
life!" 



"Does your judgment confirm the 
choice of your heart P I^eflect be- 
fore you answer." 

** Such selfish judgment as I had 
before I knew her would not con- 
firm, but oppose it. The nobler 
judgpnent that now expands all my 
reasonings, approves and seconds my 
heart. No, no; do not smile so 
sarcastically. This is not the voice 
of a blind and egotistical passion. 
Let me explain myself if I can. I 
concede to you that Lilian's cha- 
racter is undeveloped. I concede to 
you that, amidst the childlike fresh- 
ness and innocence of her nature, 
there is at times a strangeness, a 
mystery, which I have not yet 
traced to its cause. But I am cer- 
tain that the intellect is organically 
as sound as the heart, and that in- 
tellect and heart will ultimately— if 
under happy auspices — blend in that 
felicitous union which constitutes 
the perfection of woman. But it is 
hecause she does, and may for years, 
may perhaps always, need a more 
devoted, thoughtful care than na- 
tures less tremulously sensitive, that 
my judgment sanctions my choice ; 
for whatever is host for her is best 
for me. And who would watch 
over her as I should ? " 

" You have never yet spoken to 
Lilian as lovers speak ?" 

" Oh, no, indeed." 

"And, nevertheless, you believe 
that your affection would not be 
unretumed?" 

" I thought so once— I doubt now 
—yet, in doubting, hope. But why 
do you alarm me with these ques- 
tions ? You, too, forebode that in 
this visit 1 may lose her for ever ? " 

" If you fear that, tell her so, and 
perhaps her answer may dispel your 
fear." 

"What now, already, when she 
has scarcely known me a month. 
Might I not risk all if too prema- 
ture?" 

1&2 
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'* There is no almanack for love. 
With many women love is bom the 
moment they know they are be- 
loved. All wisdom tells us that a 
moment once gone is irrevocable. 
Were I in your place, I should feel 
that I approached a moment that I 
must not lose. I have said enough ; 
now I shall rejoin Mrs. Ashleigh." 

"Stay— tell me first what Lady 
Haughton's letter really contains to 
prompt the advice with which you 
80 transport, and yet so daunt, me 
when you proffer it" 

"Not now— later, perhaps— not 
now. If you wish to see Lilian 
alone, she is by the Old Monk's 
Well ; I saw her seated there as I 
passed that way to the house." 

" One word more — only one. 
Answer this question frankly, for it 
is one of honour. Po you still be- 
lieve that my suit to her daughter 
would not be disapproved of by Mrs. 
Ashleigh?" 

''At this moment, I am sure it 
would not; a week hence I might 
not give you the same answer." 

So she passed on with her quick 
but measured tread, back through 
the shady walk, on to the open 
lawn, till the last glimpse of her 
pale grey robe disappeared under 
the boughs of the cedar-tree. Then, 
with a start, I broke the irresolute, 
tremulous suspense in which I had 
vainly endeavoured to analyze my 
own mind, solve my own doubts, 
concentrate my own will, and went 
the opposite way, skirting the circle 
of that haunted ground ; as now, on 
one side its lofty terrace, the houses 
of the neighbouring city came full 
and close into view, divided from 



my fiuryland of life but by the 
trodden murmurous thoroughfare 
winding low beneath the ivied 
parapets; and as now, again, the 
world of men abruptly vanished 
behind the screening foliage of 
luxuriant June. 

At last the enchanted glade 
opened out from the verdure, its 
borders fragrant with syringa, and 
rose, and woodbine ; and there, by 
the grey memorial of the gone 
Grothic age, my eyes seemed to close 
their unquiet wanderings, resting 
spell-bound on that image which 
had become to me the incarnation 
of earth's bloom and youth. 

She stood amidst the Past, backed 
by the fragments of walls whioh 
man had raised to seclude him firom 
human passion, locking, under those 
lids so downcast, the secret of the 
only knowledge I asked from the 
boundless Future. 

Ah! what mockery there is in 
that grand word, the world's fierce 
war-cry— Freedom I Who has not 
known one period of life, and that 
so solemn that its shadows may rest 
over all life hereafter, when one 
human creature has over him a 
sovereignty more supreme and ab- 
solute than Orient servitude adores 
in the symbols of diadem and 
sceptre? What crest so haughty 
that has not bowed before a hand 
which could exalt or humble! 
What heart so dauntless that has 
not trembled to call forth the voice 
at whose sound ope the gates of 
rapture or despaur ! That life alone 
is tree which rules, and sufiices for 
itself. That life we forfeit when we 
love I 
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How did I utter it? By what 
words did my heart make itself 
known ? I remember not. All was 
as a dream that falls upon a restless, 
feTerish night, and fades away as the 
eyes unclose on the peace of a cloud- 
less heaven, on the bliss of a golden 
sun. A new morrow seemed indeed 
upon the earth when I woke from 
a life-long yesterday; — her dear 
hand in mine, her sweet face bowed 
upon my breast. 

And then there was that melo- 
dious silence in which there is no 
sound audible from without; yet 
within us there is heard a lulling 
celestial music, as if our whole 
being, grown harmonious with the 
universe, joined from its happy 
deeps in the hymn that unites the 
stars. 

In that silence our two hearts 
seemed to make each other under- 
stood, to be drawing nearer and 
nearer, blending by mysterious con- 
oord into the completeness of a 
solemn union, never henceforth to 
be rent asunder. 

At length I said softly : *' And it 
was here on this spot that I first 
saw you^here that I for the first 
time knew what power to change 
our world and to rule our future 
goes forth from the charm of a 
human face ! " 

Then Lilian asked me timidly, 
and without lifting her eyes, how 
I had so seen her, reminding me 
that I promised to tell her, and had 
never yet done so. 

And then I told her of the strange 
impulse that had led me into the 
grounds, and by what chance my 
steps had been diverted down the 
pi^h that wound to the glade ; how 



suddenly her form had shone upon 
my eyes, gathering round itself the 
rose hues of the setting sun, and 
how wistfully those eyes had fol- 
lowed her own silent gaze into the 
distant heaven. 

As I spoke, her hand pressed 
mine eagerly, convulsively, and, 
raising her face from my breast, 
she looked at me with an intent, 
anxious earnestness. That look ! — 
twice before it had thrilled and per- 
plexed me. 

" What is there in that look, oh ! 
my Lilian, which tells me that there 
is something that startles you — 
something you wish to confide, and 
yet shrink from explaining? See 
how, already, I study the fair book 
from which the seal has been lifted, 
but as yet you must aid me to 
construe its language." 

" If I shrink from explaining,.it 
is only because I fear that I cannot 
explain so as to be understood or 
believed. But you have a right to 
know the secrets of a life which you 
would link to your own. Turn your 
face aside from me; a reproving 
look, an incredulous smile, chill— 
oh! you cannot guess how they 
chill me, when I would approach 
that which to me is so serious and 
so solemnly strange." 

I turned my face away, and her 
voice grew firmer as, afber a brief 
pause, she resumed : 

** As far back as I can remember 
in my infancy, there have been 
moments when there seems to fall 
a soft hazy veil between my sight 
and thethhigs around it, thickening 
and deepening till it has the like- 
ness of one of those white fleecy 
clouds which gather on the vei%<^ ^1 
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the horizon when the air is yet still, 
but the winds are about to rise ; and 
then this Tapour or veil will sud- 
denly open, as clouds open and let 
in the blue sky/* 

" Go on," 1 said gently, for here 
she came to a stop. 

She continued, speaking some- 
what more hurriedly : 

"Then, in that opening, strange 
appearances present themselves to 
me, as in a vision. In my child- 
hood these were chiefly landscapes 
of wonderful beauty. I could 
but faintly describe them then; I 
oould not attempt to describe them 
now, for they are almost gone from 
my memory. My dear mother chid 
me for telling her what 1 saw, so I 
did not impress it on my mind by 
repeating it. As I grew up, this 
kind of vision—if I may so call it- 
became mvLcAi less frequent, or mudi 
less distinct; I still saw the soft 
veil fall, the pale cloud form and 
open, but often what may then 
have appeared was entirely for- 
gotten when I recovered myself, 
waking as from a sleep. Sometimes, 
however, the recollection would be 
vivid and complete; sometimes I 
saw the face of my lost father; 
sometimes I heard his very voice, 
as I had seen and heard him in my 
early childhood, when he would let 
me rest for hours beside him as he 
mused or studied, happy to be so 
quietly near him— for I loved him, 
oh, so dearly ! and I remember him 
so distinctly, though I was only in 
my sixth year when he died. Much 
more recently— indeed, within the 
last few months — the images of 
things to come are- reflected on the 
space that I gaze into as clearly as 
in a glass. Thus, for weeks before 
I came hither, or knew that such a 
place existed, I saw distinctly tiie 
old House, yon trees, this sward, 
this moss-grown Gothic fount, and, 
witli the si^ti an impreasioQ was 



conveyed to me that in the scene 
before me my old childlike life would 
pass into some solemn change. So 
that when I came here, and recog- 
nised the picture in my vision, I 
took an affection for the spot— an 
affection not vrithout awe— a power- 
ful, perplexing interest; as one who 
feels under the influence of a fate of 
which a prophetic glimpse has been 
vouchsafed. And in that evening^ 
when you ^st saw me, seated 
here ** 

"Yes, Lilian, on that even- 
ing ?" 

" I saw you also, but in my vision 
—yonder, &r in the deepe of spaoe^ 
and— and my heart was stirred as it 
had nevex been before ; and near 
where your image grew out from 
the cloud I saw my other's face, and 
I heard his voice, not in my ear, but 
as in my heart, whispering—*' 

•* Yes, Lilian — whispering — 
what?" 

** These words— only these—* Ye 
will need one another.' But theo, 
suddenly, between my upward eyes 
and the two forms they had beheld, 
there rose from the earth, obscurint^ 
the skies, a vague, dusky vapour, 
undulous, and coiHng like a vast 
serpent, nothing, indeed, of its shape 
and figure definite, but of its ftoe 
one abrupt glare ; a flash from two 
dread luminous eyes, and a young 
head, like the Medusa's, changing; 
more rapidly than I could have 
drawn breath, into a grinning sknlL 
Then my terror made me bow my 
head, and when I raised it again, all 
that I had seen was vanished. But 
the terror still remained, even when 
I felt my mother's arm round me 
and heard her voice. And then, 
when I entered the house, and safe 
down again alone, the leooUeolaon 
of what I had seen— thoeei eyea— 
that £iioe— that skull— grew on ma 
stronger and stranger till I fiuotad* 
and remembar bo moreb ontd nj 
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eyes, opening, saw you by my side, 
and in my wonder there was not 
terror. No, a sense of joy, pro- 
tection, hope, yet still shadowed by 
a kind of fear or awe, in recognizing 
the countenance which had gleamed 
on me from the skies before the dark 
vapour had risen, and while my 
father'svoice had murmured,* Ye will 
need one another.' And now— and 
now— will you love me less that you 
know a secret in my being which I 
have told to no other — cannot con- 
strue to myself? Only— only, at 
least, do not mock me—do not dis- 
believe me ! Nay, turn from me no 
longer now ^— now I ask to meet 
your eyes. Now, before our hands 
can join again, tell me that yon do 



not despise me as untruthful, do nol 
pity me as insane." 

"Hush— hush!" I said, drawing 
her to my breast. " Of all you tell 
me we will talk hereafter. The 
scales of our science have no weights 
fine enough for the gossamer threads 
of a maiden's pure fancies. Enough 
for me— for us both— if out^firom all 
such illusions start one truth, told 
to you, lovely child, from the 
heavens; told to me, ruder man, on 
the earth ; repeated by each pulse of 
this heart that woos you to hear 
and to trust ;— now and henceforth 
through Ufe unto death—* Each has 
need of the other'— I of you— I of 
you ! my Lilian— my Lilian ! " 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 



In spite of the previouB assurance 
of Mrs. Foyntz, it was not without 
mx uneasy apprehension that I 
approached the cedar-tree, under 
which Mrs. Ashleigh still sat, her 
friend beside her. I looked on the 
Mr creature whose arm was linked 
in mine. So young, so singularly 
lovely, and with all the gifts of birth 
and fortune whioh bend avarice and 
ambition the UKMre submissively to 
youth and beauty, I felt as if I had 
wronged what a parent might justly 
deem her natural lot. 

" Oh, if your mother should dia- 
i^n>rove ! " said I, falteringly. 

Lilian leant on my arm less 
lightly : " H I had thought so," she 
said with her soft blush, ** should I 
be thus by your side ? " 

So we passed under the bou^ of 
tiie dmrk tree, and Lilian left me, 



and kissed Mrs. Ashleigh's oheek; 
then, seating herself on the tur( 
laid her head on her mother's k^pu 
I looked on the Queen of the Hill, 
whose keen eye shot over me. I 
thought there was a momentary ex- 
pression of pain or displeasure on 
her countenance; but it passed. 
Still there seemed to me something 
of irony, as well as of triumph or 
congratulation, in the half-smile 
with whioh she quitted her seat^ 
and in the tone with which she 
whispered, as she glided by me to 
the open sward, **€o, then, it is 
settled." 

She walked lightly and quickly 
down the lawn. When she was out 
of sight I breathed more freely. I 
took tiie seat which she had left, by 
Mrs. Asbleigh's side, and said, "A 
little while ago I spoke of myself 
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as a man without kindrod, without 
home, and now I come to you and 
ask for both." 

Mrs. ABhIoigh looked at mo be- 
nignly, then raised her daughter's 
face from her lap, and whispered, 



''Lilian;" and Lilian's lips moyed, 
but I did not hear her answer. Her 
mother did. She took Lilian's hand, 
simply placed it in mine, and said, 
*'A8 she chooses, I choose; whom 
she loves, I loYe." 



<o«- 



CHAPTER XIX. 



Fbom that evening till the day Mrs. 
Ashleigh and Lilian went on the 
dreaded visit, I was always at their 
house, when my avocations allowed 
me to steal to it ; and during those 
few days, the happiest I had ever 
known, it seemed to me that years 
could not have more deepened my 
intimacy with Lilian's exquisite 
nature— made me more reverential 
of its purity, or more enamoured of 
its sweetness. I could detect in her 
but one fault, and I rebuked myself 
fur believing that it was a fault. 
We see many who neglect the minor 
duties of life, who lack watchful 
forethought and considerate care 
for others, and we recognise the 
cause of this failing in levity or 
egotism. Certainly, neither of those 
tendencies of character could be 
ascribed to Lilian. Yet still in daily 
trifles there was something of that 
neglect, some lack of that care and 
forethought. She loved her mother 
with fondness and devotion, yet it 
never occurred to her to aid in those 
petty household cares in which her 
mother centred so much of habitual 
interest. She was full of tenderness 
and pity to all want and suffering, 
yet many a young lady on the Hill 
was more actively beneficent— visit- 
ing the poor in their sickness, or 
instructing their children in the 
Infant Schools. I was persuaded 



that her love for me was deep and 
truthful; it was clearly void of all 
ambition ; doubtless she would have 
borne, unflinching and contented, 
whatever the world considers to be 
sacrifice and privation,— yet I should 
never have expected her to take her 
share in the troubles of ordinary 
life. I could never have applied to 
her the homely but significant name 
of helpmate. I reproach myself 
while I write for noticing such 
defect— if defect it were— in what 
may be called the practical routine 
of our positive, trivial, human exist- 
ence. No doubt it was this that 
had caused Mrs. Poyntz's harsh 
judgment against the wisdom of my 
choice. But such chiller shade upon 
Lilian's charming nature was re- 
flected from no inert, unamiable 
self-love. It was but the conse- 
quence of that self-absorption which 
the habit of reverie had fostered. 
I cautiously abstained from all allu- 
sion to those visionary deceptions, 
which she had confided to me as 
the truthfhl impressions of spirit, if 
not of sense. To me any approach 
to what I termed superstition was 
displeasing; any indulgence of phan- 
tasies not within the measured «Dd 
beaten tracks of healthful imagina- 
tion, more than displeased me in 
her— it alarmed. I would not by a 
word encourage her in persuasions 
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which I felt it wotild be at present 
premature to reason against, and 
oruel indeed to ridicule. I was 
convinced that of themselves these 
mists round her native intelligence, 
engendered by a solitary and musing 
childhood, would subside in the 
fuller daylight of wedded life. She 
seemed pained when she saw how 
resolutely I shunned a subject dear 
to her thoughts. She made one or 
two timid attempts to renew it, but 
my grave looks sufficed to check 
her. Once or twice indeed, on such 
occasions, she would turn away and 
leave me, but she soon came back ; 
that gentle heart could not bear one 
nnkindlier shade between itself and 
what it loved. It was agreed that 



our engagement should be, for the 
present, confided only to Mrs. 
Poyntz. When Mrs. Ashleigh and 
Lilian returned, which would be in 
a few weeks at furthest, it should be 
proclaimed ; and our marriage could 
take place in the autumn, when I 
should be most free for a brief holi- 
day from professional toils. 

So we parted—as lovers part. I 
felt none of those jealous fears 
which, before we were affianced, 
had made me tremble at the thought 
of separation, and had conjured up 
irresistible rivals. But it was with 
a settled heavy gloom that I saw 
her depart. From earth was gone 
a glory ; from life a blessing ! 



CHAPTER XX. 



DuBiNG the busy years of my pro- 
fessional career, I had snatched 
leisure for some professional trea- 
tises, which had made more or less 
sensation, and one of them entitled 
The Vital Principle; its Waste and 
Supply, had gained a wide circula- 
tion among the general public. This 
last treatise contained the results of 
certain experiments, then new in 
chemistry, which were adduced in 
support of a theory I entertained as 
to the reinvigoration of the human 
system by principles similar to those 
which Liebig has applied to the 
replenishment of an exhausted soil 
—viz., the giving back to the frame 
those essentials to its nutrition, 
which it has lost by the action or 
accident of time ; or supplying that 
special pabulum or energy in which 
the individual organism is constitu- 
Uonally deficient; and neutiilising 



or counterbalancing that in which it 
superabounds— a theory upon which 
some eminent physicians have more 
recently improved with signal suc- 
cess. But on these essays, slight 
and suggestive, rather than dog- 
matic, I set no value. I had been 
for the last two years engaged on a 
work of much wider range, en- 
deared to me by a far bolder ambi- 
tion—a work upon which I fondly 
hoped to found an enduring repu- 
tation as a severe and original phy- 
siologist. It was an Inquiry into 
Organic Life, similar in comprehen- 
siveness of survey to that by which 
the illustrious Miiller, of Berlin, 
has enriched the science of our age ; 
however inferior, alas ! to that au- 
gust combination of thought and 
learning, in the judgment which 
checks presumption* and the genius 
which adorns speQulalvm* '&\)i(» ^ 
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that day I was carried away by the 
ardour of composition, and I ad- 
mired my performance because I 
loved my labour. This work had 
been entirely laid aside for the last 
agitated month: now that Lilian 
was gone, I resumed it earnestly, as 
the sole occupation that had power 
and charm enough to rouse me from 
the aching sense of void and loss. 

The very night of the day she 
went, I reopened my MS. I had left 
off at the commencement of a chap- 
ter " Upon Knowledge as derived 
from our Senses." As my oonvic- 
tions on this head were founded on 
the well-known arguments of Locke 
and Condillac against innate ideas, 
and on the reasonings by which 
Hume has resolved the combination 
of sensations into a general idea to 
an impulse arising merely out of 
habit, so I set myself to oppose, as a 
dangerous concession to the senti- 
mentalities or mysticism of a pseudo- 
philosophy, the doctrine favoured 
by most of our recent physiologists, 
and of which some of the most emi- 
nent of German metaphyncians 
have accepted the substance, though 
refining into a subtlety its positive 
form— I mean the doctrine which 
Miiller himself has expressed in 
these words : — 

" That innate ideas may exist, can- 
not in the slightest degree be denied ; 
it is, indeed, a fact. All the ideas 
of animals, which are induced by in- 
stinct, are innate and immediate: 
something presented to the mind, a 
desire to attain which is at the same 
time given. The new-bom lamb 
and foal have such innate ideas, 
which lead them to follow their 
mother and suck the teats. Is it 
not in some measure the same with 
the intellectual ideas of man ?"* 

To this question I answered with 

* MfiUer'8 Elements of Physiology, 
v^ii,p.l84. TnaBlt*ed^J)t,B9Xtj. 



an indignant "No!** A Ti 
would have shaken my creed of 
terialism to the dost. I wrote OB 
rapidly, warmly. I defined the pio- 
perties and meted the limiti of n^ 
tural laws, which I would not admit 
that a Deity himself could alter. I 
clamped and soldered dogma to 
dogma in the links of my tinkered 
logic, till out from my page, to my 
own complacent eye, grew Intelle^ 
tual Man, as the pure formation of 
his material senses ; mind, or what ii 
called soul, bom from and nurtured 
by them alone; through them to 
act, and to perish with the machine 
they moved. Strange, that at the 
very time my love for Lilian mig^ 
have taught me that there aie mjn^ 
teries in the core of the feelingi 
which my analysis of ideas could not 
solve, I should so stubbornly have 
opposed as unreal all that could be 
referred to the spiritual ! Strange^ 
that at the very time when the 
thought that I might lose fh)m this 
life the being I had known scarce a 
month, had just before so appalled 
me, I should thus complaoentiy sit 
down to prove that, according to 
the laws of the nature which my 
passion obeyed, I must lose for eter« 
nity the blessing I now hoped I had 
won to my life ! But how distinody 
dissimilar is man in his conduct from 
man in his systems ! See the poet 
reclined under forest-boughs, conn- 
ing odes to his mistress; follow 
him out into the world; no mis- 
tress ever lived for him there!* 
See the hard man of science, so aus- 
tere in his passionless proUems; 
follow him now where the brain 
rests from its toil, where the heart 
finds its Sabbath— what child is so 
tender, so yielding and soft ? 

* Cowley, who wrote so elaborate a 
series of unatory poems, is said " neyer 
to have been in love but onoe, and then 
he nerer had resolution to tell faitpaasion.'* 
—Johascn'sLivst of jtha Poets s Cowkbt* 
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But I had proved to my own satis- 
faction that poet and sage are dust, 
and no more, when the pulse ceases 
to heat And on that consolatory 
conclusion my pen stopped. 

Suddenly, beside me I distinctly 
heard a si^^ — a compassionate, 
mournful sigh. The sound was un- 
mistakeable. I started from my 
seat, looked round, amazed to dis- 
cover no oDC--no living thing ! The 
windows were dosed, the night was 
stilL That sigh was not the wail of 
the wind. But there, in the darker 
angle of the room, what was that? 
A silvery whiteness— vaguely shaped 
as a human form— receding, fadhdg, 
gone! Why, I know not— for no 
face was visiUe, no form, if form it 
were, more distinct than the colour- 
less outline;— why, I know not^ but 
I cried aloud, ** Lilian! Lilian!" 
My voice came strangely back to my 
own ear^I paused, then smiled and 
blushed at my folly. ** So I, too, 
have learned what is superstition," 



I muttered to myself. "And here 
is an anecdote at my own expense 
(as Miiller frankly tells us anecdotes 
of the illusions which would haunt 
his eyes, shut or open)— an anecdote 
I may quote when I come to my 
Chapter on the Cheats of the Senses 
and Spectral Phantasms." I went 
on with my book, and wrote till the 
lights waned in the grey of the dawn. 
And I said then, in the triumph of 
my pride, as I laid myself down to 
rest, **I have written that which 
allots with precision man's place in 
the region of nature; written that 
which will found a school— form dis- 
ciples; and race afber race of those 
who cultivate truth through pure 
reason, shall accept my bases if they 
enlarge my building." And again 
I heard the sigh, but this time it 
caused no surprise. ** Certainly," I 
murmured, " a very strange thing is 
the nervous system ! " So I turned 
on my pillow, and, wearied out, fell 
asleep. 



CHAPTER XXL 



The next day, the kst of the visiting 
patients to whom my forenoons were 
devoted, had just quitted me, when 
I was summoned in haste to attend 
the steward of a Sir Philip Derval, 
not residing at his fiamily seat, which 
was about five miles from L— . 
It was rarely indeed that persons so 
fiur from the town, when of no 
higher rank than this applicant, 
adced my services. But it was my 
principle to go wherever I was 
summoned; my profession was not 
gain, it was healing, to which gain 
vras the incident, not the essential. 
This ease the messenger reported as 



urgent. I went on horseback, and 
rode fast ; but swiftiy as I cantered 
through the village that skirted the 
approach to Sir Philip Derval's 
park, the evident care bestowed on 
the accommodation of the cottagers 
forcibly struck me. I felt thiUi I 
was on the lands of a rich, in- 
telligent, and beneficent proprietor. 
Entering the park, and passing be- 
fore the manor-house, the contrast 
between the neglect and decay of 
the absentee's stately hall and the 
smiling homes of his villagers was 
disconsolately moumfuL 
An imposing pil6«b\uMi«s»\jAX^T)^ 
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hy Yanbrugb, with decorated pil- 
asters, pompoas portico, and grand 
perron (or double flight of stairs to 
the entrance), enriched with urns 
and statues, but discoloured, mil- 
dewed, chipped, half-hidden with 
unpruned creepers and ivy. Most 
of the windows were closed with 
shutters, decaying for want of paint; 
in some of the casements the panes 
were broken; the peacock perched 
on the shattered balustrade, that 
fenced a garden overgrown with 
weeds. The sun glared hoUy on 
the place, and made its ruinous con- 
dition still more painfully apparent. 
I was glad when a winding in the 
park-road shut the house from my 
sight. Suddenly I emerged through 
a copse of ancient yew-trees, and 
before me there gleamed, in abrupt 
whiteness, a building evidently de- 
signed for the family mausoleum- 
classical in its outline, with the 
blind iron door niched into stone 
walls of massive thickness, and sur- 
rounded by a funereal garden of 
roses and evergreens, fenced with an 
iron rail, parti-gilt. 

The suddenness with which this 
House of the Dead came upon me 
heightened almost into pain, if not 
into awe, the dismal impression 
which the aspect of the deserted 
home in its neighbourhood had 
made. I spurred my horse and soon 
arrived at the door of my patient, 
who lived in a fair brick house at 
the other extremity of the park. 

I found my patient, a man some- 
what advanced in years, but of a 
robust conformation, in bed : he had 
been seized with a fit, which was 
supposed to be apoplectic, a few 
hours before ; but was already 
sensible, and out of immediate 
danger. After I had prescribed a 
few simple remedies, I took aside 
the patient's wife, and went with 
her to the parlour below stairs, to 
make some inquiry about her 



husband's ordinary regimen and 
habits of life. These seemed suffi- 
ciently regular ; I could discover no 
apparent cause for the attack, which 
presented symptoms not fawiiH^y to 
my experience. ''Has your husband 
ever had such fits before ? '' 

" Never I " 

" Had he experienced any sudden 
emotion? Had he heard any un- 
expected news? or had anything 
happened to put him out ? " 

The woman looked much dis- 
turbed at these inquiries. I pressed 
them more urgently. At last she 
burst into tears, and clasping my 
hand, said, " Oh ! doctor, I ought to 
tell you— I sent for you on purpose 
—yet I fear you will not believe 
me : my good man has seen a 
ghost ! " 

" A ghost ! " said I, repressing a 
smile. "Well, tell me all, that I 
may prevent the ghost coming 
again." 

The woman's story was prolix. 
Itssubstance was this: Her husband, 
habitually an early riser, had left 
his bed that morning still earlier 
than usual, to give directions about 
some cattle that were to be sent for 
sale to a neighbouring fair. An 
hour afterwards he had been found 
by a shepherd, near the mausoleum, 
apparently lifeless. On being re- 
moved to his own house, he had 
recovered speech, and bidding all 
except his wife leave the room, he 
then told her that on walking 
across the park towards the cattle- 
sheds, he had seen, what appeared 
to him at first, a pale light by the 
iron door of the mausoleum. On 
approaching nearer, this _ light 
changed into the distinct and visible 
form of his master. Sir Philip 
Derval, who was then abroad— sup- 
posed to be in the East, where he 
had resided for many years. The 
impression on the steward's mind 
was 80 strong, that 'he called out^ 
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"Oh! Sir PhiUp!" when looking 
still more intently, he perceived that 
the face was that of a corpse. As ho 
continued to gaze, the apparition 
seemed gradually to recede as if 
vanishing into the sepulchre itself. 
He knew no more ; he became un- 
conscious. It was the excess of the 
poor woman's alarm, on hearing this 
strange tale, that made her resolve 
to send for me instead of the parish 
apothecary. She fancied so astound- 
ing a cause for her husband's seizure 
oould only be properly dealt with by 
some medical man reputed to have 
more than ordinary learning. And 
the steward himself objected to 
the apothecary in the immediate 
neighbourhood, as more likely to 
annoy him by gossip than a physician 
from a comparative distance. 

I took care not to lose the con- 
fidence of the good wife by parading 
too quickly my disbeUef in the 
phantom her husband declared that 
he had seen ; but as the story itself 
seemed at once to decide the nature 
of the fit to be epileptic, I began to 
tell her of similar delusions which, 
in my experience, had occurred to 
those subjected to epilepsy, and 
finally soothed her into the con- 
viction that the apparition vras 
clearly reducible to natural causes. 
Afterwards, I led her on to talk 
about Sir PhiUp Derval, less from 
any curiosity I felt about the absent 
proprietor than from a desire to re- 
familiarize her own mind to his 
image as a living man. The steward 
had been in the service of Sir 
Philip's father, and had known Sir 
Philip himself fVom a child. He 
was warmly attached to his master, 
whom the old woman described as a 
man of rare benevolence and great 
eccentricity, which last she imputed 
to his studious habits. He had suc- 
ceeded to the title and estates as a 
minor. Por the first few years after 
attaining his majority, he had mixed 



much in the world. When at 
Berval Court his house had been 
filled with gay companions, and was 
the scene of lavish hospitality. But 
the estate was not in proportion to 
the grandeur of the mansion, still 
less to the expenditure of the owner. 
He had become greatly embarrassed ; 
and some love disappointment (so it 
was rumoured) occurring simul- 
taneously with his pecuniary diffi- 
culties, he had suddenly changed his 
way of life, shut himself up from 
his old friends, lived in seclusion, 
taking to books and scientific pur- 
suits, and as the old woman said, 
vaguely and expressively, ''to odd 
ways." He had gradually by an 
economy that, towards himself, was 
penurious, but which did not pre- 
clude much judicious generosity to 
others, cleared off his debts, and 
once more rich, he had suddenly 
quitted the country, and taken to a 
life of travel. He was now about 
forty-eight years old, and had been 
eighteen years abroad. He wrote 
frequently to his steward, giving him 
minute and thoughtful instructions 
in regard to the employment, com- 
forts, and homes of the peasantry, 
but peremptorily ordering him to 
spend no money on the grounds and 
mansion, stating as a reason why the 
latter might be allowed to fall into 
decay, his intention to pull it down 
whenever he returned to England. 

I stayed some time longer than 
my engagements well warranted at 
my patient's house, not leaving till 
the sufferer, after a quiet sleep, had 
removed from his bed to his arm- 
chair, taken food, and seemed 
perfectly recovered from his attack. 

Hiding homeward, I mused on 
the difference that education makes, 
even pathologically, between man 
and man. Here was a brawny in-^ 
habitant of rural fields, leading the 
healthiest of lives, not conscious of 
the faculty we call ima^in»i\)Ssnx« 
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ffaiokdii down almott to Death's 
door by his fright at an optical 
fflosion, explicable, if examined, by 
the same simple causes which had 
impressed me the night before with 
a moment's belief in a soond and a 
q)eotre— me who, thanks to sublime 



edaoation, w«nt ao qiiietljr to deo^ 
a few minates alter, ooimiioed tivt 
no phantom, the gbotttiert that ev 
ever heard or eye «fer saw, oaa be 
anything else but a nerfous plii-> 
nomenoD. 
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CHAPTEB XXII. 



That evening I went to Mrs. 
Pojnts's : it was one of her ordi- 
nary ** reception nights," and I felt 
that she would naturally expect my 
attendance as ''a proper attention." 

I joined a group engaged in gene- 
ral conversation, of which Mrs. 
Poyntz herself made the centre, 
knitting as usual— rapidly while 
she talked, sbwly when she lis- 
tened. 

Without mentioning the yisit I 
had paid that morning, I turned 
the conyersation on the different 
country places in the neighbour- 
hood, and then incidentally asked, 
** What sort of a man is Sir Philip 
Derral P Is it not strange that he 
should suffer so fine a place to fall 
into decay?" The answers I re- 
ceived added little to the informa- 
tion I had already obtained. Mrs. 
Poyntz knew nothing of Sir Philip 
Berval, except as a man of large 
estates, whose rental had been 
greatly increased by a rise in the 
value of property he possessed in 
the town of L — --, and which lay 
contiguous to that of her husband. 
Two or three of the older inhabi- 
tants of the Hill had remembered 
Sir Philip in his early days, when 
he was gay, high-spirited, hospitable, 
kvish. One observed that the only 
person in L— — whom he had ad- 



mitted to his subsequent ^Migmwi 
was Dr. Uoyd, iHio was then wiQi- 
out praetioe, and whom he hid 
employed as an asdstuit in oertrin 
chemical experiments. 

Here a gentleman strook into the 
conversation. He was a stranger to 
me and to Ij— •, a visitor to one ot 
the dwellers on the Hill, who had 
asked leave to present him to its 
queen as a great traveller and an 
accomplished antiquary. 

Said this gentleman : *'Sir Philip 
Derval ! I know him. I met him 
in the East. He was then still, I 
believe, very fond of ohemkal 
science; a clever, odd, philanthro- 
pical man; had studied medicine^ 
or at least practised it ; was said to 
have made many marvellous cnrea^ 
I became acquainted with him in 
Aleppa He had come to that town, 
not much frequented, by En^yuh 
travellers, in order to inquire into 
the murder of two men, of whom 
one was his friend and the other his 
countryman." 

''This is interesting," said Miss 
Poyntz, dryly. "We who live on 
this innocent Hill all love stories of' 
crime; murder is the pleasanteil 
subject you could have hit on. Pray 
give us the details." 

"So encouraged," said the tra- 
veller, good-humouredly, " I will not 
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hesitate to communioate the little I 
know. In Aleppo, there had lived 
for some years a man who was held 
by the natives in great reverence. 
He had the reputation of extraordi- 
nary wisdom, but was difficult of 
access ; the lively imagination of the 
Orientals invested his character 
with the fascinations of fable; in 
short, Haroun of Aleppo was popu- 
larly considered a magician. Wild 
stories were told of his powers, of his 
preternatural age, of his hoarded 
treasures. Apart from such dis> 
putable titles to homage, there 
seemed no question, from all I heard, 
that his learning was considerable, 
his charities extensive, his manner 
of life irreproachably ascetic. He 
appears to have resembled those 
Arabian sages of the Gothic age to 
whom modem science is largely in- 
debted—a mystic enthusiast, but an 
earnest scholar. A wealthy and 
angular Englishman, long resident 
in another part of the East, afflicted 
hy some languishing disease, took a 
journey to Aleppo to consult this 
sage, who, among his other acquire- 
ments, was held to have discovered 
rare secrets in medicine — his 
countrymen said in * charms.' One 
morning, not long after the English- 
man's arrival, Haroun was found 
dead in his bed, apparently stran- 
gled, and the Englishman, who 
lodged in another part of the town, 
had disappeared; but some of his 

) clothes, and a crutch on which he 
habitually supported himself, were 
found a few miles distant from 
Aleppo, near the roadside. There 
appeared no doubt that he, too, had 
been murdered, but his corpse could 
not b^iscovered. Sir Philip Der- 

vairmd been a loving disciple of this 

Sage of Aleppo, to whom he assured 
me he owed not only that know- 
ledge of medicine which, by report. 
Sir Philip possessed, but the insight 
into various truths of nature, on 



the promulgation of which, it vraa 
evident. Sir Philip cherished the 
ambition to found a philosophical 
celebrity for himself." 

" Of what description were thosa 
truths of nature P " I ajsked, some- 
what sarcastically. 

" Sir, I am unable to tell you, for 
Sir Philip did not inform me, nor 
did I much care to ask; for what 
may be revered as truths in Asia 
are usually despised as dreams in 
Europe. To return to my story. 
Sir Philip had been in Aleppo a 
Uttle time before the murder ; had 
left the Englishman under the care 
of Haroun ; he returned to Aleppo 
on hearing the tragic events I have 
related, and was busied in collecting 
such evidence as could be gleaned, 
and instituting inquiries after our 
missing countryman, at the time 
I myself chanced to arrive in tha 
city. I assisted in his researches^ 
but without avail. The assassins 
remained undiscovered. I do not 
myself doubt that they were mere 
vulgar robbers. Sir Philip had a 
darker suspicion, of which he made 
no secret to me ; but as I confess 
that I thought the suspicion ground- 
less, you will pardon me if I do not 
repeat it. Whether, since I left the 
East, the Englishman's remains 
have been discovered, I know not. 
Very probably; for I understand 
that his heirs have got hold of what 
fortune he left— less than was gene- 
rally supposed. But it was reported 
that he had buried great treasures, 
a rumour, however absurd, not 
altogether inconsistent with his 
character." 

" What was his character ?" asked 
Mrs. Poyntz. 

" One of evil and sinister repute. 
He was regarded with terror by the 
attendants who had accompanied 
him to Aleppo. But he had lived 
in a'very remote part of the East^ 
little known to Europeans, and» 
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from all I could learn, had there 
established an extraordinary power, 
strengthened by superstitious awe. 
He was said to have studied deeply 
that knowledge which the philoso- 
phers of old called * occult/ not, like 
the Sage of Aleppo, for benevolent, 
but for malignant ends. He was 
accused of conferring with evil 
spirits, and filling his barbaric court 
(for he lived in a kind of savage 
royalty) with charmers and sor- 
cerers. I suspect, after all, that he 
was only, like myself, an ardent 
antiquary, and cunningly made use 
of the fear he inspired in order to 
secure his authority, and prosecute 
in safety researches into ancient 
sepulchres or temples. His great 
passion was, indeed, in excavating 
such remains, in his neighbour- 
hood; with what result I know 
not, never having penetrated so far 
into regions infested by robbers and 
pestiferous with malaria. He wore 
the Eastern dress, and always car- 
ried jewels about him. I came to 
the conclusion that for the sake of 
these jewels he was murdered, per- 
haps by some of his own servants 
(and, indeed, two at least of his 
suite were missing), who then at 
once buried his body, and kept their 
own secret. He was old, very in- 
firm ; could never have got far from 
the town without assistance.'' 

"You have not yet told us his 
name," said Mrs. Poyntz. 

•* His name was Grayle." 

" Grayle ! " exclaimed Mrs. 
Poyntz, dropping her work, " Louis 
Grayle?" 

" Yes ; Louis Grayle. You could 
not have known him P" 

" Known him ! No. But I have 
often heard my father speak of him. 
Such, then, was the tragic end of 
that strong dark creature, for 
whom, as a young girl in the nur- 
sery, I used to feel a kind of fearful 
admiring interest ? " 



" It is your turn to narrate now," 
said the traveller. 

And we all drew closer round our 
hostess, who remained silent some 
moments, her brow thoughtful, her 
work suspended. 

" Well," said she at last, looking 
round us with a lofty air, which 
seemed half defying, ** force and 
courage are always fascinating, even 
when they are quite in the wrong. 
I go with the world, because the 
world goes with me; if it did 

not ." Here she stopped for a 

moment, clenched the firm white 
hand, and then scornfully waved it, 
left the sentence unfinished, and 
broke into another : 

** Going with the world, of course 
we must march over those who 
stand against it. But when one 
man stands single-handed against 
our march, we do not despise him; 
it is enough to crush. I am very 
glad I did not see Louis Grayle 
when I was a girl of sixteen." Again 
she paused a moment— and resumed: 
" Louis Grayle was the only son of a 
usurer, infamous for the rapacity 
with which he had acquired enor- 
mous wealth. Old Grayle desired 
to rear his heir as a gentleman ; 
sent him to Eton; boys are always 
aristocratic; his birth was soon 
thrown in his teeth ; he was fierce ; 
he struck boys bigger than himsdf 
—fought till he was half killed. My 
father was at school with him ; de- 
scribed him as a tiger-whelp. One 
day he— still a fag— struck a sixth- 
form boy. Sixth-form boys do not 
fight fags ; they punish them. Louis 
Grayle was ordered to hold out his 
hand to the cane ; he received the 
blow, drew forth his schoolboy knife, 
and stabbed the punisher. After 
that, ihe left Eton. I don't think 
he was publicly expelled— too mere 
a child for that honour— but he was 
taken or sent away : educated with 
great care under the first masters at 
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home : when hei was of age to enter 
the University, old Grayle was dead. 
Louis was sent by his guardians to 
Cambridge, with acquirements far 
exceeding the average of young men, 
and with unUmited command of 
money. My &ther was at the same 
college, and described him again — 
haughty, quarrelsome, reckless, 
handsome,aspiring,brave. Does that 
kind of creature interest you, my 
dears ?" (appealing to the ladies). 

*'La!" said Miss Brabazon; "a 
horrid usurer's son !*' 

**Ay, true; the vulgar proverb 
says it is good to be bom with a sil- 
ver spoon in one's mouth ; so it is 
when one has one's own family crest 
on it; but when it is a spoon on 
which people recognise their family 
crest, and cry out^ * Stolen from our 
plate-chest,' it is a heritage that 
outlaws a babe in his cradle. How- 
ever, young men at college who 
want money are less scrupulous 
about descent than boys at Eton are. 
Louis Grayle found, while at college, 
plenty of well-born acquaintances 
willing to recover from him some of 
the plunder his father had extorted 
from theirs. He was too wild to 
distinguish himself by academical 
honours, but my father said that 
the tutors of the college declared 
there were not six undergraduates 
in the University who knew as much 
hard and dry science as wild Louis 
Grayle. He went into the world, 
no doubt, hoping to shine ; but his 
father's name was too notorious to 
admit the son into good society. 
The Polite World, it is true, does 
not examine a scutcheon with the 
nice eye of a herald, nor look upon 
riches with the stately contempt of 
a stoic— still the Polite World has 
its family pride and its moral senti- 
ment. It does not like to be cheated 
— I mean, in money matters; and 
when the son of the man who has 
emptied its purse and foreclosed on 



its acres, rides by its club-windows, 
hand on haunch, and head in the 
air, no lion has a scowl more awf ul» 
no hysena a laugh more dread, than 
that same easy, good-tempered, tol- 
erant, polite, well-bred World which 
is so pleasant an acquaintance, so 
languid a friend, and— so remorseless 
an enemy. In shorty Louis Grayle 
claimed the right to be courted— he 
was shunned; to be admired— he 
was loathed. Even his old college 
acquaintances were shamed out of 
knowing him. Perhaps he could 
have lived through all this had he 
sought to glide quietly into position; 
but he wanted the tact of the well- 
bred, and strove to storm his way, 
not to steal it. Beduced for com- 
panions to needy parasites, he braved 
and he shocked all decorous opinion 
by that ostentation of excess, which 
made Biohelieus and Lauzuns the 
rage. But then Bichelieus and 
Lauzuns were dukes 1 He now very 
naturally took the Polite World into 
hate— gave it scorn for scorn. He 
would ally himself with Democracy ; 
his wealth could not get him into a^ 
club, but it would buy him into 
parliament; he could not be a 
Lauzun, nor, perhaps, a Mirabeau,. 
but he might be a Danton. He 
had plenty of knowledge and au- 
dacity, and with knowledge and 
audacity a good hat-er is sure to be 
eloquent. Possibly, theu, this poor 
Louis Grayle might have made a 
great figure, left his mark on his 
age and his name in history ; but in 
contesting the borough, which he 
was sure to carry, he had to face an 
opponent in a real fine gentleman 
whom his father had ruined, cool 
and high-bred, with a tongue like a 
rapier, a sneer like an adder. A 
quarrel of course; Louis Grayle 
sent a challenge. The fine gentle- 
man, known to be no coward (fine 
gentlemen never are), was at first 
disposed to refuse with qoxi^aidl^V 
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But Grayle had made himself the 
idol of the mob ; and at a word fW>m 
Grayle, the fine gentleman might 
have been ducked at a pump, or 
tossed in a blanket— that would have 
made him ridiculous ;— to be shot at 
is a trifle, to be laughed at is serious. 
He therefore condescended to accept 
the challenge, and my father was his 
second. 

** It was settled, of course, accord- 
ing to English custom, that both 
combatants should fire at the same 
time, and by signal The antagonist 
fired at the right moment; his ball 
grazed Louis Grayle's temple. Louis 
Grayle had not fired. Hb now 
seemed to the seconds to take slow 
and deliberate aim. They called out 
to himnot to fire— they were rushing 
to prevent him— when the trigger 
was pulled, and his opponent fell 
dead on the field. The fight was, 
therefore, considered unfair; Louis 
Grayle was tried for his life ; he did 
not stand the trial in person.* He 
escaped to the Continent; hurried 
on to some distant uncivilized lands ; 
could not be traced ; reappeared in 
England no more. The lawyer who 
conducted his defence pleaded skil- 
fully. He argued that the delay in 
firing was not intentional, therefore 
not criminal— the effect of the stun 
which the wound in the temple had 
occasioned. The judge was a gentle- 
man, and summed up the evidence 
so as to direct the jury to a verdict 
against the low wretch who had 
murdered a gentleman. But the 
jurors were not gentlemen, and 
Grayle's advocate had of course ex- 
cited their sympathy for a son of 
the people whom a gentleman had 
wantonly insulted— the verdict was 
manslaughter. But the sentence 



* Mrs. Poyntz here makes a mistake in 
law which, thongh very evident, her 
listeners do not seem to have noticed. 
Her mistake wiU be referred to later. 



emphatically marked the aggrava- 
ted nature of the homicide — ^three 
years' imprisonment. Grayle eluded 
the prison, but he was a man dis- 
graced and an exile— his ambition 
blasted, his career an outlaw's, and 
his age not yet twenty-three. My 
father said that he was supposed to 
have changed his name ; none knew 
what had become of him. And so 
this creature, brilliant and daring, 
whom if bom under better auspices 
we might now be all fawning on, 
cringing to— after living to old age, 
no one knows how — dies murdered 
at Aleppo, no one, you say, knows 
by whom." 

" I saw some account of his death 
in the papers about three years ago," 
said one of the party; ''but the 
name was misspelt, and I had no 
idea that it was the same man who 
had fought the duel which Mrs. 
Colonel Poyntz has so graphically 
described. I have a very vague 
recollection of the trial; it took 
place when I was a boy, more than 
forty years since. The affair made 
a stir at the time, but was soon 
forgotten." 

"Soon forgotten," said Mrs. 
Poyntz; **ay, what is not? Lrave 
your place in the world for ten 
minutes, and when you come back 
somebody else has taken it; but 
when you leave the world for good, 
who remembers that you had ever a 
place even in the parish register ?" 

"Nevertheless," said I, "a great 
poet has said, finely and truly, 

« ( The son of Homer shines upon us 
still.' " 

''But it does not shine upon 
Homer ; and learned folks tell me 
that we know no more who and 
what Homer was, if there was ever 
a single Homer at all, or, rather, a 
whole herd of Homers, than we 
know about the man in the moon-^ 
if there be one man there, or mil« 
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lions of men. Now, my dear Miss 
Brabazon, it will be very kind in 
70a to divert our thonghts into 
-channels less gloomy. Some pretty 

French air Dr. Fenwick, I have 

something to say to you." She drew 
me towards the window. " So 
Anne Ashleigh writes me word that 
I am not to mention your engage- 
ment Do you think it quite pru- 
dent to keep it a secret ?" 

"I do not see how prudence is 
concerned in keeping it secret one 
way or the other— it is a mere matter 
of feelmg. Most people wish to 
abridge, as far as they can, the time 
in' which their private arrangements 
are the topio of public gossip." 

"Public gossip is sometimes the 
best security for the due completion 
'Of private arrangements. As long 
^a a sdrl is not known to be engaged, 
her betrothed most be prepared for 
•rivals. Announce the engagement, 
and rivals are warned ofL'* 

* I fear no rivals.** 

''Do you not? Bold man! I 
-sn pp q se you wiH write to Lilian ?* 

* Certainly.'* 

"Do so, and constantly. By-the- 
iray, Mrs. Ashleigh, before she went, 
ttsked me to send her back Lady 
Haughton's letter of invitation. 
IHiat for ? to show to you ?" 

"Very likely. Have you the 
letter still? May I see it?" 

"Not just at present. When 
LUian or Mrs. Ashleigh writes to 
yon, come and tell me how they 
like their visit, and what other 
guests form the party." 

Therewith she turned away and 
4X)nversed apart with the traveller. 

Her wordis disquieted me, and I 
felt that they were meant to do so— 
wherefore I could not guess. But 
there is no language on earth which 
has more words with a double mean- 
ing than that spoken by the Clever 
Woman, who is never so guarded as 
vrhen she appears to be frank. 



As 1 walked home thoughtfully, 
I was accosted by a young man, the 
son of one of the wealthiest mer- 
chants in the town, I had attended 
him with success, some months 
before, in a rheumatic fever: he 
and his family were much attached 
tome. 

** Ah, my dear Fenwick, I am so 
glad to see you ; I owe you an obli- 
gation of which you are not aware — 
an exceedingly pleasant travelling 
companion. I came with him to- 
day from London, where I have 
been sight-seeing and holiday- 
making for the last fortnight." 

" I suppose you mean that you 
kindly bring me a patient ? " 

'*No, only an admirer. I was 
staying at Fenton's HoteL It so 
happened one day that I had left in 
the coffee-room your last work on 
the Vital Principle, which, by-tbe* 
by, the books^er assures me is 
selling immensely among readers as 
non-professional as myself. Coming 
into the coffee-room again, I found 
a gentleman reading the book. I 
claimed it politely; he [as politely 
tendered his excuse for taking ii 
We made acquaintance on the spot. 
The next day we were intimate. 
He expressed great interest and curi- 
osity about your tl^ory and your 
experiments. I told him I knew 
you. You may g^iess if I described 
you as less clever in your practice 
than you are in yonr writings. And, 

in short, he came with me to L , 

partly to see our flourishing town, 
principally on my promise to intro- 
duce him to you. My mother, you 
know, has what she calls a d^'euner 
to-morrow — dejeuner and dance. 
Ton will be there?" 

'* Thank you for reminding me of 
her invitation. I will avail myself 
of it if I can. Tour new friend will 
be present ? Who and what is he ? 
A medical student ? " 

"No, a mere gentleman «.t^*da^\ 
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but seems to have a Rood deal of 
general information. Very young; 
apparently very rich; wonderfully 
good-looking. I am sure you will 
like him ; everybody must." 



" It is quite enough to prepare me 
to like him that he is a friend of 
yours." And so we shook hands 
and parted. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 



It was late in the afternoon of the 
following day before I was able to 
join the party assembled at the 
merchant's house; it was a villa 
about two miles out of the town, 
pleasantly situated, amidst flower- 
gardens celebrated in the neigh- 
bourhood for their beauty. The 
breakfast had been long over ; the 
company was scattered over the 
lawn; some formed into a dance 
on the smooth lawn ; some 
seated under shady awnings ; 
others gUding amidst parterres, 
in which all the glow of colour 
took a glory yet more vivid 
under the flush of a brilliant sun- 
shine, and the ripple of a soft 
western breeze. Music, loud and 
lively, mingled with the laughter of 
happy children, who formed much 
the larger number of the party. 

Standing at the entrance of an 
arched trellis, that led from the 
hardier flowers of the lawn to a 
rare collection of tropical plants 
under a lofty glass dome (connecting, 
as it were, the familiar vegetation of 
the North with that of the remotest 
East), was a form that instanta- 
neously caught and fixed my gaze. 
The entrance of the arcade was 
covered with parasite creepers, in 
prodigal luxuriance, of variegated 
gorgeous tints, — scarlet, golden, 
purple ; and the form, an idealised 
picture of man's youth fresh from 



the hand of Nature, stood literally 
in a frame of blooms. 

Never have I seen human &ce 
so radiant as that young man's. 
There was in the aspect an inde- 
scribable something that literally 
dazzled. As one continued to gate, 
it was with surprise ; one was forced 
to acknowledge that in the features 
themselves there was no faultless 
regularity; nor was the young 
man's stature imposing— about the 
middle height. But the effect of 
the whole was not less transcendent 
Large eyes, unspeakably luslarous; 
a most harmonious colouring; an 
expression of contagious animakoa 
and joyousness ; and the form itself 
so critically fine, that the Voided 
strength of its sinews was best 
shown in the lightness and grace 
of its movements. 

He was resting one hand carelessly 
on the golden locks of a child tfaa^ 
had nestled itself against his knees^ 
looking up to his face in that silent 
loving wonder with which children 
regard something too strangely 
beautiful for noisy admiration ; he 
himself was conversing with the 
host, an old grey-haired, gouty 
man, propped on his crutched stid^ 
and listening with a look of mourn- 
ful envy. To the wealth of the old 
man all the flowers in that garden 
owed their renewed delight in the 
summer air and sun. Oh ! that his 



A STRANGE STORY. 



69 



wealth could renow to himself one 
hour of the youth whose incar- 
nation stood beside him. Lord, 
indeed, of Creation ; its splendour 
woven into his crown of beauty, its 
enjoyments subject to his sceptre of 
hope and gladness. 

I was startled by the hearty voice 
of the merchant's son: "Ah, my 
dear Fenwick, I was afraid you 
would not come— you are late. 
There is the new friend of whom I 
spoke to you last night ; let me now 
make you acquainted with him." 
He drew my arm in his, and led me 
up to the young man, where he 
stood under the arching flowers, 
and whom he then introduced to 
me by the name of Margrave. 

Nothing could be more frankly 
cordial than Mr. Margrave's manner. 
In a few minutes I found myself 
conversing with him familiarly, as 
if we had been reared in the same 
home, and sported together in the 
game playground. His vein of talk 
was peculiar, off-hand, careless, 
shifting from topic to topic with 
a bright rapidity. 

He said that he liked the place; 
proposed to stay in it some weeks; 



asked my address, which I gave to 
him; promised to call soon at an 
early hour, while my time was yet 
free from professional visits. I 
endeavoured, when I went away, 
to analyze to myself the fascination 
which this young stranger so no- 
tably exercised over all who ap- 
proached him; and it seemed to 
me, ever seeking to find material 
causes for all moral effects, that it 
rose from the contagious vitality of 
that rarest of all rare gifts in highly- 
civilized circles — perfect health; 
that health which is^in itself the 
most exquisite luxury ; which, find- 
ing happiness in the mere sense of 
existence, diffuses round it, like an 
atmosphere, the harmless hilarity 
of its bright animal being. Health, 
to the utmost perfection, is seldom 
known after childhood ; health to 
the utmost cannot be enjoyed by 
those who overwork the brain, or 
admit the sure wear and tear of the 
passions. The creature I had just 
seen gave me the notion of youth in 
the golden age of the poets— the 
youth of the careless Arcadian, 
before nymph or shepherdess had 
vexed his heart with a sigh. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 



The house I occupied at L was 

a quaint, old-fashioned building— a 
oomer-house. One side, in which 
was the front entrance, looked upon 
a street which, as there were no 
shops in it, and it was no direct 
thoroughfare to the busy centres of 
the town, was always quiet, and at 
some hours of the day almost de- 
serted. The other side of the house 
fronted a lane ; opposite to it was 
the long and high wall of the garden 
to a Young Ladies' Boarding-School. 
My stables adjoined the house, abut- 



ting on a row of smaller buildings, 
with little gardens before them, 
chiefly occupied by mercantile clerks 
and retired tradesmen. By the lane 
there was a short and ready access 
both to the high turnpike-road, and 
to some pleasant walks through 
green meadows and along the banks 
of a river. 
This house I had inhabited since 

my arrival at L , and it had to 

me so many attractions,in a situation 
sufficiently central to be convenient 
for patients, and yet free from noisA^ 
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and fkvourable to te&dy outlet into 
the oountry for such foot or horse 
exercise as my professional avoca- 
tions would allow me to carve for 
myself out of what the Latin poet 
calls the '^soUd day," that I had 
refused to change it for one better 
suited to my increased income ; but 
it was not a house which Mrs. Ash- 
leigh would have liked for Lilian. 
The main objection to it in the eyes 
of the "genteel" was, that it had 
formerly belonged to a member of 
the healing profession, who united 
the shop of an apothecary to the 
diploma of a surgeon ; but that shop 
had given the house a special attrac- 
tion to me; for it had been built 
out on the side of the house which 
fronted the lane, occupying the 
greater portion of a small gravel 
court, fenced from the road by a low 
iron palisade, and separated from 
the body of the house itself by a 
short and narrow corridor that com- 
municated with the entrance-hall. 
This shop I turned into a rude study 
for scientific experiments, in which 
I generally spent some early hours 
of the morning, before my visiting 
patients began to arrive. I enjoyed 
the stillness of its separation from 
the rest of the house ; I enjoyed the 
glimpse of the great chestnut-trees, 
which overtopped the wall of the 
school-garden; I enjoyed the ease 
with which, by opening the glazed 
sash-door, I could get out, if disposed 
for a short walk, into the pleasant 
fields; and so completely had I made 
this sanctuary my own, that not only 
my man-servant knew that I was 
never to be disturbed when in it, 
except by the summons of a patient, 
but even the housemaid was for- 
bidden to enter it with broom or 
duster, except upon special invita- 
tion. The last thing at night, before 
retiring to rest, it was the man- 
■orvant'g business to see that the 
wihpwindow was dosed, and the 



gate to the iron palisade locked; 
but during the daytime I so often 
went out of the house by that pri- 
vate way that the gate wis then very 
seldom locked, nor the sash-door 
bolted from within. In the town of 

L there was little apprehension 

of house-robberies-— especially in the 
daylight-— and certainly in this room» 
cut off from the main buildinfj^ there 
was nothing to attract a vulgar cupi- 
dity. A few of the apothecary's- 
shelves and cases still remained on 
the walls, with, here and there, a 
bottle of some chemical preparation 
for experiment. Two or three worm- 
eaten, wooden chairs ; two or three- 
shabby old tables; an old walnut- 
tree bureau, without a lock,, into 
which odds and ends were oonftisedly 
thrust, and sundry ugly-looking in-^ 
ventions of mechanical science, were, 
assuredly, not the articles which a 
timid proprietor would guard with 
jealous care from the chances of 
robbery. It will be seen later why I 
have been thus prolix in description. 
The morning after I had met tiie 
young stranger by whom I had been 
so favourably impressed, I was np as> 
usual, a little before the sun, and 
long before any of my servants were 
astir. I went first into the room I 
have mentioned, and which I ^^lall 
henceforth designate as my study,, 
opened the window, unlocked the 
gate, and sauntered for some minutes 
up and down the silent lane skirting^ 
the opposite wall, and overhung by 
the chestnut-trees rich in the garni- 
ture of a glorious summer; then, 
refreshed for work, I re-entered my 
study and was soon absorbed in the- 
examination of that now well-known 
machine, which was then, to me at 
least, a novelty ; invented, if I re- 
member right, by Bubois-Beymond, 
so distinguished by his researches* 
into the mysteries of organic eleo*- 
tricity. It is a wooden cylinder fixed 
against the edge of a table ; on the 
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table two vessels filled with salt and 
water are so placed that, as you olose 
your hands on the cylinder, the 
fore-finger of each hand can drop 
into the water; each of the yessels 
has a metallic plate, and communi- 
cates by wires with a galvanometer 
with its needle. Now the theory is, 
that if you clutch the cylinder firmly 
with the right hand, leaving the left 
perfectly passive, the needle in the 
galvanometer will move from west 
to south; if, in like manner, you 
exert the left arm, leaving the right 
arm passive, the needle will deflect 
from west to north. Hence, it is 
argued that the electric current is 
induced through the agency of the 
nervous system, and that, as human 
Will produces the muscular con- 
traction requisite^ so is it human 
Will that causes the deflection of 
the needle. I imagined that if this 
theory were substantiated by expe- 
riment, the discovery might lead to 
some sublime and unconjectured 
secrets of science. For human Will, 
thus actively eflective on the electric 
current, and all matter, animate or 
inanimate, having more or less of 
electrioity,a vast field became opened 
to conjecture. By what series of pa- 
tient experimental deduction might 
not science arrive at the solution of 
problems which the Newtonian law 
of gravitation does not sufi&oe to 

solve; and But here I halt. At 

the date which my story has reached 
my mind never lost itself long in the 
Cloudland of Guess. 

I was dissatisfied with my expe- 
riment. The needle stirred, indeed, 
but erratically, and not in directions 
which, according to the theory, 
should correspond to my movement. 
I was about to dismiss the trial with 
some uncharitable contempt of the 
foreign philosopher's dogmas, when 
I heard a loud ring at my street 
door. While I paused to conjecture 
whether my servant was yet up to 



attend to the door, and which of my 
patients was the most likely to sum- 
mon me at so unseasonable an hour, 
a shadow darkened my window. I 
looked up, and to my astonishment 
beheld the brilliant face of Mr. Mar- 
grave. The sash to the door was 
already partially opened ; he raised 
it higher, and walked into the room. 
" Was it you who rang at the street 
door, and at this hour?" said I. 

" Tes ; and observing, after I had 
rung, that all the shutters were still 
closed, I felt ashamed of my own 
rash action, and made off rather than 
brave the reproachful face of some 
injured housemaid, robbed of her 
morning dreams. I turned down 
that pretty lane— lured by the green 
of the chestnut-trees— caught sight 
of you through the window, took 
courage, and here I am ! You for- 
give me?" While thus speaking, 
he continued to move along the 
littered floor of the dingy room, with 
the undulating restlessness of some 
wild animal in the confines of its 
den, and he now went on, in short 
fragmentary sentences, very slightly 
linked together, but smoothed, as it 
were, into harmony by a voice mu- 
sical and fresh as a sky-lark's warble. 
" Morning dreams, indeed ! dreams 
that waste the life of such a morning. 
Rosy magnificence of a summer 
dawn! Do you not pity the fool 
who prefers to lie a-bed, and to 
dream rather than to live ? What ! 
and you, strong man, with those 
noble limbs, in this den ! Do you 
not long for a rush through the 
green of the fields, a bath in the blue 
of the river?" 

Here he came to a pause, stand- 
ing, still in the grey light of the 
growing day, with eyes whose joyous 
lustre forestalled the sun's, and lips 
which seemed to laugh even in 
repose. 

But presently those eyes, as quick 
as they were bright, glanced o^^t 



i 



73 



A STRANGE STOBT. 



the walls, the floor, the shelves, the 
phials, the mechanical inventions, 
and then rested full on my cylinder 
fixed to the table. He approached, 
examined it curiously, asked what 
it was? I explained. To gratify 
him, I sat down and renewed my 
experiment, with equally ill success. 
The needle, which should have 
moved from west to south, describing 
an angle of from 30 deg. to 40 or even 
50 deg., only made a few troubled 
undecided oscillations. 

"Tut," cried the young man, "I 
see what it is ; you have a wound in 
your right hand." 

That was true. I had burnt my 
hand a few days before in a chemical 
experiment, and the sore had not 
healed. 

« Well," said I, " and what does 
that matter?" 

*' Everything ; the least scratch 
in the skin of the hand produces 
chemical actions on the electric 
current, independently of your will. 
Let me try." 

He took my place, and in a 
moment the needle in the galvano- 
meter responded to his grasp on the 
cylinder, exactly as the inventive 
philosopher had stated to be the due 
result of the experiment. 

I was startled. 

"But how came you, Mr. Mar- 
grave, to be so well acquainted with 
a scientific process little known, and 
but recently discovered ? " 

" I well acquainted ! not so. But 
I am fond of all experiments that 
relate to animal life. Electricity, 
especially, is full of interest." 

On that I drew him out (as I 
thought), and he talked volubly. I 
was amazed to find this young man, 
in whose brain I had conceived 
thought kept one careless holiday, 
was evidently familiar with the 
physical sciences, and especially with 
chemistry, which was my own study 
by predilection. But never had I 



met with a student in whom a 
knowledge so extensive was mixed 
up with notions so obsolete or so 
crotchety. In one sentence he 
showed that he had mastered some 
late discovery by Faraday or Liebig; 
in the next sentence he was talking 
the wild^ fallacies of Cardan or Van 
Helmont I burst out laughing 
at some paradox about sympathetic 
powders, which he enounced as if it 
were a recognised truth. 

"Pray teU me," said I. "who 
was your master in physics, for a 
cleverer pupil never had a more 
crack-brained teacher." 

"No," he answered, with his 
merry hiugh, " it is not the teacher's 
fault. I am a mere parrot ; just cry 
out a few scraps of learning picked 
up here and there. But^ however, 
I am fond of all researches into 
Nature; all guesses at her riddles. 
To tell you the truth, one reason 
why I have taken to you so heartily 
is not only that your published 
work caught my fancy in the dip 
which I took into its contents (par- 
don me if I say dip, I never do 
more than dip into any book), but 
also because young * * * * tells 
me that which all whom I have 
met in this town confirm ; viz. that 
you are one of those few practical 
chemists who are at once exceed- 
ingly cautious and exceedingly bold 
— willing to try every new experi- 
ment, but submitting experiment 
to rigid tests. Well, I have an 
experiment running wild in this 
giddy head of mine, and I want 
you, some day when at leisure, to 
catch it, fix it as you have fixed that 
cylinder : make something of it. I 
am sure you can." 

"What is it?" 

" Something akin to the theories 
in your work. You would replenish 
or preserve to each special consti- 
tution the special substance that 
may fail to the equilibrium of its 
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health. But you own that in a 
large proportion of cases the hest 
cure of disease is less to deal with | 
the disease itself than to support 
and stimulate the whole system, so '. 
as to enable Nature to cure the ' 
disease and restore the impaired | 
equilibrium by her own agencies. 
Thus, if you find that in certidn I 
cases of nervous debility a substance 
like nitric acid is efficacious, it is | 
because the nitric acid has a vir- 1 
tue in locking up, as it were, the { 
nervous energy — that is, preventing 
all undue waste. Again, in some 
eases of what is commonly called 
feverish cold, stimulants like am- 
monia assist Nature itself to get rid 
of the disorder that oppresses its 
normal action; and, on the same 
principle, I apprehend, it is con- 
tended that a large average of 
human lives is saved in those 
hospitals which have adopted the 
supporting system of ample nourish- 
ment and alcoholic stimulants." 



" Your medical learning surprises 
me,'* said I, smiling, "and without 
pausing to notice where it deals 
somewhat superficially with dis- 
putable points in general, and my 
own theory in particular, I ask you 
for the deduction yoii draw from 
your premises." 

" It is simply this : that to aU ani- 
mate bodies, however various, there 
must be one principle in common 
—the vital principle itself. What 
if there be one certain means of 
recruiting that principle ? and what 
if that secret can be discovered ?** 

"* Pshaw ! The old illusion of the 
mediaeval empirics." 

" Not so. But the mediaeval em- 
pirics were great discoverers. - You 
sneer at Van Helmont, who sought, 
in water, the principle of all things ; 
but Van Helmont discovered in his 
search those invisible bodies called 
gases. Now the principle of life 
must be certainly ascribed to a gas.* 
And whatever is a gas, chemistry 



• "According to the views we have 
mentioned, we must ascribe life to a gas, 
that is, to an aeriform body." — Liebig, 
Organic Chemistry, Flayfair's translation, 
p. 363. It is perhaps not less superfluous 
to add that Liebig does not support the 
Tiews " according to which life must be 
ascribed to a gas," than it would be to 
state had Dugald Stewart been quoted as 
writing, " According to the views we have 
mentioned the mind is but a bundle of im- 
pressions," that Dugald Stewart was not 
supporting, but opposing, the views of 
David Hume. The quotation is merely 
meant to show, in the shortest possible 
compass, that there are views entertained 
by speculative reasoners of our day 
which, according to Liebig, would lead 
to the inference at which Margrave so 
boldly arrives. Margrave is, however, 
no doubt, led to his belief by his remi- 
niscences of Van Helmont, to whose dis- 
covery of gas he is referring. Van Hel- 
mont plainly affirms "that the arterial 
fipirit of our life is of the nature of a gtua ; " 
and in the same chapter (on the fiction 
of elementary complexions and miztores) 



says, " Seeing that the spirit of our life, 
since it is a gas, is most mightily and 
swiftly affected by any other gas," &c. 
He repeats the same dogma in his treatise 
on Long Life, and indeed very generally 
throughout his writings, observing, in his 
Chapter on the "Vital Air," that the 
spirit of life is a salt sharp vapour, made 
of the arterial blood, &o. Liebig, there- 
fore, in confuting some modem notions 
as to the nature of contagion by miasma, 
is leading their reasonings back to that 
assumption in the dawn of physiological 
science by which the discoverer of gas 
exalted into the principle of life the sub- 
stance to which he first gave the name 
now so familiarly known. It is never- 
theless just to Van Helmont to add that 
his conception of the vital principle was 
very far from being as purely materialistic 
as it would seem to those unacquainted 
with his writings; for he carefully dis- 
tinguishes that principle of life which he 
ascribes to a gas, and by which he means 
the sensuous animal life, from the in- 
tellectual immortal principle of soul. 
Van Helmont, indeed, was a sinceie 



i 



74 



A STRANGE 8T0BY. 



should not despair of producing! 
But I can argue no longer now— 
never can argue long at a stretch—-' 
we are wasting the morning; and, 
joy ! the sun is up ! See ! Out ! 
come out ! out ! and greet the great 
Life-giver face to face." 

I could not resist the young man's 
invitation. In a few minutes we 
were in the quiet lane under the 
glinting chestnut-trees. Margrave 
was chanting, low, a wild tune — 
words in a strange language. 

" What words are those ? no 
European language, I think ; for I 
know a little of most of the lan- 
guages which are spoken in our 
quarter of the globe, at least by its 
more eivilized races." 

" Civilized race ! "What is civili- 
zation ? Those words were uttered 
by men who founded empires when 
Europe itself was not civilized ! 
Hush, is it not a grand old air ? " 
and lifting his eyes towards the sun, 
he gave vent to a voice clear and 
deep as a mighty bell ! The air was 
grand — the words. had a sonorous 
swell that suited it, and they seemed 
to me jubilant and yet solemn. He 
stopped abruptly, as a path from 
the lane had led us into the fields, 
already half-bathed in sunlight — 
dews glittering on the hedgerows. 

" Your song," said I, " would go 
well with the clash of cymbals or 
the peal of the organ. I am no 
judge of melody, but this strikes me 
as that of a religious hymn. 
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beKever of Divine Reyelation. **Tlie 
Lord Jesus is the way, the truth, and the 
life," says with earnest humility this 
daring genius, in that noble Chapter '<on 
the completing of the mind by the 'prayer 
of silence,' and the loving offering up of 
the heart, soul, and strengtb to the 
obedience of the Divine will," from which 
some of the most eloquent of recent phi< 
losophers, arguing against materialism, 
have borrowed largely in support and in 
ornament of their lofty cause. 



** I compliment yoa on the guess. 
It is a Persian fire-wonhippei's 
hymn to the sun. The dialect is 
very different from modem Persian. 
Cyrus the Great might have chanted 
it on his march upon Babylon." 

" And where did you leam it ? " 

" In Persia its^" 

"You have travelled much — 
learned much— and are so young 
and so fresh. Is it an impertinent 
question if I ask whether your 
parents are yet living, or are you 
wholly lord of yourself ? " 

"' Thank you for the question— 
pray make my answer known in the 
town. Parents I have not— never 
had." 

" Never had parents ! " 

** Well, I ought rather to say that 
no parents ever owned me. I am a 
natural son— a vagabond-— a nobody. 
When I came of age I received an 
anonymous letter, informing me 
that a sum — ^I need not say what — 
but more than enough for all I 
need, was lodged at an English 
banker's in my name; that my 
mother had died in my infancy; 
that my father was also dead— but 
recently ; that as I was a child of 
love, and he was unwilling that the 
secret of my birth should ever be 
traced, he had provided for me, not 
by will, but in his Ufe, by a sum 
consigned to the trust of the friend 
who now wrote to me; I need 
give myself no trouble to leam 
more; faith, I never did. I am 
young, healthy, rich — yes, rich! 
Now you know all, and you had 
better tell it, that I may win no 
man's courtesy and no maiden's love 
upon false pretences. I have not 
even a right, you see, to the name 
I bear. Hist! let me catch that 
squirrel." 

With what a panther-like bound 
he sprang ! The squirrel eluded hia 
grasp, and was up the oak-tree; in 
a moment he was up the oak-tre& 
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too. Inamasexnentlsawhimrismg 
from bough to bough; — saw his 
bright eyes and glittering teeth 
through the green leayes; presently 
I heard the riiarp piteous cry of 
the squirrel—echoed by the youth's 
merry laugh— and down, through 
that maze of green, Margrave came, 
dropping on the grass and bounding 
up, as Mercury might have bounded 
with his wings at his heels. 

** I have caught him— what pretty 
brown eyes ! " 

Suddenly the gay expression of 
his lace changed to that of a savage; 
the squirrel had wrenched itself 
half-loose, and bitten bim. The poor 
brute ! In an instant its neck was 
wrung — its body dashed on the 
ground ; and that fair young crea- 
ture, eyery feature quivering with 
rage, was stamping his foot on his 
victim again and again ! it was hor- 
rible. I caught him by the arm in- 
dignantly. He turned round on 
me like a wild beast disturbed from 
its prey. His teeth set, his hand 
lifted, his eyes like balls of fire. 

" Shame ! ** said I, calmly ; " shame 
on you ! *' 

He continued to gaze on me a 
moment or so ; his eye glaring— his 
breath panting— and then, as if mas- 
tering himself with an involuntary 
effort, his arm dropped to his side, 
and he said quite humbly, " I beg 
your pardon; indeed I do. I was 
beside myself for a moment ; I can- 
not bear pain;" and he looked in 
deep compassion for himself at his 
wounded hand. " Venomous brute ! " 
And he stamped again on the body 
of the squirrel, already crushed out 
of shape. 

I moved away in disgust, and 
walked on. 

But presently I felt my arm softly 
drawn aside, and a voice, dulcet as 
the coo of a dove, stole its way into 
my ears. There was no resisting 
the charm with which this extra- 



ordinary mortal could fiiscinate even 
the hard and the cold; nor them, 
perhaps, the least. Por as you see 
in extreme old age, when the heart 
seems to have shrunk into itself, and 
to leave but meagre and nipped 
affections for the nearest relations 
if grown up, the indurated egotism 
softens at once towards a playful 
child ; or as you see in middle life, 
some misanthrope, whose nature has 
been soured by wrong and sorrow^ 
shrink from his own species, yet 
make friends with inferior races and 
respond to the caress of a dog,— so, 
for the worldling or the cynic, there 
was an attraction in the freshness 
of this joyous favourite of Nature; 
—an attraction like that of a beau- 
tiful child, spoilt and wayward, or 
of a graceful animal, half docile, half 
fierce. 

" But," said I, with a smile, as I 
felt all displeasure gone, "such in- 
dulgence of passion for such a trifle 
is surely unworthy a student of 
philosophy ! " 

" Trifle," he said, dolorously. "But 
I tell you it is pain; pain is no trifle* 
I suffer. Look ! " 

I looked at the hand, which I todc 
in mine. The bite no doubt had 
been sharp ; but the hand that lay 
in my own was that which the Gre^ 
sculptor gives to a gladiator; not 
large (the extremities are never 
large in persons whose strength 
comes fVom the just proportion of 
all the members, rather than the 
factitious and partial force which 
continued muscular exertion will 
give to one part of the frame, to the 
comparative weakening of the rest), 
but with the firm-knit joints, the 
solid fingers, the finished nails, the 
massive palm, the supple polished 
skin, in which we recognise what 
Naturedesignsthehuman hand to be 
—the skilled, swift, mighty doer of 
all those marvels which win Nature^ 
herself from the wilderness. 
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" It is strange," said I, thought- 
fully; **but your susceptibility to 
suffering confirms my opinion, which 
is different from the popular belief, 
viz. that pain is most acutely felt by 
those in whom the animal organiza- 
tion being perfect, and the sense of 
vitality exquisitely keen, every in- 
jury or lesion finds the whole sys- 
tem rise, as it were, to repel the 
mischief and communicate the con- 
sciousness of it to all those nerves 
which are the sentinels to the gar- 
rison of life. Yet my theory is 
scarcely borne out by general fact. 
The Indian savages must have a 
health as perfect as yours; a ner- 
vous system as fine. Witness their 
marvellous accuracy of ear, of eye, 
of scent, probably also of touch, yet 
they are indifferent to physical pain; 
or must I mortify your pride by 
saying that they have some morsd 
quality defective in you which en- 
ables them to rise superior to it ? '' 

" The Indian savages," said Mar- 
grave, sullenly, " have not a health 
as perfect as mine, and in what you 
call vitality — the blissful conscious- 
ness of life— they are as sticks and 
stones compared to me." 

" How do you know ? " 

** Because I have lived with them. 
It is a fallacy to suppose that the 
savage has a health superior to that 
of the civilized man, — if the civi- 
lized man be but temperate ;— and 
even if not, he has the stamina that 
can resist for years the effect of 
excesses which would destroy the 
savage in a month. As to the 
savage's fine perceptions of sense, 
such do not come from exquisite 
equilibrium of system, but are here- 
<litary attributes transmitted from 
race to race, and strengthened by 
training from infancy. But is a 
pointer stronger and healthier than 
amastiff, because the pointer through 
long descent and early teaching 
creeps stealthily to his game and 



stands to it motionless ? I will tilk 
of this later ; now I suffer ! F^ 
pain ! Has life any ill but pain P " 

It so happened that I had about 
me some roots of the white lily, 
which I meant^ before returning 
home, to leave with a patient suffer- 
ing from one of those acute local 
inflammations, in which that simple 
remedy often affords great relief. I 
cut up one of these roots, and bound 
the cooling leaves to the wounded 
hand with my handkerchiefl 

"There," said I. " Fbrtunately, 
if you feel pain more sensibly than 
others, you will recover from it more 
quickly." 

And in a few minutes myoom- 
panion felt perfectly relieved, and 
poured out his gratitude with an 
extravagance of expression and a 
beaming delight of countenance 
which positively touched me. 

" I almost feel," said I, "as I do 
when I have stilled an infant's 
wailing, and restdred it smiling to 
its mother's breast." 

'*You have done so. I am an 
infant, and Nature is my mother. 
Oh, to be restored to the full joy of 
life, the scent of wild flowers, the 
song of birds, and this air— sununer 
air— summer air ! " 

I know not why it was, but at 
that moment, looking at him and 
hearing him, I rejoiced that Lilian 
was not at L . 

"But I came out to bathe. Can 
we not bathe in that stream ? " 

"No. You would derange the 
bandage round your hand ; and for 
all bodily ills, from the least to the 
gravest, there is nothing like leaving 
Nature at rest the moment we have 
hit on the means which assist her 
own efforts at cure." 

"I obey, then; but I so love the 
water," 

" You swim, of course ? " 

"Ask the fish if it swim. Ask the 
fish if it can escape me ! I delighl 
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to dive down— down; to plunge 
after the slArtled trout, as an otter 
does ; and then to get amongst those 
cool, fragrant reeds and bulrushes, 
or that forest of emerald weed which 
one sometimes finds waving under 
clear rivers. Man 1 man ! could 
you live but an hour of my life you 
would know how horrible a thing it 
is to die ! " 

** Yet the dying do not think so ; 
they pass away calm and smiling, as 
you will one day." 

"I--I! die one day— die!" and 
he sank on the grass, and buried his 
face amongst the herbage, sobbing 
aloud. 

Before I could get through half a 
dozen words, meant to soothe, he 
had once more bounded up, dashed 
the tears from his eyes, and was 
again singing some wild, barbaric 
chant. Abstracting itself from the 
appeal to its outward sense by melo- 
dies of which the language was 



unknown, my mind soon grew 
absorbed in meditative conjectures 
on the singular nature, so wayward: 
so impulsive, which had forced 
intimacy on a man grave and prac- 
tical as myself. 

I was puzzled how to reconcile so 
passionate a childishness, so undis- 
ciplined a want of self-control, with 
an experience of mankind so ex- 
tended by travel, with an education, 
desultory and irregular indeed, but 
which must, at some time or other, 
have been familiarized to severe 
reasonings and laborious studies. 
In Margrave there seemed to be- 
wanting that mysterious something- 
which is needed to keep our facul- 
ties, however severally brilliant, 
harmoniously linked together— as 
the string by which a child me- 
chanically binds the wild flowers it 
gathers; shaping them at choice 
into the garland or the chain. 



CHAPTER XXV. 



My intercourse with Margrave 
grew habitual and familiar. He 
came to my house every morning 
before sunrise; in the evenings we 
were again brought together : some- 
times in the houses to which we 
were both invited, sometimes at his 
hotel, sometimes in my own home. 

Nothing more perplexed me than 
his aspect of extreme youthfulness, 
contrasted with the extent of (the 
travels, which, if he were to be 
believed, had left little of the known 
world unexplored. One day I asked 
him, bluntly, how old he was ? 

" How old do I look ? How old 
should you suppose me to be ?" 



**! should have guessed you to 
be about twenty, till you spoke of 
having come of age some years ago." 

" Is it a sign of longevity when a 
man looks much younger than he is ?" 

*' Conjoined with other signs, cer- 
tainly!" 

Have I the other signs ?" 
Yes, a magnificent, perhaps a 
matchless, constitutional organiza- 
tion. But you have evaded my 
question as to your age ; was it an 
impertinence to put it ? " 

" No. I came of age— let me see 
—three years ago." 

" So long since ? Is it possible ? 
I. wish I had your secret I " 
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"Secret! What secret?" 

"The secret of preserving so 
much of boyish freshness in the 
wear and tear of man-like passions 
and man-like thoughts." 

" You are still young yourself— 
raider forty?" 

'*0h, yes! some years under 
forty." 

** And Nature gave you a grander 
■frame and a finer symmetry of 
feature than she bestowed on me." 

"Pooh! pooh! You have the 
hetaity that must charm the eyes of 
woman, and that beauty in its sunny 
forenoon of youth. Happy man ! 
if you love— and wish to be sure 
that you are loved again." 

"What you call love— the un- 
healthy sentiment, the feverish folly 
— I left behind me, I think for ever, 
when—" 

" Ay, indeed— when ? " 

"I came of age!" 

"Hoary cynic! and you despise 
love ! So did I once. Your time 
may come." 

" I think not Does any animal, 



except man, love its fellow she- 
animal as man loves woman ?" 

" As man loves woman ? No, I 
suppose not." 

"And why should the subject 
animals be wiser than their king? 
But, to return— you would like to 
have my youth and my careless 
ex^oyment of youth ? " 

" Can you ask— who would not?" 
Margrave looked at me for a moment 
with unusual seriousness, and then, 
in the abrupt changes conmion to 
his capricious temperament, began 
to sing softly one of his barbaric 
chants— a chant, different fh>m any 
I had heard him sing before— made 
either by the modulation of his 
voice or the nature of the tune— so 
sweet that, little as music generally 
affected me, this thrilled to my very 
heart's core. I drew closer and 
closer to him, and murmured when 
he paused, 

" Is not that a love-song ? " 

" No," said he, " it is the song by 
which the serpent-charmer charms 
the serpent." 



CHAPTER XXVI. 



IKCSEISED intimacy with my new 
acquaintance did not diminish the 
xsharm of his society, though it 
brought to light some startling de- 
fects, both in his mental and moral 
organization. I have before said 
that his knowledge, though it had 
swept over a wide circuit and dipped 
into curious, unfrequented recesses, 
was desultory and erratic. It cer- 
tainly was not that knowledge, 
sustained and aspiring, which the 
poet assures us is "the wing on 
which we mount to heaven." So, 



in his faculties themselves there 
were singular inequalities, or con- 
tradictions. His power of memory 
in some things seemed prodigious; 
but when examined it was seldom 
accurate ; it could apprehend, but 
did not hold together with a bind- 
ing grasp what metaphysicians call 
" complex ideas." He thus seemed 
unable to put it to any steadfast 
purpose in the sciences of which it 
retained, vaguely and loosely, many 
recondite principles. Por the sub- 
lime and beautiful in literature he 
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bad no taste wlntever. A passionate 
lover of nature, his imagination had 
no response to the arts hy which 
nature is expressed or idealized; 
wholly unaffected by poetry or 
painthig. Of the fine arts, music 
alone attracted and pleased him. 
His oonyersationwasoften eminently 
suggestiTe, touching on much, whe- 
ther in' books or mankind, that set 
one thinking, but I never remember 
him to have uttered any of those 
loflly or tender sentiments whi(di 
form the connecting links between 
youth and genius. For if poets sing 
to the young, and the young hail 
their own interpreters in poets, it 
is because the tendency of both is to 
idealize the realities of Ufe ; finding 
everywhere in the Beal a something 
that is noble or fair, and making the 
fair yet fairer, and the noble nobler 
still. 

In Margrave's character there 
seemed no special vices, no special 
virtues; but a wonderful vivacity, 
joyousnesB, animal good humour. 
He was singularly temperate, having 
a dislike to wine, perhaps from that 
purilgr of taste which belongs to 
health absolutely perfect. Nohealth- 
ful child likes alcohols, no animal, 
except man, prefers wine to water. 

But his main moral defect seemed 
to me, in a want of sympathy, even 
where he professed attachment. He 
who could feel so acutely for him- 
self, be unmanned by the bite of a 
sqtdrrel, and sob at the thought that 
he should one day die, was as callous 
to tiie sufferings of another as a deer 
who deserts and butts from him a 
wounded comrade. 

I give an instance of this hardness 
of heart where I should have least 
expected to find it in him. 

He had met and joined me as I 
was walking to visit a patient on 
the outskirts of the town, when we 
fell in with a group of children, just 
let loose for an hour or two from 



their day-sohooL Some of these 
children joyously recognised him as 
having played with them at their 
homes; they ran up to him, and he 
seemed as glad as themselves at the 
meeting. 

He suffered them to drag him 
along with them, and became as 
merry and sportive as the youngest 
ofthetronp. 

« Well," said I, laughing, "if you 
are going to play at leap-frog, pray 
dont let it be on the high r(Mid, or 
you will be run over by carts and 
draymen; see that meadow just in 
front to the lefb— off with you 
there ! " 

"With all my heart," cried Mar- 
grave, "while you pay your visit. 
Come alon'g, boys." 

A little urchin, not above six 
years old, but who was lame, began 
to cry, he could not run,— he should 
be left behind. 

Margrave stooped. "Climb on 
my shoulder, little one, and rU be 
your horse.* 

The child dried its tears, and de- 
lightedly obeyed. 

"Certainly," said I to myself, 
"Margrave, after all, must have a 
nature as gentle as it is simple. 
What other young man, so courted 
by all the allurements that steal 
innocence from pleasure, would stop 
in the thoroughfares to play with 
chUdren?" 

The thought had scarcely passed 
through my mind when I heard a 
scream of agony. Margrave had 
leaped the ndling that divided the 
mcAdow from the road, and, in so 
doing, the poor child, perched on 
his shoulder, had, perhaps from 
surprise or fright^ loosened its hold 
and fallen heavily— its cries were 
piteous. Margrave clapped his 
hands to his ears— uttered an ex- 
clamation of anger— and not even 
stopping to lift up the boy, or 
examine what the hurt was, called 
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to the other children to oome on, 
and was soon rolling with them on 
the grass, and pelting them with 
daisies. When I came up, only one 
child remained by the sufferer— his 
little brother, a year older than 
himself. The child had fallen on 
his arm, which was not broken, but 
violently contused. The pain must 
have been intense. I carried the 
child to his home, and had to remain 
there some time. I did not see 
Margrave till the next morning. 
AYhen he then called, I felt so 
indignant that I could scarcely 
speak to him. When at last I re- 
buked him for his inhumanity, he 
seemed surprised; with difficulty 
remembered the circumstance, and 
then merely said — as if 'it were the 
most natural confession in the 
world— 

" Oh, nothing so discordant as a 
child's wail. I hate discords. I am 
pleased with the company of 
children; but they must be chUdren 
who laugh and play. Well! why do 
you look at me so sternly ? What 
have I said to shock you ? " 

" Shock me— you shock manhood 
itself! Go; I cannot talk to you 
now. I am busy." 

But he did not go ; and his voice 
was so sweet, and his ways so 
winning, that disgust insensibly 
melted into that sort of forgiveness 
one accords (let me repeat the illus- 
tration) to the deer that forsakes its 
comrade. The poor thing knows 
no better. And what a graceful 
beautiful thing this was ! 

The fascination— I can give it no 
other name— which Margrave exer- 
cised was not confined to me, it was 
universal — old, young, high, low, 
man, woman, child, all felt it. Never 
in Low Town had stranger, even 
the most distinguished by fame, met 
with a reception so cordial — so 
flattering. His frank confession that 
he was a natural son, far from being 



to his injury, served to interest 
people more in him, and to prevent 
all those inquiries in regard to his 
connections and antecedents, which 
would otherwise have been afloat 
To be sure, he was evidently rich; 
at least he had plenty of money. 
He lived in the best rooms in the 
principal hotel; was very hospitable; 
enterUdned the families with whom 
he had grown intimate; made them 
bring their children — ^music and 
dancing after dinner. Among the 
houses in which he had established 
familiar acquaintance was that of 
the mayor of the town, who had 
bought Dr. Lloyd's ooUectioli of 
subjects in natural history. To that 
collection the mayor had added 
largely by a very recent purchase. 
He had arranged these various 
specimens^ which his last ac- 
quisitions had enriched by the in- 
teresting carcases of an elephant 
and a hippopotamus, in a large 
wooden building contiguous to his 
dwelling, which had been con- 
structed by a former proprietor 
(a retired fox-hunter) as a riding- 
house. And being a man who much 
affected the diffusion of knowledge, 
he proposed to open this museum to 
the admiration of the general public, 
and, at his death, to bequeath it to 
the Athenaeum or Literary Institute 
of his native town. Margrave, 
seconded by the influence of the 
mayor's daughters, had scarcely been 

three days at L before he had 

persuaded this excellent and pubUc- 
spirited functionary to inaugurate 
the opening of his museum by the 
popular ceremony of a balL A 
temporary corridor should unite the 
drawing-rooms, which were on the 
ground floor, with the building that 
contained the collection ; and thus 
the f§te would be elevated above the 
frivolous character of a fashionable 
amusement, and consecrated to the 
solemnization of an intellectual 
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institttte. Dazzled by the brillianoy 
of this iidea, the mayor anDounoed 
his intention to give a ball that 
should include the surrounding 
neighbourhood, and be worthy, in 
all expensive respects, of the dignity 
of himself and the occasion. A 
night had been fixed for the ball— a 
night that became memorable indeed 
to me! The entertainment was 
anticipated with a lively interest, in 
which even the HUl condescended 
to share. The Hill did not much 
patronize mayors in general; but 
when a mayor gave a ball for a 
purpose so patriotic, and on a scale 
so splendid, the Hill Hberally ac- 
knowledged that Commerce was, 
on the whole, a thing which the 
Eminence might, now and then, 
condescend to acknowledge without 
absolutely derogating from the rank 
which Providence had assigned to it 
amongst the High Places of earth. 
Accordingly, the Hill was permitted 
by its Queen to honour the first 
magistrate of Low Town by a 
promise to attend his ball. Now, 
as this festivity had originated in 
the suggestion of Margrave, so, by a 
natural association of ideas, every 
one, |in talking of the ball, talked 
also of Margrave. 

The Hill had at first affected to 
ignore a stranger whose d^but had 
been made in the mercantile circle 
of Low Town. But the Queen of 
the Hill now said, sententiously, 
''This new man in a few days has 
become a Celebrity. It is the 
I>olicy of the Hill to adopt Cele- 
brities, if the Celebrities pay respect 
to the Proprieties. Br. Penwick is 
requested to procure Mr. Margrave 
the advantage of being known to 
the HUl." 

1 found it somewhat difficult to 
persuade Margrave to accept the 
Hill's condescending overture. He 
seemed to have a dislike to all 
societies pretending to aristocratic 



distinction— a dislike expressed with 
a fierceness so unwonted, that it 
made one suppose he had, at some 
time or other, been subjected to 
mortification by the supercilious 
airs that blow upon heights so ele- 
vated. However, he yielded to my 
instances, and accompanied me one 
evening to Mrs. Poyntz's house. 
The Hill was encamped there for 
the occasion. Mrs. Poyntz was ex- 
ceedingly civil to him, and after a 
few commonplace speeches, hearing 
that he was fond of music, consigned 
him to the caressing care of Miss 
Brabazon, who was at the head of 
the musical department in the 
Queen of the Hill's administration. 

Mrs. Poyntz retired to her 
favourite seat near the window, in- 
viting me to sit beside her; and 
while she knitted in silence, in- 
silence my eye glanced toward 
Margrave in the midst of the group 
assembled round the piano. 

Whether he was in more than 
usually high spirits, or whether he 
was actuated by a malign and impish- 
desire to upset the established laws 
of decorum by which the gaieties of 
the Hill were habitually subdued 
into a serene and somewhat pensivo 
pleasantness, 1 know not; but it 
was not many minutes before the 
orderly aspect of the place was 
grotesquely changed. 

Miss Brabazon having come to the 
close of a complicated and dreary 
sonata, I heard Margrave abruptly 
ask her if she could play the Taran- 
tella, that famous Neapolitan air 
which is founded on the legendary 
belief that the bite of the tarantula 
excites an irresistible desire to 
dance. On that high-bred spinster's 
confession! that she was ignorant of 
the air, and had not even heard of 
the legend. Margrave said, " Let me 
play it to you, with variations of my 
own." Miss Brabazon graciously 
yielded her place at the instrument. 
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MargraTe seated himwlf— there was 
great curiosity to hear his perform- 
ance. Margrave's fingers rushed 
over the keys, and there was a 
general start, the prelude was so 
unlike any known combination of 
harmonious sounds. Thenhehegan 
a chant— song I can scarcely call it- 
words certainly not in Italian, 
perhaps in some uncivilized tongue, 
perhaps in impromptu gibberish. 
And the torture of the instrument 
now commenced in good earnest: 
it shrieked, it groaned, wilder and 
noisier. Beethoven's Storm, roused 
by the fell touch of a German pianist, 
were mild in comparison ; and the 
mighty voice, dominating the an- 
guish of the cracking keys, had the 
full diapason of a chorus. Certainly 
I am no judge of music, but to my 
ear the discord was terrific — ^to the 
ears of better informed amateurs it 
seemed ravishing. All were spell- 
bound; even Mrs. Poyntz paused 
from her knitting, as the Fates 
paused from their web at the lyre of 
Orpheus. To this breathless delight, 
however, soon succeeded a general 
desire for movement. To my amaze- 
ment, I beheld these formal matrons 
and sober fathers of famiUes forming 
themselves into a dance, turbulent 
as a children's ball at Christmas. 
And when, suddenly desisting from 
his music, Margrave started up, 
caught the skeleton hand of lean 
Miss Brabazon, and whirled her 
into the centre of the dance, 1 could 
have fancied myself at a witch's 
sabbat. My eye turned in scandal- 
ized alarm towards Mrs. Poyntz. 
That great creature seemed as much 
astounded as myself. Her eyes were 
fixed on the scene in a stare of 
positive stupor. For the first time, 
no doubt, in her life, she was over- 
come, deposed, dethroned. The awe 
of her presence was literally whirled 
away. The dance ceased as suddenly 
as it had begun. Darting from the 



galvanized mummy whom he had 
selected as his pi^er. Margrave 
shot to Mrs. Poyntz's side, and said, 
** Ten thousand pardons for quitting 
you so soon, but the dock warns me 
that I have an engagement else- 
where." In another moment he 
was gone. 

The dance halted, people seemed 
slowly returning to their senses, 
looking at each other bashfully and 
ashamed. 

" I could not help it^ dear," sighed 
Miss Brabazon at last, sinking into 
a chair, and casting her deprecating, 
fainting eyes upon the hostess. 

*' It is witchcraft," said fat Mrs. 
Bruce, wiping her forehead. 

•* Witchcraft ! " echoed Mrs. 
Poyntz; "it does indeed look like 
it. An amazing and portentous ex- 
hibition of animal spirits, and not 
to be endured by the Proprieties. 
Where on earth can that young 
savage have come from ? " 

" From savage lands," said I. ** So 
he says." 

" Do not bring him here again," 
said Mrs. Poyntz. " He would soon 
turn the Hill topsy-turvy. But how 
charming! I should like to see 
more of him," she added, in an 
under voice, " if he would call on 
me some morning, and not in the 
presence of those for whose Pro- 
pheties I am respon^sible. Jane 
must be out in her ride with [the 
Colonel." 

Margrave never again attended 
the patrician festivities of the HilL 
Invitations were poured upon him, 
especially by Miss Brabazon and the 
other old maids, but in vain. 

" Those people," said he, "are too 
tamed and civilized for me ; and so 
few young persons among theoL 
Even that girl Jane is only young 
on the surface ; inside, as old as the 
World or her mother. I like youth, 
real youth — I am young, I am 
young I " 
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And, indeed, I obserred he would 
attach himself to some young per- 
son, often to some child, as if with 
cordial and special favour, yet for 
not more than an hour or so^ never 
distinguishing them by the same 
preference when he next met them. 
1 made that remark to him, in re- 
buke of his fickleness, one evening 
when he had found me at work on 
my Ambitious Book, reducing to 
rule and measure the Laws of 
Katuie. 

"It is not fickleness," said he, 
*** it is necessity." 

" Necessity ! Explain yourself." 

'* I seek to find what I have not 
found," said he ; '* it is my necessity 
to seek it, and among the young ; 
4md disappointed in one, I turn to 
the other. Necessity again. But 
find it at last I must." 

"I suppose you mean what the 

:young usually seek in the young; 

and if, as you said the other day, you 

have left love behind you, you now 

wander back to re-find it." 

''Tush! If I may judge by the 
talk of young fools, love may be 
found every day by him who looks 
>out for it Wlwt I seek is among 
the rarest of all discoveries. Tou 
znight aid me to find it, and in so 
doing aid yourself to a knowledge 
far beyond all that your formal ex- 
periments can bestow." 

** Prove your words, and command 
imy services," said I, smiling some- 
what disdainfully. 

** You told me that you had exa- 
mined into the alleged phenomena 
of animal magnetism, and proved 
some persons who pretend to the 
gift which the Scotch call second 
4nght to be bungling impostors. You 
were right I have seen the dair- 
-Toyants who drive their trade in 
iihis town; a common gipsy could 
'beat themrin their own calling. But 
your experience must have shown 
.you that there are certain tempera- 



ments in which the gift of the Pytho- 
ness is stored, unknown to the pos- 
sessor, undetected by the common 
observer; but the signs of which 
should be as apparent to the modern 
physiologist as they were to the 
ancient priest" 

*' I at least, as a physiologist, am 
ignorant of the signs— what are 
they?" 

** I should despair of making you 
comprehend them by mere verbal 
description. I could guide your 
observation to distinguish them un- 
erringly were living subjects before 
us. But not one in a million has 
the gift to an extent available for 
the purposes to which the wise 
would apply it Many have imper- 
fect glimpses, few, few indeed, the 
unveiled, lucent sight. They who 
have but the imperfect glimpses, 
mislead and dupe the minds that 
consult them, because, being some- 
times marvellously right, they ex- 
cite a credulous belief in their 
general accuracy; and as they are 
but translators of dreams in their 
own brain, their assurances are no 
more to be trusted than are the 
dreams of commonplace sleepers. 
But where the gift exists to perfec- 
tion, he who knows how to direct 
and to profit by it should be able to 
discover all that he desires to know 
for the guidance and preservation 
of his own life. He will be fore- 
warned of every danger, forearmed 
in the means by which danger is 
avoided. For the eye of the true 
Pythoness matter has no obstruc- 
tion, space no confines, time no 
measurement" 

" My dear Margrave, you may well 
say that creatures so gifted are rare ; 
and, for my part I would as soon 
search for a unicorn, as, to use your 
affected expression, for a Pytho- 
ness." 

''Nevertheless, whenever there 
come across the course of your i^too 
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tioe some young creature to whom 
all the evil of the world is as yet 
unknown, to whom the ordinary 
cares and duties of the world are 
strange and unwelcome ; who from 
the earliest dawn of reason has 
loved to sit apart and to muse ; before 
whose eyes visions pass unsolicited ; 
who converses with those who are 
not dwellers on the earth, and be- 
holds in the space landscapes which 
the earth does not reflect—*' 

** Margrave, Margrave ! of whom 
do you speak?" 

"Whose frame, though exqui- 
sitely sensitive, has still a health 
and a soundness in which you re- 
cognise no disease ; whose mind has 
a truthfulness that you know can- 
not deceive you, and a simple intel- 
ligence too clear to deceive itself; 
who is moved to a mysterious de- 
gree by all the varying aspects of 
external nature— innocently joyous, 
or unaccountably sad; — when, I say, 
such a being comes across your 
experience, inform me; and the 
chances are that the true Pythoness 
is found." 

I had listened with vague terror, 
and with more than one exclama- 
tion of amazement, to descriptions 
which brought Lilian Ashleigh be- 
fore me ; and I now sat mute, be- 
wildered, breathless, gazing upon 
Margrave, and rejoicing that, at 
least, Lilian he had never seen. 

He returned my own gaze steadily, 
searcbingly, and then, breaking into 
a slight laugh, resumed : 

" You call my word * Pythoness ' 
affected. I know of no better. My 
recollections of classic anecdote and 
history are confused and dim ; but 
somewhere I have read or heard that 
the priests of Delphi were accus- 
tomed to travel chiefly into Thrace 
or Thessaly, in search of the virgins 
who might fitly administer their 
oracles, and that the oracles gra- 
dually ceased in repute as the priests 



became unable to discover the orga- 
nization requisite in the priestesses^ 
and supplied by craft and impos- 
ture, or by such imperfect fragmen- 
tary developments as belong now to 
professional clairvoyants, the gifts 
which Nature failed to afford. In- 
deed, the demand was one that must 
have rapidly exhausted so limited a 
supply. The constant strain upon 
faculties so wearing to the vital func- 
tions in their relentless exerdse^ 
under .the artful stimulants by which 
the priests heightened their power, 
was mortal, and no Pythoness ever 
retained her life more than three 
years from the time that her gift 
was elaborately trained and de- 
veloped.'* 

"Pooh! I know of no classical 
authority for the details you so con- 
fidently cite. Perhaps some such 
legends may be found in the Alex- 
andrian Platonists, but those mys- 
tics are no authority on such a 
subject. After all," I added, re- 
covering from my first surprise, or 
awe, " the Delphic oracles were pro- 
verbially ambiguous, and their re- 
sponses might be read either way ; 
a proof that the priests dictated the 
verses, though their arts on the 
unhappy priestess might throw her 
into real convulsions, and the real 
convulsions, not the false gift, might 
shorten her life. Enough of such 
idle subjects ! Yet no ! one ques- 
tion more. If you found your 
Pythoness, what then ? " 

"What then? Why, through her 
aid I might discover the process of 
an experiment which your practical 
science would assist me to com- 
plete." 

'• Tell me of what kind is your 
experiment; and precisely because 
such Uttle science as I possess is 
exclusively practical, I may assist 
you without the help of the Py- 
thoness." 

Margrave was silent for some 
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minutes, passing his hand several 
times across his forehead, which was 
a frequent gesture of bis, and 
then rising, he answered, in listless 
accents: 

**I cannot say more now, my 
brain is fatigued; and you are not 
yet in the right mood to hear me. 
By the way, how dose and reserved 
you are with me ! " 

"How so?" 

** You never told me that you were 
engaged to be married. You leave 
me, who thought to have won your 
friendship, to hear what concerns 
you so intimately from a compara- 
tive stranger." 

"Who told you?" 

" That woman with eyes that pry 
and lips that scheme, to whose 
house you took me." 

''Mrs. Poyntz! is it possible? 
When ?" 



"This afternoon. I met her in the 
street—she stopped me, and, after 
some unmeaning talk, asked * if I 
had seen you lately ; if I did not 
find you very absent and distracted ; 
no wonder— you were in love. The 
young lady was away on a visit, and 
wooed by a dangerous rival.' " 

" Wooed by a dangerous rival ! *' 

" Very rich, good-looking, young. 
Do you fear Mm ? You turn pale." 

" I do not fear, except so far as 
he who loves truly, loves humbly, 
and fears not that another may be 
preferred, but that another may be 
worthier of preference than himself. 
But that Mrs. Poyntz should tell 
you all this does amaze me. Bid she 
mention the name, of the young 
lady?" 

''Yes; Lilian Ashleigh. Hence- 
forth be more frank with me. Who 
knows ? I may help you. Adieu ! " 



CHAPTER XXVII. 



When Margrave had gone, I 
l^oedat the dock— not yet nine. 
I resolved to go at once to Mrs. 
Poyntz. It was not an evening on 
which she received, but doubtless 
she would see me. She owed me an 
explanation. How thus carelessly 
divulge a secret she had been en- 
joined to keep ? and this rival, of 
whom I was ignorant ? It was no 
longer a matter of wonder that 
Margrave should have described 
Lilian's peculiar idiosyncrasies in 
his sketch of his fabulous Pytho- 
ness. Doubtless, Mrs. Poyntz had, 
with unpardonable levity of indis- 
cretion, revealed all of which she 
disapproved in my choioe. But for 
what object ? ^ Was this her boasted 



friendship for me? Was it con- 
sistent with the regard she professed 
for Mrs. Ashleigh ^nd Lilian ? Oc- 
cupied by these perplexed and in- 
dignant thoughts, I arrived at Mrs. 
Poyntz's house, and was admitted 
to her presence. She was fortu- 
nately alone ; her daughter and the 
Colonel had gone to some party on 
the Hill. I would not take the hand 
she held out to me on entrance; 
seated myself in stem displeasure, 
and proceeded at once to inquire if 
she had really betrayed to Mr. Mar- 
grave the secret of n:iy engagement 
to Lilian. 

" Yes, Allen Fenwick ; I have this 
day told, not only Mr. Margrave, 
but every person I met who is Uk^Vj 
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to tell it to some one else, the secret 
of your engagement to Lilian Ash- 
leigh. I never promised to oonceal 
it ; on the contrary, I wrote word to 
Anne Ashleigh that I would therein 
act as my own judgment counselled 
me. I think my words to you were 
that * public gossip was sometimes 
the best security for the completion 
of private engagements.' " 

"Do you mean that Mrs. or 
Miss Ashleigh recoils from the en- 
gagement with me, and that I should 
meanly compel them both to fulfil 
it by codling in the public to censure 

them— if— iJf Oh, madam, this is 

worldly artifice indeed ! " 

** Be good enough to listen to me 
quietly. I have never yet showed 
you the letter to Mrs. Ashleigh, 
written by Lady Haughton, and 
delivered by Mr. Vigors. That 
letter I will now show to you ; but 
before doing so I must enter into 
a preliminary explanation. Lady 
Haughton is one of those women 
who love power, and cannot obtain 
it except through wealth and station 
— by her own intellect never obtain 
it. When her husband died she 
was reduced from an income of 
twelve thousand a year to a jointure 
of twelve hundred, but with the ex- 
clusive guardianship of a young son, 
a minor, and adequate allowances 
for the charge ; she continued, there- 
fore, to preside as mistress over the 
establishments in town and country ; 
still had the administration of her 
son's wealth and rank. She stinted 
his education, in order to maintain 
her ascendency over him. He be- 
came a brainless prodigal — spend- 
thrifb alike of health and fortune. 
Alarmed, she saw that, probably, he 
would die young and a beggar ; his 
only hope of reform was in marriage. 
She reluctantly resolved to marry 
him to a penniless, well-bom, soft- 
minded young lady whom she knew 
she .could control; just before this 



marriage was to take place' he 
killed by a fiill from his hone. !%» 
Haughton estate passed to his 
cousin, the luckiest young man 
alive; the same Ashleigh Sumner 
who had already succeeded, in de- 
fault of male issue, to poor Gilbert 
Ashleigh's landed possessions. Over 
this young man Lady Haughton 
could expect no influence. Sbe- 
would be a stranger in his house. 
But she had a niece ! Mr. Vigors 
assured her the niece was beaatifUL 
And if the niece could become 
Mrs. Ashleigh Sumner, thai Ladr 
Haughton would be a less unimport- 
ant Nobody in the world, because- 
she would still have her nearest re* 
lation in a Somebody at Han|^ton< 
Park. Mr. Vigors li::d his ow]i> 
pompous reasons for approving an. 
alliance which he might help to ac- 
complish. The first step towards 
that alliance was obviously to bring 
into reciprocal attraction the natu- 
ral charms of the young lady and 
the acquired merits of the young 
gentleman. Mr. Vigors could easily 
induce his ward to pay a visit to 
Lady Haughton, and Lady Haugh-- 
ton had only to extend her invita- 
tions to her niece; hence the letter 
to Mrs. Ashleigh, of which Mr. 
Vigors was the bear^, and hence 
my advice to you, of which you can 
now understand the motive. Since^ 
you thought Lilian Ashleigh the- 
only woman you could love, and 
since I thought there were other 
women in the world who might do 
as well for Ashleigh Sumner, it 
seemed to me Mr for all parties ihtA 
Lilian should not go to Ladyr 
Haughton's in ignorance of the 
sentiments with which she had in- 
spired you. A girl can seldom be- 
sure that she loves until she is sure 
that she is loved. And now," added 
Mrs. Poyntz, rising and walking: 
across the room to her bureau— 
*' now I will show yon Lady Haugh* 
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ton's inTiUtion to Mn. Ashleifih. 
Here it U!" 

I nn my eye over the letter, 
which Bba thriut into my huid, 
resuming her knitwork while I read. 

The letter wu Bhort, couched in 
conTentioDol temu of hallow afieo- 
tion. The miter bUmed herself 
for having so long neglected her 
brothar'a widow and child; her 
heart bad been irrapped up too 
much in the «on she hiid lost ; that 
lo99 had made her turn to the ties of 
blood still left to her ; ehe had beard 
Dmoh of Lilian from th^ common 
friend, Ur. T^n; the longed to 
embrace so oharming a nieoe. Then 
followed the invitation and the post- 
Boript. The pottecript ran thus, so far 
18 1 oan remember : " Whatever m; 
own grief at mj irreparable bereavo- 
Bient, I am no ^otist, I keep my 
sorrow to mfwlL Tou nill Snd 
some pleasant gueste at my houae, 
among other* onr joint conueotion, 
yoang Ashlragh Sumner." 

"Women'i postscripts are pro- 
Terbial for their signifioance," sud 
tltrt. Poynbt, when I had nmcluded 
the letter and laid it on the tftble ; 
"and it I did not at once thair you 
this hypoorttiod effunon, it was 
•imply because at the name Asbleigh 
Snnmer ita olqeat became trans- 
parent, not perhaps to poor Anne 
Afhlmgh nor to innocent Lilian, 
but to my knijwledge of the parties 
concerned, as it ought to be to that 
shrewd intelligence which you de- 
rive partly ft-om nature, partly from 
the insight into life which a true 
physician cannot fail to acquire. 
And it I know anything of yau, 
yon would have romantically ^d, 
had you seen the letter at first, and 
understood its covert intention, 
'Let me not shackle the choice of 
the woman I love, and to whom an 
alliance so coveted in the eyes of 
the world might, if she were left 
free, be proffered.' " 



" I shoold not have gathered from 
the postscript all that you see in it, 
but had its purport been sosnggested 
to me, you are right, I should have 
so said. Well, and as Mr. Margrave 
tells me that you informed him that 
I have a rival, I am now to con- 
clude that the rival is Mr. Ashle^b 
Sumner t " 

" Has not Mrs. Ashleigh or lolian 
mentioned him in writLDg to you F " 

" Yes, both ; Lilian very slightly j 
Mrs. Ashleigh with some praise, as 
a young man of high charactor and 
very courteous to her." 

" Yet, though I asked you to come 
and tell me who were the guests at 
Lady Haughton's, you never did 

" Pardon me ; hut of the Kuesta i 
thought nothing, and letten ad- 
dressed to my heart seemed to me 
too saored to talk about. And Ash- 
leigh Sumner then oourta Lilian I 
How do you know P " 

" I know everything that concerns 
me ; and her% the explanation is 
umple. My aunt. Lady BelaSeld, 
is staying with Lady Hanghlon. 
Lady Delafisld is one of the women 
of fashion who shine by their own 
light; Lady Haughton shines by 
twrrowed light, and borrows every 
ray she oan find." 

" And Lady DelaSeld writes you 

" That Ashleigh Sumner is caught 
by Lilian's beauty." 

" And Lilian herself——" 

" Women like Lady Belafield do 
not readily believe that any girl 
couldrefuse Ashleigh Sumner; con- 
sidered in himself, he is steady and 
good-looking; considered as owner 
of Kirby Hall and Haughton Park, 
he has, in the eyes of any sensible 
mother, the virtues of Cato and the 
beauty of Antinous," 

I pressed my hand to my heart — 
close to my heart lay a letter from 
Lilian— and there was no word in 
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that letter which showed that her 
heart was gone from mine. I shook 
my head gently, and smiled in con- 
fiding triumph. 

Mrs. Poyntz surveyed me with a 
bent brow and a compressed lip. 

"I understand your smile," she 
said, ironically. "Very likely Lilian 
may be quite untouched by this 
^ oung man's admiration, but Anne 
Ashleigh may be dazzled by so bril- 
liant a prospect for hef daughter. 
And, in short, I thought it desirable 
to let your engagement be publicly 
known throughout the town to-day ; 
that information will travel— it will 
reach Ashleigh Sumner through 
Mr. Vigors, or others in this neigh- 
bourhood, with whom I know that 
he oorresponds. It will bring affiiirs 
to a crisis, and before it may be 
too late. I think it well that Ash- 
leigh Sumner should leave that 
house; if he leave it for good, so 
much the better. And, perhaps, the 
sooner Lilian returns to L-— the 
lighter your own heart will be." 

" And for these reasons you have 
published the secret of ** 

"Your engagement? Yes. Pre- 
pare to be congratulated wherever 
you go. And now, if you hear either 
from mother or daughter, that 
Ashleigh Sumner has proposed, and 



been, let us say, refused, I do not 
doubt that, in the pride of your 
heart, you will come and tell 
me." 

" Bely upon it, I will ; but before 
I take leave, allow me to ask, why 
you described to a young man like 
Mr. Margrave — whose wild and 
strange humours you have witnessed 
and not approved — any of those 
traits of character in Miss Ashleigh 
which distinguish her from other 
girls of her age?" 

" I ? You mistake. I said nothing 
to him of her character. I men- 
tioned her name, and said she was 
beautiful, that was alL" 

" Nay, you said that she was fond 
of musing, of solitude ; that in her 
fancies she believed in the reality of 
visions which might flit before her 
eyes as they flit before the eyes of 
all imaginative dreamers." 

" Not a word did I say to Mr. 
Margrave of such peculiarities in 
Lilian ; not a word more than what 
I have told you, on my honour !" 

Still incredulous, but disguising 
my incredulity with that convenient 
smile by which we accomplish so 
much of the polite dissimulation 
indispensable to the decencies of 
civilized life, I took my departure, 
returned home, and wrote to Lilian. 
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CHAPTER XXVIIL 



The conversation with Mrs. Poyntz 
left my mind restless and disquieted. 
I had no doubt, indeed, of Lilian's 
truth, but could I be sure that the 
attentions of a young man, with ad- 
vantages of fortune so brilliant, 
would not force on her thoughts the 
contrast of the humbler lot and the 



duller walk of life in which she had 
aocepted as companion a man re- 
moved from her romantic youth less 
by disparity of years than by gravity 
of pursuits? And would my suit 
now be as welcomed as it had been 
by a mother even so unworldly as 
Mrs. Ashleigh ? Why, too, should 
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both mother and daughter have left 
zne so unprepared to hear that I had 
a rival? Why not have implied 
some consolinp; assurance that such 
rivalry need not cause me alarm ? 
Lilian's letters, it is true, touched 
but little on any of the persons 
round her— they were filled with the 
outpourings of an ingenuous heart, 
coloured by the glow of a golden 
fancy. They were written as if in 
the wide world we two stood apart 
alone, consecrated from the crowd 
by the love that, in linking us to- 
gether, had hallowed each to the 
other. Mrs. Ashleigh's letters were 
more general and diffusive, detailed 
the habits of the household, sketched 
the guests, intimated her continued 
fear of Lady Haughton, but had said 
nothing more of Mr. Ashleigh Sum- 
ner than I had repeated to Mrs. 
Poyntz. However, in my letter to 
Lilian I related the intelligence that 
had reached me, and impatiently I 
awaited her reply. 

Three days after the interview 
with Mrs. Poyntz, and two days 
before the long-anticipated event of 
the mayor's ball, I was summoned to 
attend a nobleman who had lately 
been added to my list of patients, 
and whose residence was about 

twelve miles from L . The 

nearest way was through Sir Philip 
Derval's park. I went on horseback, 
and proposed to stop on the way to 
inquire after the steward, whom I 
had seen but once since his fit, and 
that was two days after it, when he 
called himself at my house to thank 
me for my attendance, and to declare 
that he was quite recovered. 

As I rode somewhat fast through 
the park, I came, however, upon the 
steward, just in front of the house. 
I reined in my horse and accosted 
him. He looked very cheerful. 

"Sir," said he, in a whisper, "I 
have heard from Sir Philip; his 
letter is dated since— since ;— my 



good woman told you what I saw ; — 
well, since then. So that it must 
have been all a delusion of mine, as 
you told her. And yet, well— well— 
we will not talk of it, doctor. But 
I hope you have kept the secret. 
Sir PhiUp would not like to hear of 
it, if he comes back." 

" Tour secret is quite safe with 
me. But is Sir Philip likely to come 
back?" 

" I hope so, doctor. His letter is 
dated Paris, and that's nearer home 
than he has been for many years ; 
and— but bless me— some one is 
coming out of the house ? a young 
gentleman ! Who can it be ? " 

I looked, and to my surprise I 
saw Margrave descending the stately 
stairs that led from the front door. 
The steward turned towards him, 
and I mechanically followed, for I 
was curious to know what had 
brought Margrave to the house of 
the long-absent traveller. 

It was easily explained. Mr. Mar- 
grave had heard at L much of 

the pictures and internal decora- 
tions of the mansion. He had, by 
dint of coaxing (he said, with his 
enchanting laugh), persuaded the 
old housekeeper to show him the 
rooms. 

" It is against Sir Philip's positive 
orders to show the house to any 
stranger, sir ; and the housekeeper 
has done very wrong," said the 
steward. 

** Pray don't scold her. I dare say 
Sir Philip would not have refused 
me a permission he might not give 
to every idle sight-seer. Fellow- 
travellers have a freemasonry with 
each other; and I have been much 
in the same far countries as himself. 
I heard of him there, and could tell 
you more about him, I dare say, 
than you know yourself." 

** You, sir! pray do then." 

"The next time I come," said 
Margrave, gaily ; and, with a nod to 
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me, he glided off through the trees 
of the neighbouring grove, along the 
winding footpath that led to the 
lodge. 

**A very cool gentleman," mut- 
tered the steward ; *' but what plea- 
sant ways he has! You seem to 
know him, sir. "Who is he— may I 
ask?" 

" Mr. Margrave. A visitor at 

L , and he has been a great 

traveller, as he says ; i>erhaps he met 
Sir Philip abroad." 

" I must go and hear what he said 
to Mrs. Gates ; excuse me, sir, but I 
am so anxious about Sir Philip." 

" If it be not too great a favour, 
may I be allowed the same privilege 
granted to Mr. Margrave ? To judge 
by the outside of the house, the 
inside must be worth seeing ; still, 
if it be against Sir Phihp's positive 
orders—" 

*' His orders were, not to let the 
Court become a show- house — to 
admit none without my consent- 
but I should be ungrateful indeed, 
doctor, if I refused that consent to 
you." 

I tied my horse to the rusty gate 
of the terrace-walk, and followed 
the steward up the broad stairs of 
the terrace. The great doors were 
unlocked. "We entered a lofty hall 
with a domed ceiling ; at the back 
of the hall the grand staircase 
ascended by a double flight. The 
design was undoubtedly Yanbrugh's, 
an architect who, beyond all others, 
sought the effect of grandeur less 
in space than in proportion. But 
Vanbrugh's designs need the relief 
of costume and movement, and the 
forms of a more pompous generation, 
in the bravery of velvets and laces, 
glancing amid those gilded columns, 
or descending with stately tread 
those broad palatial stairs. His halls 
and chambers are so made for fes- 
tival and throng, that they become 
like deserted theatres, inexpressibly 



desolate, as we miss the glitter of 
the lamps and the movement of the- 
actors. 

The housekeeper had now ap- 
peared ; a quiet, timid old woman. 
She excused herself for admitting: 
Margrave— not very intelligibly. It 
was plain to see that she had, in 
truth, been unable to resist what 
the steward termed his "pleasant 
ways." 

As if to escape fh)m a scolding; 
she talked volubly all the time, 
bustling nervously through the 
rooms, along which I followed her 
guidance with a hushed footstep. 
The principal apartments were on 
the ground-floor, or rather, a floor 
raised some ten or fifteen feet above 
the ground; they had not beea 
modernised since the date in which 
they were built. Hangings of faded 
silk; tables of rare marble, and 
mouldered gilding ; comfortiesa 
chairs at drill against the walls ; 
pictures, of which connoisseurs alone- 
could estimate the value, darkened 
by dust or blistered by sun and 
damp, made a general oharaoter of 
discomfort. On not one room, on 
not one nook, still lingered some old 
smile of home. 

Meanwhile, I gathered from the 
housekeeper's rambling answers to 
questions put to her by the steward* 
as I moved on, glancing at the pic- 
tures, that Margrave's visit that day 
was not his first. He had been to- 
the house twice before; his osten-- 
sible excuse that he was an amateur 
in pictures (though, as I had before 
observed, for that department of art 
he had no taste) ; but each time he 
had talked much of Sir Philip. He 
said that though not personally 
known to him, he had resided in the 
same towns abroad, and had friends 
equally intimate with Sir Philip; 
but when the steward inquired if 
the visitor had given any informa- 
tion as to the absentee, it became 
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▼ery clear that Maigrave had beeu 
rather asking quesUons than volun- 
teering intelligenoe. 

We had now ocnne to the end of 
the state apartments, the last of 
which was a library. "And," said 
the old woman, ** I don't wonder the 
gentleman knew Sir Philip, for he 
seemed' a scholar, and looked very 
hard over the books, especially those 
old ones by the fireplace, which Sir 
Philip, Heaven bless him, was always 
poring into." 

Mechanically I tamed to the 
shelves by the fireplace, and exa- 
mined the volumes ranged in that 
department. I found they contained 
the works of those writers whom we 
may class together under the title of 
mystics— lambliohus andPlotinus; 
Swedenborg and Behmen; Sandi- 
Yogius, Van Hehnont, Paracelsus, 
Cardan. Works, too, were there, by 
writers less renowned, on astrology, 
geomanoy, chiromancy, &c. I began 
to understand among what class of 
authors Margrave had picked up the 
strange notions with which he was 
apt to interpolate the doctrines of 
practical philosophy. 

"*! suppose this library was Sir 
Philip's usual sitting-room?" said I. 

"1^0, sir; he seldom sat here. 
This was his study;" and the old 
woman opened a small door, masked 
by false book-backs. I followed her 
into a room of moderate size, and 
evidently of much earlier date than 
the rest of the house. "It is the 
only room left of an older mansion," 
said the steward, in answer to my 
remark. "I have heard it was spared 
on account of the chimney-piece. 
Sut there is a Latin inscription 
which will tell you all about it. I 
don't know Latin myself." 

The chimney-piece reached to the 
ceiling. The frieze of the lower part 
rested on rude stone caryatides; the 
upper part was formed of oak panels 
M(iry curiously carved in the geome- 



trical designs fitvauTed by the taste^ 
prevalent in the reigns of Elizabeth 
and James, but different from any I 
had ever seen in the drawings of old 
houses. And I was not quite nn--^ 
learned in such matters, for my poor 
father was a passionate antiquary in 
all that relates to medieval art^ 
The design in the oak panels was- 
composedof triangles interlaced with, 
varied ingentdty, and enclosed in* 
circular bands inscribed with the- 
signs of the Zodiac. 

On the stone frieze supported by 
the caryatides, immediately under 
the'wood-work, was inserted a metal 
plate, on which was written, in 
Latin, a few lines to the effect that • 
" in this room, Simon Eorman, the 
seeker of hidden truth, taking refuge 
from unjust persecution, made those 
discoveries in nature which he com- 
mitted, for the benefit of a wiser 
age, to the charge of his protector 
and patron, the worshipful Sir Miles 
Derval, knight." 

Foirman! The name was not quite 
unfamiliar to me; but it was not 
without an effort that my memory 
enabled me to assign it to one of the 
most notorious of those astrologers^ 
or soothsayers whom the super- 
stition of an earlier age alternately 
persecuted and honoured. 

The general character of the room 
was more cheerful than the statelier 
chambers I had hitherto passed 
through, for it had still the look of 
habitation. The arm-chair by the 
fireplace; the knee-hole writing- 
table beside it; the sofa near the^ 
recess of a large bay-window, with 
book-prop and candlestick screwed 
to its back; maps, coiled in their 
cylinders, ranged under the cornice ; 
low strong safes, Fkirting two sides 
of the room,and apparently intended 
to hold papers and title-deeds ; seals 
carefully affixed to their jealous 
looks. Placed on the top of these old- 
fashioned receptacles were articles 
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familiar to modern use ; a fowling- 
pieoe here ; fishing-rods there ; two 
or three simple flower vases; a pile 
of music books ; a box of crayons. 
All in this room seemed to speak of 
residence and ownership — of the 
idiosyncrasies of a lone single man, 
it is true, but of a man of one's own 
time— a country gentleman of plain 
habits but not uncultivated tastes. 

I moved to the window; it opened 
by a sash upon a large balcony, from 
which a wooden stair wound to a 
little garden, not visible in front of 
the house, surrounded by a thick 
grove of evergreens, through which 
one broad vista was cut; and that 
vista was closed by a view of the 
mausoleum. 

I stepped out into the garden— a 
patch of sward with a fountain in 
the centre— and parterres, now more 
filled with weeds than flowers. At 
the left corner was a tall wooden 
summer-house or pavilion — ^its door 
wide open. *'0h, that's where Sir 
Philip used to study many a long 
summer's night," said the steward. 
What ! in that damp pavilion ? " 
It was a pretty place enough 
then, sir ; but it is very old. They 
say as old as the room you have just 
left." 

" Indeed, I must look at it, then." 

The walls of this summer-house 
had once been painted in the ara- 
besques of the Eenaissance period ; 
-but the figures were now scarcely 
traceable. The wood -work had 
started in some places, and the sun- 
beams stole through the chinks and 
played on the floor, which was 
formed from old tiles quaintly tesse- 
lated and in triangular patterns, 
similar to those I had observed in 
the chimney-piece. The room in the 
pavilion was large, furnished with 
old worm-eaten tables and settles. 

"It was not only here that Sir 
Philip studied, but sometimes in the 
xoom above," said the steward. 
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"How do you get to the room 
above? Oh! I see; a staircase in 
the angle." I ascended the stairs 
with some caution, for they were 
crooked and decayed; and, on en- 
tering the room above, compre- 
hended at once why Sir Philip had 
favoured it. 

The cornice of the ceiling rested 
on pilasters, within which the com- 
partments were formed into open 
unglazed arches, surrounded by a 
railed balcony. Through these 
arches, on three sides of the room, 
the eye commanded a magnificent 
extent of prospect. On the fourth 
side the view was bounded by the 
mausoleum. In this room was a 
large telescope, and on stepping into 
the balcony, I saw that a winding 
stair mounted thence to a platform 
on the top of the pavilion— perhaps 
once used as an observatory by 
Forman himself. 

"The gentleman who was here 
to-day was very much pleased with 
this look-out, sir," said the house- 
keeper. 

" Who would not be ? I sup- 
pose Sir Philip has a taste for 
astronomy." 

" I dare say, sir," said the steward, 
looking grave ; " he likes most out- 
of-the-way things." 

The position of the sun now 
warned me that my time pressed, 
and that I should have to ride fast 
to reach my new patient at the hour 
appointed. I therefore hastened 
back to my horse, and spurred on, 
wondering whether, in the chain of 
association which so subtly links 
our pursuits in manhood to our 
impressions in childhood, it was the 
Latin inscription on the chimney- 
piece that had originally biassed 
Sir Philip Berval's literary taste 
towards the mystic jargon of the 
books at which I had contemptu- 
ously glanced. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 



I DID not see Margrave the following 
day, but the next morning, a little 
after sunrise, he walked into my 
study, according to his ordinary 
habit. 

"So you know something about 
Sir Philip Berval ?" said I. " What 
sort of a man is he ? " 

" Hateful ! *' cried Margrave ; and 
then checking himself, burst out 
into his merry laugh. "Just like 
my exaggerations! I am not ac- 
quainted with anything to his pre- 
judice. I came across his track once 
or twice in the East. Travellers 
are always apt to be jealous of each 
other." 

" You are a strange compound of 
cynicism and credulity. But I 
should have fancied that you and 
Sir Philip would have been con- 
genial spirits, when I found, among 
his favourite books, Van Helmont 
and Paracelsus. Perhaps you, too, 
study Swedenborg, or, worse still, 
Ptolemy and Lilly ? " 

"Astrologers? No! They deal 
with the ftiture ! I live for the day ; 
only I wish the day never had a 
morrow ! " 

" Have you not, then, that vague 
desire for the something lej/ondj 
that not unhappy, but grand dis- 
content with the limits of the im- 
mediate Present, from which man 
takes his passion for improvement 
and progress, and from which some 
sentimental philosophers have de- 
duced an argument in favour of his 
destined immortality ? " 

"Eh!** said Margrave, with as 
vacant a stare as that of a peasant 
whom one has addressed in Hebrew. 
"What farrago of words is this? 
I do not comprehend you." 



"With your natural abilities," 
I asked with interest, " do you never 
feel a desire for fame ^ " 

" Fame ? Certainly not. I cannot 
even understand it ! " 

"Well, then, would you have- 
no pleasure in the thought that 
you had rendered a service to* 
humanity ?" 

Margrave looked bewildered : after 
a moment's pause, he took from the- 
table a piece of bread that chanced 
to be there, opened the window, and 
threw the crumbs into the lane. 
The sparrows gathered round the 
crumbs. 

"Now," said Margrave, "the 
sparrows come to that dull pave- 
ment for the bread that recruits 
their lives in this world; do you 
believe that one sparrow would be 
silly enough to fly to a house-top 
for the sake of some benefit Ur 
other sparrows, or to be chirruped 
about after he was dead ? I care 
for science as the sparrow cares for 
bread ; it may help me to something 
good for my own life ; and as for fame 
and humanity, I care for them as 
the sparrow cares for the general 
interest and posthumous appro- 
bation of sparrows ! " 

" Margrave ; there is one thing in 
you that perplexes me more than 
all else — human puzzle as you 
are— in your many eccentricities 
and self-contradictions." 

" What is that one thing in me 
most perplexing ? " 

** This ; that in your enjoyment of 
Nature you have all the freshness 
of a child, but when you speak of 
Man and his objects in the world, 
you talk in the vein of some worn- 
out and hoary cynic. At such times; 
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were I ito close my eyes, I should 
say to myself, * What weary old man 
is thus venting his spleen against 
the ambition which has failed, and 
the love which has forsaken him ? ' 
Outwardly the very personation of 
youth, and revelling like a butterfly 
in the warmth of the sun and the 
tints of the herbage, why have you 
none of the golden passions of the 
young ? their bright dreams of some 
impossible love— their sublime en- 
thusiasm for some unattainable 
glory? The sentiment you have 
.just clothed in the illustration by 
which you place yourself on a level 
with the sparrows is too mean and 
too gloomy to bo genuine at your 
age. Misanthropy is among the 
dismal fallacies of graybeards. No 
man, till man's energies leave him, 
can divorce himself from the bonds 
of our social kind.'' 

"Our kind— your kind, possibly ! 

But I ." He swept his hand 

over over his brow, and resumed, 
in strange, fibsent^ and wistful 
accents : ** I wonder what it is that 
is wanting here, and of which at 
moments I have a dim reminis- 
cence." Again he paused, and 
gazing on me, said with more 
appearance of friendly interest than 
I had ever before remarked in his 
countenance, '* You are not looking 
well Despite your great physical 
strength, you suffer like your own 
«ickly patients." 

"True! I suffer at this moment, 
but not from bodily pain." 

" You have some cause of mental 
disquietude ? " 

" Who in this world has not ? " 

" I never have." 

"Because you own you have 
never loved; certainly, you never 
seem to oare for any one but your- 
^If; and in yourself you find an 
unbroken sunny holiday, — high 
spirits, youth, health, beauty, 
wealth. Happy boy!" 



At that moment my heart was 
heavy within me. 

Margrave resumed : — 

"Among the secrets which your 
knowledge places at the command 
of your art, what would you give 
for one which would enable you to 
defy and to deride a rival where yoa 
place your affections, which could 
lock to yourself, and imperiously 
control, the will of the being whom 
you desire to fascinate, by an in- 
fluence paramount, transcendent ?" 

"Love has that secret," said I, 
"and love alone." 

" A power stronger than love can 
suspend, can change love itseUl 
But if love be the object or dream 
of your life, love is the rosy asso- 
ciate of youth and beauty. Beauty 
soon fades, youth soon departs. 
What if in nature there were 
means by which beauty and youth 
can be fixed into blooming duration 
— means that could arrest the 
course, nay, repair the effeots, of 
time on the elements that make up 
the human frame ? " 

"Silly boy! Have the Eoa- 
crucians bequeathed to you a pre- 
scription for the elixir of life ? " 

"If I had the prescription I 
should not ask your aid to discover 
its ingredients." 

"And is it in the hope of that 
notable discovery you have studied 
chemistry, electricity, and magnet- 
ism ? Again I say. Silly boy ! " 

Margrave did not heed my reply. 
His face was overcast, gloomy, 
troubled. 

"That the vital principle is a 
gas," said he, abruptly, " I am fully 
convinced. Can that gas be the 
one which combines caloric with 
oxygen ? " 

" Phosoxygen ? Sir Humphry 
Davy demonstrates that gas not to 
be, as Lavoisier supposed, caloric^ 
but light, combined with oxygen; 
and he suggests, not indeed that it 
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is the Tital principle itself, but 
the pabulum of life to organic 
beings." * 

"Does he?" said Margrave, his 
face clearing up. ** Possibly, possi- 
bly then, here we approach the great 
secret of secrets. Look you, Allen 
Penwick, I promise to secure to 
you unfailing security from all the 
jealous fears that now torture your 
heart; if you care for that fame 
which to me is not worth the scent 
•of a flower, the balm of a breeze, I 
will impart to you a knowledge 
which, in the hands of ambition, 
would dwarf into commonplace 
the boasted wonders of recognised 
-science. I will do all this, if, in 
return, but for one month you will 
give yourself up to my guidance 
in whatever experiments I ask, no 
matter how wild they may seem to 
you." 

** My dear Margrave, I reject your 
bribes as I would reject the moon 
and the stars which a child might 
offer to me in exchange for a toy. 
But I may give the child its toy for 
nothing, and I may test your experi- 
ments for nothing some day when I 
haye leisure.** 

I did not hear Margrave's answer, 
for at that moment my servant 
entered with letters. Lilian's hand ! 
"Tremblingly, breathlessly, I broke 
the seal. Such a loving, bright, 
happy letter ; so sweet in its gentle 
ohi^ng of my wrongful fears. It 
was implied rather than said that 
Ashleigh Sumner had proposed and 
been refused. He had now lefb the 
house. Lilian and her mother were 
•coming back; in a few days we 
should meet. In this letter were 
-enclosed a few lines from Mrs. Ash- 
leigh. She vras more explicit about 
my rival than Lilian had been. If 
tio allusion to his attentions had 
been made to me before, it was from 

• See Sir Hmnpliry Davy on Heat, 
Xight, and the Combinations of Light. 



a delicate consideration for myself. 
Mrs. Ashleigh said that " the young 

man had heard from L of our 

engagement, and— disbelieved it;" 
but, as Mrs. Poyntz had so shrewdly 
predicted, hurried at once to the 
avowal of his own attachment, and 
the offer of his own hand. On 
Lilian's refusal his pride had been 
deeply mortified. He had gone 
away manifestly in more anger than 
sorrow. "Lady Delafield, dear Mar- 
garet Poyntz's aunt, had been most 
kind in trying to soothe Lady 
Haughton's disappointment, which 
was rudely expressed— so rudely," 
added Mrs. Ashleigh, "that it gives 
us an excuse to leave sooner than 
had been proposed — which I am 
very glad of. Lady Delafield feels 
much for Mr. Sumner ; has invited 
him to visit her at a place she 
has near Worthing: she leaves to- 
morrow in order to receive him; 
promises to reconcile him to our 
rejection, which, as he was my poor 
Gilbert's heir, and was very friendly 
at first, would be a great relief to 
my mind. Lilian is well, and so 
happy at the thoughts of coming 
back." 

When I lifted my eyes from these 
letters I was as a new man, and the 
earth seemed a new earth. I felt 
as if I had realized Margrave's idle 
dreams— as if youth could never 
fade, love could never grow cold. 

" You care for no secrets of mine 
at this moment," said Margrave, 
abruptly. 

" Secrets," I murmured ; " none 
now are worth knowing. I am 
loved — I am loved ! " 

" I bide my time," said Margrave ; 
and as my eyes met his, I saw there 
a look I had never seen in those 
eyes before— sinister, wrathful, me- 
nacing. He turned away, went out 
through the sash door of the study ; 
and as he passed towards the fields 
under the luxuriant chestnut-trees. 
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I heard his musical, barhario ohant 
—the song by Tvhioh the serpent- 
charmer charms the serpent,— sweet, 



so sweet— the very birds on the 
boughs hashed their carol as if to 
listen. 



■«o^ 



CHAPTER XXX. 



I CALLED that day on Mrs. Foyntz, 
and communicated to her the pur- 
port of the glad news I had received. 

She was still at work on the ever- 
lasting knitting, her firm fingers 
linking mesh into mesh as she 
listened ; and when I had done, she 
laid her skein deliberately down, 
and said, in her favourite character- 
istic formula, 

" So at last ?— that is settled ! " 

She rose and paced the room as 
men are apt to do in reflection— 
women rarely need such movement 
to aid their thoughts— her eyes were 
fixed on the floor, and one hand was 
lightly pressed on the palm of the 
other — the gesture of a musing 
reasoner who is approaching the 
close of a difficult cfdculation. 

At length she paused, fronting 
me, and said, dryly, 

** Accept ray congratulations— life 
smiles on you now — guard that 
smile, and when we meet next, may 
we be even firmer friends than we 
are now ! '* 

" When we meet next— that will 
be to-night — you surely go to the 
mayor's great ball? All the Hill 
descends to Low Town to-night.*' 

** No ; we are obliged to leave 

L this afternoon— in less than 

two hours we shall be gone— a family 
engagemept. We may be weeks 
away ; you will excuse me, then, if 
I take leave of you so unceremoni- 
ously. Stay, a motherly word of 
caution. That friend of yours, Mr. 



Margrave! Moderate your intimacy 
with him ; and especially after you 
are married. There is in that 
stranger, of whom so little is known, 
a something which I cannot com- 
prehend—a something that capti- 
vates, and yet revolts. I find him 
disturbing my thoughts, perplexing 
my conjectures, haunting my fan- 
cies—I, plain woman of the world ! 
Lilian is imaginative ; beware of her 
imagination, even when sure of her 
heart. Beware of Margrave. The 

sooner he quits L , the better, 

believe me, for your peace of mind. 
Adieu! I must prepare for our 



journey. 
" That 



»* 



» 



woman," muttered I, on 
quitting her house, " seems to have 
some strange spite against my poor 
Lilian, ever seeking to rouse my 
own distrust of that exquisite nature 
which has just given me such proof 
of its truth. And yet — and yet— 
is that woman so wrong here? 
True! Margrave with his wild 
notions, his strange beauty! — true 
— true— he might dangerously en- 
courage that turn for the mystio and 
visionary which distresses me in 
Lilian. Lilian should not know him. 

How induce him to leave L ? 

Ah — those experiments on whioh he 
asks my assistance ! 1 might com- 
mence them when he comes again, 
and then invent some excuse to 
send him for completer tests to 
the famous chemists of Paris or 
Berlin." 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 



It is the night of the mayor's ball ! 
The guests are assembling fast; 
county families twelve miles round 
have been invited, as well as the 
principal families of the town. All, 
before proceeding to the room set 
apart for the dance, moved in pro- 
cession through the museum— ho- 
mage to science before pleasure ! 

The building was brilliantly 
lighted, and the effect was striking, 
perhaps because singular and gro- 
tesque. There, amidst stands of 
flowers and evergreens, lit up with 
coloured lamps, were grouped the 
dead representatives of races all 
inferior — some deadly — to man. 
The fancy of the ladies had been 
permitted to decorate and arrange 
these types of the animal world. 
The tiger glared with glass eyes 
from amidst artificial reeds and 
herbage, as from his native jungle ; 
the grisly white bear peered from a 
mimic iceberg. There, in front, 
stood the sage elephant, facing a 
hideous hippopotamus; whilst an 
anaconda twined its long spire 
round the stem of some tropical 
tree in zinc. In glass cases, brought 
into full light by festooned lamps, 
were dread specimens of the rep- 
tile race— scorpion and vampire, 
and cobra capella, with insects of 
gorgeous hues, not a few of them 
with venomed stings. 

But the chief boast of the collec- 
tion was in the varieties of the 
Genus Simla— baboons and apes, 
chimpanzees, with their human 
visage, mockeries of man, from the 
dwarf monkeys perched on boughs 
lopped from the mayor's shrub- 
beries, to the formidable ourang- 
outang, leaning on his huge club. 



Every one expressed to the mayor 
admiration ; to each other anti- 
pathy, for this unwonted and' some- 
what ghastly, though instructive, 
addition to the revels of a ball- 
room. 

Margrave, of course, was there, 
and seemingly quite at home, gliding 
from group to group of gaily-dressed 
ladies, and brilliant with a childish 
eagerness to play off the showman. 
Many of these grim fellow-creatures 
he declared he had seen, played, or 
fought with. He had something 
true or false to say about each. In 
his high spirits he contrived to 
make the tiger move, and imitated 
the hiss of the terrible anaconda. 
All that he did had its grace, its 
charm ; and the buzz of admiration 
and the flattering glances of ladies' 
eyes followed him wherever he 
moved. 

However, there was a general 
feeling of reUef when the mayor led 
the way from the museum into the 
ball-room. In provincial parties 
guests arrive pretty much within 
the same hour, and so few who had 
once paid their respects to the apes 
and serpents, the hippopotamus 
and the tiger, were disposed to 
repeat the visit, that long before 
eleven o'clock the museum was as 
free from the intrusion of human 
life as the wilderness in which its 
dead occupants had been bom. 

I had gone my round through 
the rooms, and, little disposed to be 
social, had crept into the retreat of 
a window-niche, pleased to think 
myself screened by its draperies ; — 
not that I was melancholy, far from 
it— for the letter I had received 
that morning from Lilian had raised 
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my whole being into a sovereignty 
of happiness high beyond the reach 
of the young pleasure-hunters, 
whose voices and laughter blended 
with tha# vulgar musia 

To read her letter again I had 
stolen to my nook— and, now, sure 
that none saw me kiss it, I replaced 
it in my bosom. I looked through 
the parted curtain ; the room was 
comparatively empty; but there, 
through the open folding-doors, I 
saw the gay crowd gathered round 
the dancers, and there agun, at 
right angles, a vista along the cor- 
ridor afforded a glimpse of the 
great elephant in the deserted 
museum. 

Presently I heard, close beside 
me, my host's voice. 

*' Here's a cool corner, a pleasant 
sofa, you can have it all to yourself: 
what an honour to receive you 
under my roof, and on this interest- 
ing occasion ! Yes, as you say, there 

are great changes in L since 

you left us. Society has much im- 
proved. I must look about and find 
some persons to introduce to you. 
Clever! oh, I know your tastes. 
We have a wonderful man — a new 
doctor. Carries all before him — 
very high character, too — good old 
family— greatly looked up to, even 
apart from his profession. Dog- 
matic a little— a Sir Oracle—* Lets 
no dog bark ; ' you remember the 
quotation — Shakespeare. Where 
on earth is he ? My dear Sir 
Philip, I am sure you would enjoy 
his conversation." 

Sir PhiUp ! Could it be Sir Philip 
Derval, to whom the mayor was 
giving a flattering, yet scarcely pro- 
pitiatory, description of myself? 
Curiosity combined with a sense of 
propriety in not keeping myself an 
unsuspected listener : I emerged 
from the curtain, but silently, and 
reached the centre of the room 
before the mayor perceived me. He 



then came up to me eagerly, linked 
his arm in mine, and leading me to 
a gentleman seated on a Bofa, close 
by the . window I had quitted, 
said: 

"Doctor, I must present you to 
Sir Philip Derval, just returned to 
England, and not six hours in 
L-— , If you would like to see 
the museum again, Sir Philip, the 
doctor, I am sure, will accompany 
you." 

^ No, I thank you ; it is painful 
to me at present, to see, even under 
your roof, the collection which my 
poor dear friend. Dr. Lloyd, was so 
proudly beginning to form when I 
left these parts." 

** Ay, Sir Philip— Dr. Lloyd was 
a worthy man in his way, but sadly 
duped in* his latter years; took to 
mesmerism, only think ! But our 
young doctor here showed him up, 
I can tell you." 

Sir Philip, who had acknowledged 
my first introduction to his ac- 
quaintance by the quiet courtesy 
with which a well-bred man goes 
through a ceremony that custom 
enables him to endure with equal 
ease and indifference, now evinced 
by a slight change of manner how 
little the mayor's reference to my 
dispute with Dr. Lloyd advanced 
me in his good opinion. He turned 
away with a bow more formal than 
his first one, and said calmly : 

*' I regret to hear that a man so 
simple-minded and so sensitive as 
Dr. Lloyd should have provoked an 
encounter in which I can well con- 
ceive him to have been worsted. 
With your leave, Mr. Mayor, I will 
look into your ball-room. I may 
perhaps find there some ' old ac- 
quaintances." 

He walked towards the dancers^ 
and the mayor, linking his arm in 
mine, followed close behind, saying 
in his loud hearty tones : 

"Come along, you too, Dr. Fen- 
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wick, my girls are there; you have 
hot spoken to them yet." 

Sir Philip, who was then half 
way across the room, turned round 
abruptly, and, looking me full in 
the face, said: 

Tenwick, is your name Fenwick? 
—Allen Fenwick ? " 

" That is my name. Sir Philip." 

" Then permit me to shake you 
"by the hand; you are no stranger, 
and no mere acquaintance to me. 
Mr. Mayor, we will look into your 
ball-room later: do not let us keep 
you now from your other guests." 

The mayor, not in the least 
offended by being thus summarily 
dismissed, smiled, walked on, and 
was soon lost amongst the crowd. 

Sir Philip, still retaining my 
hand, reseated himself on the sofa, 
imd I took my place by his side. 
The room was still deserted: now 
and then a straggler from the ball- 
room looked in for a moment, and 
then sauntered back to the central 
place of attraction. 

"1 am trying to guess," said I, 
" how my name should be known 
to you. Possibly you may, in some 
visit to the Lakes, have known my 
ftther?" 

** No ; I know none of your name 
but yourself— if, indeed, as I doubt 
not, you are the Allen Fenwick to 
whom I owe no small obligation. 
You were a medical student at 
Edinburgh in tiie year • • •?" 

« Yes." 

** So ! At that time there was 
«l80 at Edinburgh a young man, 
named Bichard Strahan. He lodged 
in a fourth flat in the Old Town." 

" I remember him Tery weU." 

" And you remember, also, that a 
ifire broke out at night in the house 
in which he lodged ; that when it 
was discovered, there seemed no 
hope of saying him. The flames 
wrapt the lower part of the house; 
4he staircase had ^Ten way. A boy. 



scarcely so old as himself, was the 
only human being in the crowd 
who dared to scale the ladder, that 
even then scarcely reached the win- 
dows firom which the smoke rolled 
in volumes; that boy penetrated 
into the room— found the inmate 
almost insensible — rallied, sup- 
ported, dragged him to the window 
•—got him on the ladder— saved his 
life then-— and his life later, by 
nursing with a woman's tenderness^ 
through the fever caused by terror 
uid excitement, the fellow-creature 
he had rescued by a man's daring. 
The name of that gallant student 
was Allen Fenwick, and Biohard 
Strahan is my nearest living rela- 
tion. Are we friends now ? " 

I answeted confusedly. I had 
almost forgotten the circumstances 
referred to. Bichard Strahan had 
not been one of my more Intimate 
companions ; and I had never seen 
nor heard of him since leaving 
college. I inquired what had^be- 
come of him. 

«He is at the Scotch bar," said 
Sir Philip, "and of course without 
practice. I understand that he has 
fair average abilities, but no applica- 
tion. If I am rightiy informed, he 
is, however, a thoroughly honour- 
able, upright man, and of an affec- 
tionate and grateful disposition." 

** I can answer for all you have 
said in his praise. He had the 
qualities you name too deeply 
rooted in youth to have lost them 
now." 

Sir PhilH> remuned for some 
moments in a muang silence. And 
I took advantage of that silence to 
examine him with more minute 
attention than I had done before, 
much as the first sight oi him had 
struck me. 

He was somewhat below the com- 
mon height. So delicately formed 
that one might call him rather 
fhigile than slight But in his cax- 
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riage and air there was remarkable 
dignity. His countenance was at 
direct variance with his figure. For 
as delicacy was the attribute of the 
last, so power was unmistakeably 
the characteristic of the first. He 
looked fully the age his steward bad 
ascribed to him—about forty-eight ; 
at a superficial glance, more ; for his 
hair was prematurely white — not 
grey, but white as snow.' But his 
eyebrows were still jet black, and 
Ids eyes, equally dark, were serenely 
bright. His forehead was magnifi- 
cent ; lofty, and spacious, and with 
only one slight wrinkle between the 
brows. His complexion was sun- 
burnt, showing no sign of weak 
health. The outline of his lips was 
that which I have often remarked 
in men accustomed to great dangers, 
and contracting in such dangers the 
habit of self-reliance ; firm and 
quiet, compressed without an efibrt. 
And the power of this very noble 
countenance was not intimidating, 
not aggressive ; it was mild— it was 
benignant. A man oppressed by 
some formidable tyranny, and de- 
spairing to find a protector, would, 
on seeing that face, have said, "Here 
is one who can protect me, and who 
will ! " 

Sir Philip was the first to break 
the silence. 

"I have so many relations scat- 
tered over England, that fortu- 
nately not one of them can venture 
to calculate on my property if I die 
childless, and therefore not one of 
them can feel himself injured when, 
a few weeks hence, he shall read in 
the newspai>ers, that Philip Derval 
is married. But for Eichard Stra- 
han, at least, though I never saw 
him, I must do something before 
the newspapers make that an- 
nouncement. His sister was very 
dear to me." 

**Your neighbours. Sir Philip, 
will rejoice at your marriage, since, 



I presume, it may induce 3^u to 
settle amongst them at Derval 
Court" 

"At Derval Court! No! I shall 
not settle there." Again he paused 
a moment or so, and then went on: 
" I have long Uved a wandering life, 
and in it learned much that the 
wisdom of cities cannot teach. I 
return to my native land with a 
profound conviction that the hap- 
piest life is the life most in common 
with all. I have gone out of my 
way to do what I deemed good, and 
to avert or mitigate what appeared 
to me evil. I pause now and ask 
myself, whether the most virtuous 
existence be not that in which vir- 
tue flows spontaneously from the 
springs of quiet everyday action ;— 
when a man does good without 
restlessly seeking it, does good un- 
consciously, simply because he is 
good and he lives? Better, per- 
haps, for me, if I had thought so 
long ago ! And now I come back 
to England with the intention of 
marrying, late in life though it be, 
and with such hopes of happiness as 
any matter-of-fact man may form. 
But my hope will not be at Derval 
Court. I shall reside either in 
London or its immediate neigh- 
bourhood, and seek to gather round 
me minds by which I can correct, if 
I cannot confide to them, the know«^ 
ledge I myself have acquired." 

"Nay, if, as I have accidentally 
heard, you are fond of scientifio 
pursuits, I cannot wonder that, 
after so long an absence from Eng- 
land, you should feel interest in 
learning what new discoveries have 
been made, what new ideas are un- 
folding the germs of discoveries yet 
to be. But, pardon me, if in answer 
to your concluding remark, I ven- 
ture to say that no man can hope to 
correct any error in his own know- 
ledge, unless he has the courage to 
confide the error to those who can 
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correct. La Place has said, * Tout 
se tient dans le chains immense des 
verites;' and the mistake we make 
in some science we have specially 
cultivated is often only to he seen 
hy the Ught of a separate science as 
specially cultivated by another. 
Thus, in the investigation of truth, 
frank exposition to congenial minds 
is essential to the earnest seeker." 

"I am pleased with what you 
say," said Sir Philip, " and I shall 
be still more pleased to find in you 
the very confidant I require. But 
what was your controversy with my 
old friend. Dr. Lloyd? Do I un- 
derstand our host rightly, that it 
related to what in Europe has of 
late days obtained the name of 
mesmerism ? *' 

I had conceived a strong desire to 
conciUate the good opinion of a man 
who had treated me with so singular 
and so familiar a kindness, and it 
was sincerely that I expressed my 
regret at the acerbity with which I 
had assailed Dr. Lloyd ; but of his 
theories and pretensions I could not 
disguise my contempt. I enlarged 
on the extravagant fallacies involved 
in a fabulous ** clairvoyance," 
which always failed when put to 
plain test by sober-minded exami- 
ners. I did not deny the effects of 
imagination on certain nervous 
constitutions. "Mesmerism could 
cure nobody ; credulity could cure 
many. There was the well-known 
story of the old woman tried as a 
witch ; she cured agues by a charm ; 
she owned the impeachment, and 
was ready to endure gibbet or stake 
for the truth of her talisman ; more 
than a mesmerist would for the 
truth of his passes ! Andtheoharm 
was a scroll of gibberish sewn in an 
old bag and given to the woman in 
a freak by the judge himself when a 
young scamp on the circuit. But 
the charm cured ? Certainly ; just 
as mesmerism cures. Fools believed 



in it. Faith, that moves mountains, 
may well cure agues." 

Thus I ran on, supporting my 
views with anecdote and facts, to 
which Sir Philip listened with 
placid gravity. 

When I had come to an end, he 
said, " Of mesmerism, as practised 
in Europe, I know nothing, except 
by report. I can well understand 
that medical men may hesitate to 
admit it amongst the legitimate 
resources of orthodox pathology; 
because, as I gather from what you 
and others say of its practice, it 
must, at the best, be far too uncer- 
tain in its application to satisfy the 
requirements of science. Tet an 
examination of its pretensions may 
enable you to perceive the truth 
that lies hid in the powers ascribed 
to witchcraft ; benevolence is but a 
weak agency compared to mahgnity ; 
magnetism perverted to evil may 
solve half the riddles of sorcery. 
On this, however, I say no more at 
present. But as to that which you 
appear to reject as the most prepos- 
terous and incredible pretension of 
the mesmerists, and which you 
designate by the word 'clairvoy- 
ance,' it is clear to me that you have 
never yourself witnessed even those 
very imperfect exhibitions which 
you decide at once to be imposture. 
I say imperfect, because it is only a 
limited number of persons whom 
the eye or the passes of the mes- 
merist can affect, and by such means, 
unaided by other means, it is rarely 
indeed that the magnetic sleep 
advances beyond the first vague 
shadowy twilight dawn of that con- 
dition to which only in its fuller 
developments I would apply the 
name of ' trance.' But still trance 
is as essential a condition of being 
as sleep or as waking, having privi- 
leges peculiar to itself. By means 
within the range of the science that 
explores its nature and its laws, 
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trance, unlike the clairvoyance you 
describe, is producible in every 
human being, however unimpres- 
sible to mere mesmerism." 

"Producible in every human 
being ! Pardon me if I say that I 
will give any enchanter his own 
terms who will produce that effect 
upon me." 

"Will you? You consent to have 
the experiment tried on yourself?" 

" Consent most readily .", 

"I will remember that promise. 
But to return to the subject By 
the word trance I do not mean ex- 
clusively the spiritual trance of the 
Alexandrian Platonists. There is 
one kind of trance,— that to which 
all human beings are susceptible,— 
in which the soul has no share ; for 
of this kind of trance, and it was of 
this I spoke, some of the inferior 
ft-T^imala are susceptible ; and, there- 
fore, trance is no more a proof of 
aoul than is the clairvoyance of the 
mesmerists, or the dream of our 
ordinary sleep, which last has been 
called a proof of soul, though any 
man who has kept a dog must have 
observed that dogs dream as vividly 
as we do. But in this trance there 
is an extraordinary cerebral activity 
^a projectile force given to the 
mind— distinct from the soul,— by 
which it sends forth its own emana- 
tions to a distance in spite of mate- 
rial obstacles, just as a flower, in an 
altered condition of atmosphere, 
sends forth the particles of its arema. 
This should not surprise you. Your 
thought travels over land and sea 
in your waking state ; thought too, 
can travel in trance, and in trance 
may acquire an intensified force. 
There is, however, another kind of 
trance which is truly called spiri- 
tual, a trance much more rare, and 
in which the soul entirely super- 
sedes the mere action of the mind." 

" Stay," said I ; " you speak of the 
80ul as something distinct from the 



mind. What the soul may be^ I 
cannot pretend to conjecture. But 
I cannot separate it from the intelli^ 
gence!" 

" Gan you not? A blow on the 
brain can destroy the intelligenoe ! 
Do you thmk it can destroy the 
soul? 

* From Marlbro'8 eyes fhe tears of 
dotage flow. 
And Swift expires, a driveller and 
a show.' 

Toivards the dose of his life even 
Eanf 8 giant intellect left hhn. Bo 
you suppose that in these various 
archetypes of intellectual man tiie 
soul was worn out by the yean that 
loosened the strings, or made tune- 
less the keys, of the perilling insim* 
ment on which the mind must rely 
for all notes of its musio ? If you 
cannot distinguish the operations 
of the mind fh>m the essence of 
the soul, I know not by what 
rational inductions you amve at 
the conclusion that the soul is im» 
perishable." 

I remained silent. Sir Philip fixed 
on me his dark eyes quietly and 
searchingly, and, after a short pauses 
said: 

"Almost every known body in 
nature ia susceptible of three several 
states of existence— f^e solid, the* 
liquid, the aeriform. These con- 
ditions depend on the quantity of 
heat they contain. The same object 
at one moment may be liquid ; at 
the next moment solid; at the 
next, aeriform. The water that flows 
before your gaze may stop consoli- 
dated into ice, or ascend into air as 
a vapour. Thus is man susceptible 
of three states of existence— the^ 
animal, the mental, the spiritual— 
and according as he is brought into 
relation or affinity with that oooult 
agency of the wlK>le natural world, 
which we familiarly call hbat, and 
which no science has^yet explained ;. 
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which no scale can weigh, and no eye 
discern ; one or the other of these 
three states of being prevails, or is 
subjected." 

I still continued silent, for I was 
unwilling discourteously to say to a 
stranger, so much older than myself, 
that he seemed to me to reverse 
all the maxims of the philosophy 
to which he made pretence, in 
founding speculations audacious 
and abstruse upon unanalogous 
comparisons that would have been 
fantastic even in a poet. And Sir 
Fhihp, after another pause, resumed 
with a half smile : 

" After what I have said, it will 
perhaps not very much surprise you 
when I add that but for my belief 
in the powers I ascribe to trance, 
we should not be known to each 
other at this moment." 

" How— pray explain ! " 

" Certain circumstances which I 
trust to relate to you in detail here- 
after, have imposed on me the duty 
to discover, and to bring human 
laws to bear upon, a creature armed 
with terrible powers of evil This 
monster, for, without metaphor, 
monster it is, not man like ourselves, 
has, by arts superior to those of 
ordinary fugitives, however dex- 
terous in concealment^ hitherto for 
years eluded my research. Through 
the trance of an Arab child, who, 
in her waking state, never heard of 
his existence, I have learned that 
this being is in England — is in 
L I am here to encounter 

him. I expect to do so this very 
night, and under this very root" 

"Sir Philip!" 

** And if you wonder, as you well 
may, why I have been talking to 
you with this startling unreserve, 
know that the same Arab child, on 
whom I thus implicitly rely, informs 
me that your life ia mixed up with 
that of the being I seek to unmask 
and disarm— to be destroyed by his 



arts or his agents— or to combine in 
the causes by which the destroyer 
himself shall be brought to destruc- 
tion." 

" My life ! — your Arab child 
named me, Allen Fenwick ? " 

" My Arab child told me that the 
person in whom I should thus 
naturally seek an ally was he who 
had saved the life of the man whom 
I then meant for my heir, if I died 
unmarried and childless. She told 
me that I should not be many hours 
in this towD, which she described 
minutely, — befor^ you would be 
made known to me. She described 
this house, with yonder lights, and 
yoif dancers. In her trance she saw 
us sitting together, as we now sit. 
I accepted the invitation of our 
host, when he suddenly accosted me 
on entering the town, confident that 
I should meet you here, without 
even asking whether a person of 
your name were a resident in the 
place; and now you know why I 
have so freely unbosomed myself of 
much that might well make you, a 
physiciftn, doubt the soundness of 
my understanding. The same infant, 
whose vision has been realized up 
to this moment, has warned me also 
that I am here at great peril What 
that peril may be I have declined to 
learn, as I have ever declined to ask 
from the future, what affects only 
my own life on this earth. That 
life I regard with supreme indiffer- 
ence, conscious that I have only to 
discharge, while it lasts, the duties 
for which it is bestowed on me, to 
the best of my imperfect power: 
and aware that minds the strongest 
and souls the purest may fall into 
the sloth habitual to predestinarians, 
if they suffer the action due to the 
present hour to be awed and para- 
lysed by some grim shadow on the 
future! It is only where, irre- 
spectively of aught that can menace 
myself, a light not struck out of my 
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own reason can guide me to disarm 
evil or minister to good, that I feel 
privileged to avail myself of those 
mirrors on which things, near and 
far, reflect themselves calm and dis- 
tinct as the banks and the mountain 
peak are reflected in the glass of a 
lake. Here, then, under this roof, 
and by your side, I shall behold him 
who— Lo ! the moment has come— 
I behold him now ! " 

As he spoke these last words. Sir 
Philip had risen, and, startled by 
bis action and voice, I involuntarily 
rose too. 

Besting one hand on my shoulder, 
he pointed with the other towards 
the threshold of the ball-room. 
There, the prominent figure of a 
gay group— the sole male amidst 
a fluttering circle of silks and lawn, 
of flowery wreaths, of feoaale love- 
liness, and female frippery— stood 
the radiant image of Margrave. His 
eyes were not turned towards us. 
He was looking down, and his light 
laugh came soft, yet ringing, through 
the general murmur. 

I turned my astonished gaze back 
to Sir Philip— yes, unmistakeably it 
was on Margrave that his look was 
fixed. 

Impossible to associate crime with 
the image of that fair youth ! Ec- 
centric notions — fantastic specula- 
tions—vivacious egotism — defective 
benevolence — yes. But crime! — 
No— impossible. 

** Impossible," I said, aloud. As 
I spoke, the group had moved on. 
Margrave was no longer in sight. 
At the same moment some other 
guests came flrom the ball-room, and 
seated themselves near us. 

Sir Philip looked round, .and, 
observing the deserted museum at 
the end of the corridor, drew me 
into it 

When we were alone, he said in a 
Toioe quick and low, but decided : 

" It is of importance that I should 



convince you at once of the nature 
of that prodigy which is more hos- 
tile to mankind than the wolf is to 
the sheepfold. No words of mine 
could at present suffice to clear 
your sight from the deception which 
cheats it. I must enable you to 
judge for yourself. It must be now 
and here. He will learn this night, 
if he has not learned already, that I 
am in the town. Dim and confused 
though his memories of myself may 
be, they are memories still ; and he 
well knows what cause he has to 
dread me. I must put another in 
possession of his secret Another, 
and at once ! For all his arts will 
be brought to bear against me^ and 
I cannot foretell their issue. Go, 
then; enter that giddy crowd— 
select that seeming young man- 
bring him thither. Tiake care only 
not to mention my name ; and when 
here, turn the key in the door, so 
as to prevent interruption — five 
minutes will suffice." 

" Am I sure that I guess whom 
you mean? The young light-hearted 
man; known in this place, under 
the name of Margrave ? The young 
man with the radiant eyes, and the 
curls of a Grecian statue ? " 

*' The same ; him whom I pointed 
out ; quick, bring him hither." 

My curiosity was too much roused 
to disobey. Had I conceived that 
Margrave, in the heat of youth, 
had committed some offence which 
placed him in danger of the law 
and in the power of Sir Philip Der- 
val, I possessed enough of the old 
borderers' black-mail loyalty to have 
given the man whose hand I had 
familiarly clasped a hint and a help 
to escape. But all Sir Phihp's talk 
had been so out of the reach of 
common sense, that I rather ex- 
pected to see him confounded by 
some egregious illusion than Mar- 
grave exposed to any well-grounded 
accusation. All, then, that I felt 



A STRANGE STOBT. 



105 



as I walked into the ball-room and 
approached Margrave, was that curi- 
osity which, I think, any one of my 
readers will acknowledge that, in 
my position, he himself would have 
felt 

Margrave was standing near the 
dancers, not joining them, but talk- 
ing with a young couple in the ring. 
I drew him aside. 



" Come with me for a few nrinutes 
into the museum ; I wish to talk to 
you." 

" What about ?— an experiment ?" 
Yes, an experiment." 
Then I am at your service." 

In a minute more, he had followed 
me into the desolate dead museum. 
I looked round, but did not see Sir 
Philip. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 



Mabg£AVE threw himself on a seat 
just under the great anaconda; I 
closed and locked the door. When I 
had done so, my eye fell on the 
young man's face, and I was sur- 
prised to see that it had lost its 
colour ; that it showed great anxiety, 
great distress ; that his hands were 
visibly trembling. 

"What is this ?" he said in feeble 
tones, and raising himself half from 
his seat as if with great effort. 
" Help me up — come away ! Some- 
thing in this room is hostile to me — 
hostile, overpowering! What can 
it be ?" 

"Truth and my presence," an- 
swered a stem, low voice ; and Sir 
Philip Derval, whose slight form 
the huge bulk of the dead elephant 
had before obscured from my view, 
came suddenly out from the shadow 
into the full rays of the lamps which 
lit up, as if for Man's revel, that 
mocking catacomb for the playmates 
of Nature which he enslaves for his 
•service or slays for his sport. As 
Sir Philip sx)oke and advanced, Mar- 
^ave sank back into his seat, shrink- 
ing, collapsing, nerveless ; terror the 
most abject expressed in his staring 
eyes and parted lips. On the other 



hand, the simple dignity of Sir 
Philip Derval's bearing, and the 
mild power of his countenance, 
were alike inconceivably heightened. 
A change had come over the whole 
man, the more impressive because 
wholly undefinable. 

Halting opposite Margrave he 
uttered some words in a language 
unknown to me, and stretched one 
handover the young man's head. 
Margrave at once became stiff and 
rigid as if turned to stone. Sir 
Philip said to me : 

"Place one of those lamps on the 
floor— there, by his feet." 

I took down one of the coloured 
lamps from the mimic tree round 
which the huge anaconda coiled its 
spires, and placed it as I was told. 

" Take the seat opposite to him 
and watch." 

I obeyed. 

Meanwhile, Sir Philip had drawn 
from his breast-pocket a small steel 
casket, and I observed, as he opened 
it, that the interior was subdivided 
into several compartments, each 
with its separate lid; from one of 
these he took and sprinkled over the 
flame of the lamp a few grains of a 
powder, colourless and sparkling as 
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diamond dust; in a second or so, a 
delicate perfume, wholly unfamiliar 
to my sense, rose from the lamp. 

" You would test the condition of 
trance ; test it, and in the spirif 

And, as he spoke, his hand rested 
lightly on my head. Hitherto, 
amidst a surprise not unmixed with 
awe, I had preserved a certain defi- 
ance, a certain distrust Ihadheen, 
as it were, on my guard. 

But as those words were spoken, 
as that hand rested on my head, as 
that perfume arose from the lamp, 
all i)ower of will deserted me. My 
first sensation was that of passive 
subjugation ; but soon I was aware 
of a strange intoxicating effect from 
the odour of the lamp, round which 
there now played a dazzling vapour. 
The room swam before me. Like a 
man oppressed by a nightmare, I 
tried to move, to cry out ; feeling 
that to do so would suffice to burst 
the thrall that bound me : in vain. 

A time that seemed to me inex- 
orably long, but which, as I found 
afterwards, could only have occupied 
a few seconds, elapsed in this preli- 
minary state, which, however power- 
less, was not without a vague luxu- 
rious sense of deUght. And then 
suddenly came pain— pain, that in 
rapid gradations passed into a 
rending agony. Every bone, sinew, 
nerve, fibre of the body, seemed as 
if wrenched open, and as if some 
hitherto unconjectured Presence in 
the vital organization were forcing 
itself to light with all the pangs of 
travail. The veins seemed swollen 
to bursting, the heart labouring to 
maintain its action by fierce spasms. 
I feel in this description how lan- 
guage fails me. Enough, that the 



all that I have ever experienced of 
physical pain. This dreadful in- 
terval subsided as suddenly as it 
had commenced. I felt as if a some- 
thing undefinable by any name had 



rushed from me, and in that rush 
that a struggle was over. I was 
sensible of the passive bliss which 
attends the release from torture, and 
then there grew on me a wonderful 
calm, and, in that calm, a conscious* 
ness of some lofby intelligence 
immeasurably beyond that which 
human memory gathers from 
earthly knowledge. I saw before 
me the still rigid form of Margrave^ 
and my sight seemed, with ease, to 
penetrate through its covering of 
fiesh, and to survey the mechanism 
of the whole interior being. 

"View that tenement of clay 
which now seems so fair, as it was 
when I last beheld it, three years 
ago, in the house of Haroun of 
Aleppo !" 

I looked, and gradually, and as 
shade after shade falls on the moun- 
tain-side, while the clouds gather, 
and the sun vanishes at last, so the 
form and face on which I looked 
changed from exuberant youth into 
infirm old age. The discoloured 
wrinkled skin, the bleared dim eye,, 
the flaccid muscles, the brittle sap- 
less bones. Nor was the change 
that of age alone; the expression of 
the countenance had passed into 
gloomy discontent, and in every 
furrow a passion or a vice had sown 
the seeds of grief. 

And the brain now opened on my 
sight, with all its labyrinth of cells^ 
I seemed to have the olue to every 
winding in the maze. 

I saw therein a moral world, 
charred and ruined, as, in some 
fable I have read, the world of the 
moon is described to be ; yet withal 
it was a brain of magnificent forma- 
tion. The powers abused to evil 



anguish I then endured surpassed** had been originally of rare order ; 



imagination, and scope ; the energi^ 
that dare; the faculties that discover. 
But the moral part of the brain had 
failed to dominate the mental. De- 
fective veneration of what is good 
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or great ; cynical disdain of what is 
light and just ; in fine, a great intel- 
lect first misguided, then perverted, 
and now falling with the decay of 
the body into ghastly but imposing 
ruins. Such was the world of that 
brain as it had been three years ago. 
And still contiiiuing to gaze thereon, 
I observed three separate emana- 
tions of light ; the one of a pale red 
hue, the second of a pale, azure, the 
third a silvery spark. 

The red light, which grew paler 
and paler as I looked, undulated 
from the brain along the arteries, 
the veins, the nerves. And I mur- 
mured to myself, " Is this the prin- 
ciple of animal life ?" 

The azure light equally permeated 
the frame, crossing and uniting with 
the red, but in a separate and dis- 
tinct ray, exactly as, in the outer 
world, a ray of light crosses or unites 
with a ray of heat, though in itself a 
separate individual ' agency. And 
again I murmured to myself, "Is 
this the principle of intellectual 
being, directing or influencing that 
of animal life ; with it, yet not of 
it?'* 

But the silvery spark ! What was 
that ? Its centre seemed the brain. 
But I could fix it to no single organ. 
Nay, wherever I looked through the 
system, it reflected itself as a star 
reflects itself upon water. And I 
observed that while the red light 
was growing feebler and feebler, and 
the azure light was confused, irre- 
gular—now obstructed, now hurry- 
ing, now almost lostr--the silvery 
spark was unaltered, undisturbed. 
So independent of all which agitated 
and vexed the frame, that I became 
strangely aware that if the heart 
stopped in its action, and the red 
light died out, if the brain were 
paralyzed, that energetic mind 
smitten into idiotcy, and the azure 
light wandering objectless as a 
meteor wanders over the morass,— 



still that silver spark would shino 
the same, indestructible by aught 
that shattered its tabernacle. And 
I murmured to myself, "Can that 
starry spark speak the presence of 
the soul? Does the silver light 
shine within creatures to which no 
life immortal has been promised by 
Divine Revelation ? " 

Involuntarily I turned my sight 
towards the dead forms in the 
motley collection, and lo, in my 
trance or my vision, life returned to 
them all ! To the elephant and the 
serpent; to the tiger, the vulture, 
the beetle, the moth ; to the fish and 
the polypus, and to yon mockery of 
man in the giant ape. 

I seemed to see each as it lived in 
its native realm of earth, oriof air, 
or of water ; and the red light played 
more or less warm, through the 
structure of each, and the azure 
light, though duller of hue, seemed 
to shoot through the red, and com- 
municate to the creatures an intel- 
ligence far inferior indeed to that of 
man, but sufficing to conduct the 
current of their will, and influence 
the cunning of their instincts. But 
in none, from the elephant to the 
moth, from the bird in which brain 
was the largest, to the hybrid in 
which life seemed to live as in 
plants,— in none was visible the 
starry silver spark. I turned my 
eyes from the creatures around, 
back again to the form cowering 
under the huge an^nda, and in 
terror at the animation which the 
carcases took in the awful illusions 
of that marvellous trance. For the 
tiger moved as if scenting blood, and 
to the eyes of the serpent the dread 
fascination seemed slowly returning. 

Again I gazed on the starry spark 
in the form of the man. And I mur- 
mured to myself, " But if this be the^ 
soul, why is it so undisturbed and 
undarkened by the sins which have 
lefb such trace and such ravage hk 
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the world of the bnuD?" And 
gaiing yet more intently on the 
spark, I became Taguely aware that 
it was not the soul, but the halo 
around the soul, as the star we see 
in heaven is not the star itself, but 
ito circle of rays. And if the light 
itself was undisturbed and undark- 
ened, it was because no sins done in 
the body could annihilate its es- 
sence, nor affect the eternity of its 
duration. The light was clear 
within the ruins of its lodgment, 
because it might pass away, but 
ooold not be extinguished. 

But the soul itself in the heart of 
the light reflected back on my own 
soul within me its ineffable trouble, 
humiliation, and sorrow ; for those 
ghastly wrecks of power placed at 
its sovereign command it was re- 
qxmsible ; and, appalled by its own 
sublime fate of duration, was about 
to carry into eternity the account 
-of its mission in time. Yet it seemed 
that while the soul was still there, 
iihough so forlorn and so guilty, even 
the wrecks around it were majestic. 
And the soul, whatever sentence it 
anight merit, was not among the 
liopelessly lost. Por in its remorse 
and its shame, it might still have 
retained what could serve for re- 
demption. And I saw that the mind 
was storming the soul in some ter- 
rible rebellious war— all of thought, 
of passion, of desire, through which 
the azure light poured its restless 
flow, were surging up round the 
starry spark, as in siege. And I 
could not comprehend the war, nor 
.guess what it was that the mind de- 
manded the soul to yield. Only the 
distinction between the two was 
made intelligible by their antagon- 
ism. And I saw that the soul, sorely 
tempted, looked afar for escape from 
the subjects it had ever so ill con- 
trolled, and who sought to reduce to 
their vassal the power which had 
lost authority as their king. I could 



feel its terror in the sympathy of 
my own terror, the keenness of my 
own supplicating pity. I knew that 
it was imploring release from the 
perils it confessed its want of 
strength to encounter. And sud- 
denly the starry spark rose from the 
ruins and the tumult around it,— 
rose into space and vanished. And 
where my soul had recognised the 
presence of soul, there was a void. 
But the red light burned still, be- 
coming more and more vivid ; and 
as it thus repaired and recruited its 
lustre, the whole animal form which 
had been so decrepit, grew restored 
from decay, grew into vigour and 
youth : and I saw Margrave as I had 
seen him in the waking world, the 
radiant image of animal life in the 
beauty of its fairest bloom. 

And over this rich vitality and 
this symmetric mechanism now 
reigned only, with the animal life, 
the mind. The starry light fled and 
the soul vanished, still was left 
visible the mind: mind, by which 
sensations convey and cumulate 
ideas, and muscles obey volition: 
mind, as in those animals that have 
more than the elementary instincts : 
mind, as it might be in men, were 
men not immortal. As my eyes, in 
the Vision, followed the azure light, 
undulating, as before, through the 
cells of the brain, and crossing 
the red amidst the labyrinth of 
the nerves, I perceived that the 
essence of that azure light had un- 
dergone a change : it had lost that 
faculty of continuous and concentred 
power by which man improves on 
the works of the past, and weaves 
schemes to be developed in the 
future of remote generations ; it had 
lost fdl sympathy in the past, be- 
cause it had lost all conception of a 
future beyond the grave ; it had lost 
conscience, it had lost remorse ; the 
being it informed was no longer 
accountable through eternity for 
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the employment of time. The azure 
light was even more vivid in certain 
organs useful to the conservation of 
existence, as in those organs I had 
observed it more vivid among some 
of the inferior animals than it is in 
man— secretiveness, destructiveness, 
and the ready perception of things 
immediate to the wants of the day. 
And the azure light was brilliant in 
cerebral cells, where before it] had 
been dark, such as those which har- 
bour mirthfulness and hope, for 
there the light was recruited by the 
exuberant health of the joyous 
animal being. But it was lead-like, 
or dim, in the great social organs 
through which man subordinates 
his own interest to that of his 
species, and utterly lost in those 
through which man is reminded of 
his duties to the throne of his 
Maker. 

In that marvellous penetration 
with which the Vision endowed me, 
I perceived that in this mind, 
though in energy far superior to 
many; though retaining, from 
memories of the former existence, 
the relics of a culture wide and in 
some things profound; though 
sharpened and quickened into 
formidable, if desultory, force when- 
ever it schemed or aimed at the 
animal self-conservation which now 
made its master impulse or instinct ; 
and though among the reminis- 
cences of its state before its change 



were arts which I could not com- 
prehend, but which I felt were dark 
and terrible, lending to a will never 
checked by remorse, arms that no 
healthful philosophy has placed in 
the arsenal of disciplined genius; 
though the mind in itself had an 
ally in a body as perfect in strength 
and elasticity as man can take from 
the favour of nature — still, I say, I 
felt that that mind wanted the- 
something, without which men 
never could found cities, frame 
laws, bind together, beautify, exalt 
the elements of this world, by 
creeds that habitually subject them 
to a reference to another. The ant, 
and the bee, and the beaver congre-^ 
gate and construct ; but they do not 
improve. Man improveyi because 
the future impels onward that 
which is not found in the ant, the- 
bee, and the beaver — that which 
was gone from the being before 
me. 

I shrank appalled into myself, 
covered my face with my hands, 
and groaned aloud : " Have I ever 
then doubted that soul is distinct 
from mind ? " 

A hand here again touched my 
forehead, the light in the lamp waa 
extinguished, I became insensible^ 
and when I recovered I found my- 
self back in the room in which I 
had first conversed with Sir Philip 
Derval, and seated, as before, on the 
sofa, by his side. 
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CHAPTER XXXIIL 



My recollections of all which I have 
just attempted to descrihe were 
distinct and vivid; except with 
respect to time, it seemed to me as 
if many honrs must have elapsed 
since I had entered the museum 
with Margrave; but the clock on 
the mantelpiece met my eyes as I 
tamed them wistfully round the 
room ; and I was indeed amazed to 
perceive that five minutes had 
sufficed for all which it has taken 
me so long to narrate, and which 
in their transit had hurried me 
through ideas and emotions so re- 
mote from anterior experience. 

To my astonishment now suc- 
ceeded shame and indignation — 
«hame that I, who had scoffed at the 
possibility of the comparatively 
•credible influences of mesmeric 
action, should have been so helpless 
a puppet under the hand of the 
slight fellow-man beside me, and so 
morbidly impressed by phantasma- 
gorical illusions; indignation that, 
by some ifumes which had special 
potency over the brain, I had thus 
been, as it were, conjured out of my 
senses; and, looking full into the 
calm face at my side, I said, with a 
smile to which I sought to convey 
disdain : 

"I congratulate you, Sir Philip 
Derval, on having learned, in your 
travels in the East so expert a 
familiarity with the tricks of its 
jugglers." 

"The East has a proverb," 
answered Sir Philip, quietly, "that 
the juggler may learn much from 
the dervish, but the dervish can 
learn nothing from the juggler. 
You will pardon me, however, for 
the effect produced on you for a 



few minutes, whatever the cause 
of it may be, since it may serve 
to guard your whole life from 
calamities, to which it might other- 
wise have been exposed. And h6w- 
ever you may consider that which 
you have just experienced to be a 
mere optical illusion, or the figment 
of a brain super-excited by the 
fumes of a vapour, look within 
yourself and tell me if you do not 
feel an inward and unanswerable 
conviction that there is more reason 
to shun and to fear the creature 
you lefb asleep under the dead jaws 
of the giant serpent, than there 
would be in the serpent itself, could 
hunger again move its coils, and 
venom again arm its fangs." 

I was silent, for I could not deny 
that that conviction had come to 
me. 

" Henceforth, when you recover 
from the confusion or anger which 
now disturbs your impressions, you 
will be prepared to listen to my 
explanations and my -recital, in a 
spirit far different from that with 
which you would have received them 
before you were subjected to the 
experiment, which, allow me to re- 
mind you, you invited and defied. 
You will now, I trust, be fitted to 
become my confidant and my assist- 
ant—you will advise with me how, 
for the sake of humanity, we should 
act together against the incarnate 
lie, the anomalous prodigy which 
glides through the crowd in the 
image of joyous beauty. For the 
present I quit you. I have an en- 
gagement, on worldly affairs, in the 
town this night. I am staying at 

L , which I shall leave for Derval 

Court to-morrow evening. Come 
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to me there the day after to-morrow ; 
at any hour that may suit you the 
best. Adieu ! " 

Here, Sir Philip Derval rose and 
left the room. I made no effort to 
detain him. My mind was too 
occupied in striidng to reoompose 
itself, and account for the phe- 
nomena that had scared it, and for 
the strength of the impressions it 
still retained. 

I sought to find natural and ac- 
countable causes for effects so ab- 
normal 

Lord Bacon suggests that the 
ointments with which witches 
anointed themselves might have 
had the effect of stopping the pores 
and congesting the brain, and thus 
impressing the sleep of the unhappy 
dupes of their own imagination with 
dreams so vivid that, on waking, 
they were firmly convinced that 
they had been borne through the 
air to the Sabbat, 

I remember also having heard a 
distinguished French traveller— 
whose veracity was unquestionable 
— say, that he had witnessed extra- 
ordinary effects produced on the 
sensorium by certain fumigations 
used by an African pretender to 
magic. A person, of however 
healthy a brain, subjected to the 
influence of these fumigations, was 
induced to believe that he saw the 
most frightful apparitions. 

However extraordinary such 
effects, they were not incredible— 
not at variance with our notions of 
the known laws of nature. And to 
the vapour or the odours which a 
powder applied to a lamp had called 
forth, I was, therefore, prepared to 
ascribe properties similar to those 
which Bacon's conjecture ascribed 
to the witches' ointment, and the 
iFrench traveller to the fumigations 
of the African conjuror. 

But, as I came to that conclusion, 
I was seized with an intense 



curiosity to examine for myself 
those chemical agencies with which 
Sir Philip Derval appeared so 
familiar;— to test the contents in 
that mysterious casket of steel. I 
also felt a curiosity no less eager, 
but more, in spite of myself, inter- 
mingled with fear, to learn sJl that 
Sir Philip had to communicate of 
the past history of Margrave. I 
could but suppose that the young 
man must indeed be a terrible 
criminal, for a person of years so 
grave, and station so high, to inti- 
mate accusations so vaguely dark, 
and to use means so extraordinary, 
in order to enlist my imagination 
rather than my reason against a 
youth in whom there appeared none 
of the signs which suspicion in- 
terprets into guilt. 

While thus musing, I lifted my 
eyes and saw Margrave himself 
there, at the threshold of the ball- 
room—there, where Sir Philip had 
first pointed him out as the criminal 

he had come to L to seek and 

disarm; and now, as then, Margrave 
was the radiant centre of a joyous 
group: not the young boy-god 
lacchus, amidst his nymphs, could, 
in Grecian frieze or picture, have 
seemed more the type of the sport- 
ive, hilarious vitality of sensuous 
nature. He must have passed, un- 
observed by me in my preoccupation 
of thought, from the museum and 
across the room in which I sat; and 
now there was as little trace in that 
animated countenance of the terror 
it had exhibited at Sir Philip's 
approach, as of the change it had 
undergone in my trance or my 
phantasy. 

But he caught sight of me— left 
his young companions — came gaily 
to my side. 

" Did you not ask me to go with 
you into that museum about half 
an hour ago, or did I dream that I 
went with you ? " 
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"Yes; you went with me into 
that museum.'' 

" Then pray what dull theme did 
you select to set me asleep there ? " 

I looked hard at him, and made 
no reply. Somewhat to my relief, I 
now h^rd my hosf s voice : 

"Why, Fen wick, what has hecome 
of Sir PhiUp Derval ? " 

"He has left; he had business." 
And, as I spoke, again I looked hard 
on Margrave. 

His countenance now showed a 
change; not surprise, not dismay, 
but rather a play of the lip, a flash 
of the eye, that indicated com- 
placency—even triumph. 

" So ! Sir Philip Derval ! He is 

in L ; he has been here to-nightP 

So ! as I expected." 

"Did you expect it?" said our 
host. "No one else did. Who could 
have told you ? " 

" The movements of men so dis- 
tinguished need never take us by 
surprise. I knew he was in i Paris 
the other day. It is natural eno' 
that he should come here. I was 
prepared for hb coming." 



Margrave here turned away to- 
wards the window, which he threw 
open and looked out. 

"There is a storm in the air," 
said he, as he continued to gaze into 
the night. 

Was it possible that Margrave 
was so wholly unconscious of what 
had passed in the museum, as to in- 
clude in oblivion even the remem- 
brance of Sir Philip Derval's 
presence before he had been 
rendered insensible, or laid asleep ? 
Was it now only for the first time 
that he learned of Sir Philip's 

arrival in L , and visit to that 

house? Was there any intimation 
of menace in his words and his 
aspect? 

I felt that the trouble of my 
thoughts communicated itself to my 
countenance and manner ; and, Ion g- 
ing for soUtude and fresh air, I 
quitted the house. When I found 
myself in the street, I turned round 
and saw Margrave still standing at 
the open window, but he did not 
appear to notice me; his eyes seemed 
fixed abstractedly on space. 



CHAPTER XXXIV. 



I WALKED on slowly and with the 
downcast brow of a man absorbed in 
meditation. I had gained the broad 
place in which the main streets of 
the town converged, when I was 
overtaken by a violent storm of rain. 
I sought shelter under the dark 
archway of that entrance to the dis- 
trict of Abbey Hill, which was still 
called Monk's Gate. The shadow 
within the arch was so deep that I 
was not aware that I had a com- 
panion till I heard my own name. 



close at my side. I recognised the 
voice before I could distinguish the 
form of Sir Philip Derval. 

" The storm will soon be over," said 
he, quietly. " I saw it coming on in 
time. I fear you neglected the first 
warning of those sable clouds, and 
must be already drenched." 

I made no reply, but moved in- 
voluntarily away towards the mouth 
of the arch. 

"I see that you cherish a grudge 
against me ! " resumed Sir Philip. 
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"Are you, then, by "nature yindic- 
tive ? " 

Somewhat softenedby the friendly 
tone of this reproach, I answered, 
half in jest, half in earnest,— 

" You must own. Sir Philip, that 
I have some little reason for the 
uncharitable anger your question 
imputes to me. But I can forgive 
you on one condition." 

" What is that P " 

'* The possession, for half an hour, 
of that mysterious steel casket which 
you carry about with you, and full 
permission to analyse and test its 
contents." 

" Your analysis of the contents," 
returned Sir Philip, dryly, "would 
leave you as ignorant as before of 
the uses to which they can be ap- 
plied. But I will own to you frankly, 
that [it is my intention to select 
some confidant among men of 
science, to whom I may safely com- 
municate the wonderful properties 
which certain essences in that casket 
possess. I invite your acquaintance, 
nay, your friendship, in the hope 
that I may find such a confidant in 
you. Butthe casket contains other 
combinations, which, if wasted, 
could not be re-supplied; at least 
by any process which the great 
Master from whom I received them 
placed within reach of my know- 
ledge. In this they resemble the 
diamond; when the chemist has 
found that the diamond affords no 
other substance by its combustion 
\han pure carbonic acid gas, and that 
the only chemical difference between 
the costliest diamond and a lump of 
pure charcoal is a proportion of hy- 
drogen less than -^ahv P&ft of the 
weight of the substance— can the 
chemist make you a diamond ? 

"These, then, the more potent^ 
but also the more perilous of the 
casket's contents, sl^ be explored 
by no science, submitted to no test. 
They are the keys to masked doors 



in the ramparts of Nature, which 
no mortal can pass through without 
rousing dread sentries never seen 
upon this side her wall. The powers 
they confer are secrets locked in my 
breast, to be lost in my grave; as 
the casket which lies on my breast 
shall not be transferred to the hands 
of another, till all the rest of my 
earthly possessions pass away with 
my last breath in life, and my first 
in eternity." 

"Sir Philip Derval," said I, 
struggling against the appeals to 
fancy or to awe, made in words so 
strange, uttered in a tone of earnest 
conviction, and heard amidst the 
glare of the lightning, the howl of 
the winds, and the roll of the thun- 
der—" Sir Philip Derval, you accost 
me in language which, but for my 
experience of the powers at your 
command, I should hear with the 
contempt that is due to the vaunts 
of a mountebank, or the pity we 
give to the morbid beliefs of his 
dupe. As it is, I decline the confi- 
dence with which you would favour 
me, subject to the conditions which 
it seems you would impose. My 
profession abandons to quacks all 
drugs which may not be analysed— 
all secrets which may not be fear- 
lessly told. I cannot visit you at 
Derval Court. I cannot trust my- 
self, voluntarily, again in the power 
of a man, who has arts of which I 
may not examine the nature, by 
which he can impose on my imagi- 
nation and steal away my reason." 

" Reflect well before you decide,'* 
said Sir Philip with a solemnity that 
was stem. "If you refuse to be 
warned and to be armed by me, 
your reason and your imagination 
will alike be subjected to influences 
which I can only explain by telling 
you that there is truth in those im- 
memorial legends which depose to 
the existence of magic." 

" Magic ! " 
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" There is magic of two kinds— 
the dark and evil, appertaining to 
witchcraft or necromancy ; the pure 
and henefioent, which is but philo- 
sophy, applied to certain mysteries 
in Nature remote from the beaten 
tracks of science, but which deep- 
ened the wisdom of ancient sages, 
and can yet unriddle the myths of 
departed races." 

" Sir Philip," I said, with impa- 
tient and angry interruption, " if 
you think that a jargon of this kind 
be worthy a man of your acquire- 
ments and station, it is at least a 
waste of time to address it to me. 
I am led to conclude that you desire 
to make use of me for some purpose 
which I have a right to suppose 
honest and blameless, because all 
you know of me is, that I rendered 
to your relation services which 
cannot lower my character in your 
eyes. If your object be, as you have 
intimated, to aid you in exposing 
and disabling a man whose ante- 
cedents have been those of guilt, 
and who threatens with danger the 
society which receives him, you 
must give me proofs that are not 
reducible to magic ; and you must 
prepossess me against the person 
you accuse, not by powders and 
fumes that disorder the brain, but 
by substantial statements, such as 
justify one man in condemning 
another. And, since you have 
thought fit to convince me that 
there are chemical means at your 
disposal, by which the imagination 
can be so affected as to accept, tem- 
I)orarily, illusions for realities, so I 
again demand, and now still more 
decidedly than before, that while 
you address yourself to my reason, 
whether to explain your object or 
to vindicate your charges against a 
man whom I have admitted to my 
acquaintance, you will divest your- 
self of all means and agencies to 
warp my judgment, so illicit and 



fraudulent as those which you own 
yourself to possess. Let the casket, 
with all its contents, be transferred 
to my hands, and pledge me your 
word that, in giving that casket, 
you reserve to yourself no other 
means by which chemistry can be 
abused to those influences over 
physical organization, which igno- 
rance or imposture may ascribe to 
—magic." 

** I accept no conditions for my 
confidence, though I think the 
better of you for attempting to 
make them. If I live, you will seek 
me yourself, and implore my aid. 
Meanwhile, listen to me, and—" 

" No; I prefer the rain and the 
thunder to the whispers that steal 
to my ear in the dark from one of 
whom I have reason to beware." 

So saying, I stepped forth, and at 
that moment the lightning flashed 
through the arch, and brought into 
full view the face of the man beside 
me. Seen by that glare, it was pale 
as the face of a corpse, but its 
expression was compassionate and 
serene. 

I hesitated, for the expression of 
that hueless countenance touched 
me; it was not the face which 
inspires distrust or fear. 

"Come," said I, gently; "grant my 
demand. The casket—" 

** It is no scruple of distrust that 
now makes that demand; it is a 
curiosity which in itself is a fearful 
tempter. Bid you now possess what 
at this moment you desire, how 
bitterly you would repent ! " 

" Do you still refuse my demand ?" 

« I refuse." 

" If then you really need me, it is 
you who will repent." 

I passed from the arch into the 
open space. The rain had passed, 
the thunder was more distant. I 
looked back when I had gained the 
opposite side of the way, at the anglo 
of a street which led to my own 
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liouse. As I did 80, again the skies 
lightened, but the flash was com- 
paratively slight and evanescent ; it 
did not penetrate the gloom of the 
arch ; it did not bring the form of 
Sir Philip into view ; but^ just under 
the base of the outer buttress to the 
gateway, I descried the outline of 
a dark figure, cowering down, hud- 
dled up for shdter, the outUne so 



indistinct, and so soon lost to sight 
as the flash faded, that I could not 
distinguish if it were man or brute^ 
If it were some chance passer-by, 
who had sought refuge from the 
rain, and overheard any part of our 
strange talk, ** the listener," thought 
I, with a half-smile, ''must have 
been mightily perplexed." 



CHAPTER XXXV. 



Ok reaching my own home, I found 
my servant sitting up for me with 
the information that my attendance 
was immediately required. The 
little boy whom Margrave's careless- 
ness had so injured, and for whose 
injury he had shown so little feeling, 
had been weakened by the confine- 
ment which the nature of the injury 
required, and for the last few days 
had been generally ailing. The father 
ihad come to my house a few minutes 
before I reached it, in great distress 
of mind, saying that his child had 
been seized with fever, and had be- 
come delirious. Hearing that I was 
at the mayor's house, he had hurried 
thither in search of me. 

I felt as if it were almost a relief to 
the troubled and haunting thoughts 
which tormented me, to be sum- 
moned to the exercise of a familiar 
knowledge. I hastened to the bed- 
side of the little sufferer, and soon 
forgot all else in the anxious struggle 
for a human life. The struggle pro- 
mised to be successful ; the worst 
symptoms began to jrield to reme- 
dies prompt and energetic, if simple. 
I remained at the house, rather to 
comfort and support the parents 
than because my continued attend- 
ance was absolutely needed, till the 
night was well-nigh gone^ and all 



cause of immediate danger having 
subsided, I then found myself once 
more in the streets. An atmosphtfB 
palely clear in the grey of dawn had 
succeeded to the thunder-clouds of 
the stormy night ; the street-lamps, 
here and there, burned wan and 
stilL I was walking slowly and 
wearily, so tired out that I was 
scarcely conscious of my own 
thoughts, when in a narrow lane, 
my feet stopped almost mechanically 
before a human form stretched at 
full length in the centre of the road, 
right in my path. The form was 
dark in the shadow thrown firom 
the neighbouring houses. ''Some 
poor drunkard," thought I, and 
the humanity inseparable from my 
calling not i^owing me to leave a 
fellow-creature thus exposed to the 
risk of being run over by the first 
drowsy waggoner who might pass 
along the thoroughfare, I stooped 
to rouse and to lift the form. What 
was my horror when my eyes met 
the rigid stare of a dead man's. I 
started, looked again; it was the 
face of Sur Philip Perval ! He was 
lying on his bade, the countenance 
upturned, a dark stream oozing 
from the breast— murdered by two 
ghastly wounds— murdered not long 
since ; the blood was still warm. 

1^ 
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Stunned and terror-stricken, I stood 
bending over the body. Suddenly 
I was touched on the shoulder. 

<* Hollo! what is this?" said a 
gruff voice. 

** Murder ! " I answered in hollow 
accents, which sounded strangely to 
my own ear. 

** Murder ! so it seems." And 
the policeman who had thus accosted 
me lifted the body. 

" A gentleman by his dress. How 
did this happen? How did you 
oome here?" and the policeman 
glanced suspiciously at me. 

At this moment, however, there 
came up another policeman, in 
whom I recognised the young man 
whose sister I had attended and 
oured. 

•*Dr. Fenwick,'* said the last, 
lifting his hat respectfully, and at 
the sound of my name his fellow- 
policeman changed his manner, and 
muttered an apology. 
% I now collected myself sufficiently 
to state the name and rank of the 
murdered man. The policeman bore 
the body to their station, to which 
I accompanied them. I then re- 
turned to my own house, and had 
scarcely sunk on my bed when sleep 
came over me. But what a sleep ! 
Never till then had I known how 
awftiUy distinct dreams can be. The 
phantasmagoria of the naturalist's 
collection revived. Life again awoke 
in the serpent and the tiger, the 
scorpion moved, and the vulture 
flapped its wings. And there was 
Margrave, and there Sir Philip; 
but their position of power was 
reversed. And Margrave's foot was 
on the breast of the dead man. Still 
I slept on till I was roused by the 
summons to attend on Mr. Vigors, 
the magistrate to whom the police 
had reported the murder. 

I dressed hastily and went forth. 
As I passed through the street, I 
found that the dismal news had 



already spread. I was accosted on< 
my way to the magistrate by a- 
hundred eager, tremulous, inquiring 
tongues. 

The scanty evidence I could im- 
part was soon given. 

My introduction to Sir Philip at 
the mayor's house, our accidental 
meeting under the arch, my dis- 
covery of the corpse some hours 
afterwards on my return from my 
patient, my professional belief that 
the deed must have been doDe a 
very short time, perhaps but a few 
minutes, before I chanced upon its 
victim. But, in that case, how ac- 
count for the long interval that had 
elapsed between the time in which 
I had left Sir Philip under the arch«. 
and the time in which the murder 
must have been committed? Sir 
Philip could not have been wander- 
ing through the streets all those 
hours. This doubt, however, was 
easily and speedily cleared up. A 
Mr. Jeeves, who was one of the 
principal solicitors in the town» 
stated that he had acted as Sir 
Philip's legal agent and adviser ever 
since Sir Philip came of age, and 
was charged with the exclusive ma- 
nagement of some valuable house 
property which the deceased had 

possessed in»L ; that when Sir 

Philip had arrived in the town late 
in the afternoon of the previous 
day, he had sent for Mr. Jeeves ; 
informed him that he. Sir Philip, 
was engaged to be married ; that he 
wished to have full and minute in- 
formation as to the details of his 
house property (which had greatly 
increased in value since his absence 
from England), in connection with 
the settlements his marriage would 
render necessary ; and that this in- 
formation was also required by him 
in respect to a codicil he desired te 
add to his will. 

He had, accordingly, requested 
Mr. Jeeves to have aU the books 
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and statements concerning the pro- 
perty ready for his inspection that 
mght, when he would call, after 
leaving the hall which he had pro- 
mised the mayor, whom he had 
accidentally met on entering the 
town, to attend. Sir Philip had 
also asked Mr. Jeeves to detain one 
of his clerks in his office, in order 
to serve, conjointly with Mr. Jeeves, 
as a wiiiiess to the codicil he desired 
to add to his will Sir Philip had 
accordingly come to Mr. Jeeves's 
house a little before midnight; had 
gone carefully through all the state- 
ments prepared for him, and had 
executed the fresh codicil to his tes- 
tament, which testament he had in 
their previous interview given to 
Mr. Jeeves's care sealed up. Mr. 
Jeeves stated that Sir Philip, though 
a man of remarkable talents and 
great acquirements, was extremely 
eccentric, and of a very peremptory 
temper, and that the importance 
attached to a promptitude for which 
there seemed no pressing occasion, 
did not surprise him in Sir Philip as 
it might have done in an ordinary 
client. Sir Philip said, indeed, that 
he should devote the next morning 
to the draft for his wedding settle- 
ments, according to the information 
of his property which he had ac- 
quired; and after a visit of very 
brief duration to Derval Court, 
should quit the neighbourhood and 
return to Paris, where his in- 
tended bride then was, and in 
which city it had been settled that 
the marriage ceremony should take 
place. 

Mr. Jeeves had, however, ob- 
flerved to him, that if he were so 
soon to be married, it was better to 
postpone any revision of testament- 
ary bequests, since after marriage 
he would have to make a new will 
altogether. 

And Sir Philip had simp)/ an- 
fBwered, 



" Life is uncertain ; who can be 
sure of the morrow ? " 

Sir Philip's visit to Mr. Jeeves's 
house had lasted some hours, for 
the conversation between them had 
branched off Arom actual business 
to various topics. Mr. Jeeves had 
not noticed the hour when Sir 
Philip went; he could only say 
that as he attended him to the 
street-door, he observed, rather to 
his own surprise, that it was dose 
upon daybreak. 

Sir Philip's body had been found 
not many yards distant from the 
hotel at which he had put up, and 
to which, therefore, he was evi- 
dently returning when he left Mr. 
Jeeves : an old-fashioned hotel, 
which had been the principal one 
at Jj when Sir Philip left Eng- 
land, though now outrivalled by the 
new and more central establishment 
in which Margrave was domiciled. 

The primary and natural suppo- 
sition was that Sir Philip had been 
murdered for the sake of plunder ; 
and this supposition was borne out 
by the fact to which his valet de- 
posed, viz.,— 

That Sir Philip had about his 
person, on going to the mayor's 
house, a purse containing notes and 
sovereigns ; and this purse was now 
missing. 

The valet, who, though an Alba- 
nian, spoke English fluently, said 
that the purse had a gold clasp, on 
which Sir Philip's crest and initaals 
were engraved. Sir Philip's watch 
was, however, not taken. 

And now, it was not without a 
quick beat of the heart that I heard 
the valet declare that a steel casket^ 
to which Sir Philip attached extra- 
ordinary value, and always carried 
about with him, was also missing. 

The Albanian described this ca»> 
ket as of ancient Byzantine work- 
manship, opening with a peculiar 
spring, only known to Sir Philiie^ia 



118 



A STEANQE 8T0BY. 



whose possession it had been, so far 
as the servant knew, about three 
years ; when, after a visit to Aleppo, 
in which the servant had not ao* 
companied him,he had first observed 
it in his master's hands. He was 
asked if this casket contained ar- 
ticles to account for the value Sir 
Philip set on it— such as jewels, 
bank-notes, letters of credit, &o. 
The man replied that it might pos- 
sibly do so; he had never been 
allowed the opportunity of examin- 
ing its contents; but that he was 
certain the casket held medicines^ 
for he had seen Sir Philip take 
fiN>m it some small phials, by which 
he had performed great cures in the 
iiast, and especially during a pesti- 
lence which had visited Damascus, 
just after Sir Philip had arrived at 
that dty on quitting Aleppo. Al- 
most ev^ry European traveller is 
supposed to be a physician ; and Sir 
Philip was a man of great benevo- 
loiice, and the servant firmly 
believed him also to be of great 
medical skill. After this statement, 
it was very naturally and generally 
conjectured that Sir Philip was an 
amateur disciple of homoeopathy, 
and that the casket contuned the 
phials or globules in use among 
homoBopathists. 

Whether or not Mr. Vigors en- 
joyed a vindictive triumph in 
making me feel the weight of his 
authority, or whether his temper 
was ruffled in the excitement of so 
grave a case, I cannot say, but his 
manner was stem and his tone dis- 
courteous in the questions which he 
addressed to me. Nor did the 
questions themselves seem very per- 
tinent to the object of investiga- 
tion. 

"Pray, Br, Penwick," said he, 
knitting his brows, and fixing his 
eyes on me rudely, **did Sir Philip 
]>erval, in las conversation with 
you, mention the steel casket which 



it seems he carried about with' 
him?" 

I felt my countenance change 
slightly as I answered, ''Yes.'' 

**Did hb tell you what it con- 
tained?" 

''He said it contuned secrets." 

"Secrets of what nature? medi-^ 
dnal or chemical? Secrets which 
a physician might be curious to 
learn and covetous to possess ? " 

This question seemed to me so 
offensively significant that it roused 
my indi^mtion, and I answered 
haughtily, that " a physician of any 
degree of merited reputation did 
not much believe in, and still less 
covets those secrets in his art which 
were the boast of quacks and pre- 
tenders." 

"My question need not offend 
you, Dr. Penwiok. I put it in an- 
other shape : Did Sir Philip Derval 
so boast of the secrets contained in 
his casket, that a quack or pretender 
might deem such secrets of use to 
him?" 

" Possibly he might, if he believed 
in such a boast." 

" Humph !•— he might if he so be- 
lieved. I have no more questions 
to put to you, at present. Dr. Pen- 
wick." 

Little of any importance in con- 
nexion with the deceased, or his 
murder, transpired in the course 
of that day's examination and in- 
quiries. 

The next day, a gentleman dis- 
tantly related to the young lady to 
whom Sir Philip was engaged, and 
who had been for some time in cor- 
respondence with the deceased, ar- 
rived at L . He had been sent 

for at the suggestion of the Alba- 
nian servant^ who said that Sir 
Philip had stayed a day at this 
genl&mah's house in London, on 
his way to L , from Dover. 

The new comer, whose name was 
Danvers, gave a more touching 
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pathos to the horror which the 
murder had excited. It seemed 
that the motives which had swayed 
Sir Philip in the choice of his be- 
trothed, were singularly pure and 
noble. The young lady's father— 
an intimate college firiend — had 
been visited by a sudden reverse of 
fortune, which had brought on a 
fever that proved mortal. He had 
died some years ago, leaving his 
only child penniless, and had be- 
queathed her to the care and guar- 
dianship of Sir Philip. 

The orphan received her educa- 
tion at a convent near Paris ; and 
when Sir Philip, a few weeks since, 
arrived in that city from the East, 
he offered her his hand and fortune. 

"I know," said Mr. Danvers, 
" from the conversation I held with 
him when he came to me in Lon- 
don, that he was induced to this 
offer by the conscientious desire to 
discharge the trust consigned to 
him by his old friend. Sir Philip 
was still of an age that could not 
permit him to take under his own 
roof a female ward of eighteen, 
without injury to her good name. 
He could only get over that diffi- 
culty by making the ward his wife. 
' She will be safer and happier with 
the man she will love and honour 
for her father's sake,' said the chi- 
valrous gentleman, 'than she will 
be under any other roof I could 
find for her.'" 

And now there arrived another 

stranger to L , sent for by Mr. 

Jeeves, the lawyer;— a stranger to 

L , but not to me; my old 

Edinburgh acquaintance^ Bichard 
Strahan. 

The will in Mr. Jeeves's keeping, 
with its recent codicil, was opened 
and read. The will itself bore date 
about six years anterior to the tes- 
tator's tragic death: it was very 
short, and, with the exception of a 
few legacies, of which the most im- 



portant was ten thousand pounds to 
his ward, the whole of his property 
was left to Bichard Strahan, on the 
condition that he took the name 
and arms of Derval within a year 
from the date of Sir Philip's decease. 
The codicil, added to the will the 
night before his death, increased the 
legacy to the young lady from ten 
to thirty thousand pounds^ and be- 
queathed an annuity of one hundred 
pounds a year to his Albanian ser- 
vant. Accompanying the will, and 
within the same envelope, was a 
sealed letter, addressed to Eichard 
Strahan, and dated at Paris two 
weeks before Sir Philip's decease. 
Strahan brought that letter to me. 
It ran thus : " Eichard Strahan, I 
advise you to pull down the house 
called Derval Court, and to build 
another on a better site, the plans 
of which, to be modified according 
to your own taste and requirements, 
will be found among my papers. 
This is a recommendation, not a 
command. But I strictly enjoin 
you entirely to demolish, the more 
ancient part, which was chiefly 
occupied by myself, and to destroy 
by fire, without perusal, all the 
books and manuscripts found in 
the safes in my study. I have ap- 
pointed you my sole executor, as 
well as my heir, because I have no 
personal friends in whom I can 
confide as I trust I may do in the 
man I have never seen, simply be- 
cause he wUl bear my name and 
represent my lineage. There will 
be found in my writing-desk, which 
always accompanies me in my tra- 
vels, an autobiographical work, a 
record of my own life, comprising 
discoveries, or hints at discovery, in 
science, through means little culti- 
vated in our age. You will not be 
surprised that before selecting you 
as my heir and executor, from a 
crowd of relations not more distant, 
I should have made inquiries in 
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order to justify my selection. The 
result of those inquiries informs me 
that you have not yourself the 
peculiar knowledge nor the habits 
of mind that could enable you to 
judge of matters which demand the 
attainments and the practice of 
sdenoe; but that you are of an 
honest, affectionate nature, and will 
regard as sacred the last injunctions 
of a benefactor. I enjoin you, then, 
to submit the aforesaid manuscript 
memoir to some man on whose 
character for humanity and honour 
you can place confidential reliance, 
and who is accustomed to the study 
of the positive sciences, more es- 
pecially chemistry, in connection 
with electricity and magnetism. My 
desire is that he shall edit and 
arrange this memoir for publica- 
tion ; and that, wherever he feels a 
conscientious doubt whether any 
discovery, or hint of discovery, 
therein contained, would not prove 
more dangerous than useful to man- 
kind, he shall consult with any 
other three men of science whose 
names are a guarantee for probity 
and knowledge, and according to 
the best of his judgment, after such 
consultation, suppress or publish the 
passage of which he has so doubted. 
I own the ambition which first 
directed me towards studies of a 
very unusual character, and which 
has encouraged me in their pursuit 
through many years of voluntary 
exile, in lands where they could be 
best facilitated or aided— the am- 
bition of leaving behind me the 
renown of a bold discoverer in those 
recesses of nature which philosophy 
has hitherto abandoned to super- 
stition. But I feel, at the moment 
in which I trace these lines, a fear 
lest, in the absorbing interest of 
researches which tend to increase 
to a marvellous degree the power 
of man over all matter, animate or 
inanimate, I may have blunted my 



own moral perceptions; and that 
there may be much in the know- 
ledge which I sought and acquired 
from the pure desire of investigat- 
ing hidden truths, that could be 
more abused to purposes of tre- 
mendous evil than be likely to con- 
duce to benignant good. And of 
this a mind disciplined to severe 
reasoning, and uninfluenced by the 
enthusiasm which has probably ob- 
scured my own judgment, should 
be the unprejudiced arbiter. Much 
as I have coveted and still do covet 
that fame which makes the memory 
of one man the common inherit- 
ance of all, I would infinitely rather 
that my name should pass away 
with my breath, than that I should 
transmit to my fellow-men any por- 
tion of a knowledge which the good 
might forbear to exercise and the 
bad might unscrupulously pervert. 
I bear about with me, wherever I 
wander, a certain steel casket. I 
received this casket, with its con- 
tents, from a man whose memory I 
hold in profound veneration. Should 
I live to find a person whom, after 
minute and intimate trial of his 
character, I should deem worthy of 
such confidence, it is my intention 
to communicate to him the secret 
how to prepare and how to use such 
of the powders and essences stored 
within that casket as I myself have 
ventured to employ. Others I have 
never tested, nor do I know how 
they could be re-supplied if lost or 
wasted. But as the contents of this 
casket, in the hands of any one not 
duly instructed as to the mode of 
applying .them, would either be use- 
less, or conduce, through inadver- 
tent and ignorant misapplication, to 
the most dangerous consequences; 
so, if I die without having found, 
and in writing named, such a con- 
fidant as I have described above, I 
command you immediately to empty 
all the powders and essences found 
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therein into any running stream of 
water, which will at once harmlessly 
-dissolve them. On no account must 
they be cast into fire ! 

"This letter, Bichard Strahan, 
will only come under your eyes in 
-case the plans and the hopes which 
I have formed for my earthly future 
should be frustrated by the death 
on which I do not calculate, but 
against the chances of which this 
will and this letter provide. I am 
about to revisit England, in defiance 
of a warning that I shall be there 
subjected to some peril which I 
refuse to have defined, because I 
am unwilling that any mean appre- 
hension of personal danger should 
enfeeble my nerves in the discharge 
of a stem and solemn duty. If I 
overcome that peril, you will not 
be my heir ; my testament will be 
remodelled; this letter will be re- 
called and destroyed. I shall form 
ties which promise me the happi- 
ness I have never hitherto found, 
though it is common to all men— 
the afiections of home, the caresses 
of children, among whom I may 
find one to whom hereafter I may 
bequeath, in my knowledge, a far 
nobler heritage than my lands. In 
that case, however, my first care 
would be to assure your own for- 
tunes. And the sum which this 
-codicil assures to my betrothed, 
would be transferred to yourself on 
my wedding-day. Do you know 
why, never having seen you, I thus 
select you for preference to all my 
other kindred ?— why my heart, in 
writing thus, warms to your image ? 
Eiichard Strahan, your only sister, 
many years older than yourself— 
you were then a child— was the ob- 
ject of my first love. We were to 
have been wedded, for her parents 
deceived me into the beUef that she 
returned my aflfection. With a rare 
and noble candour, she herself in- 
formed me that her heart was given 



to another, who possessed not my 
worldly gifts of wealth and station. 
In resigning my claims to her hand, 
I succeeded in propitiating her 
parents to her own choice. I ob- 
tained for her husband the living 
which he held, and I settled on your 
sister the dower which, at her death, 
passed to you as the brother to 
whom she had shown a mother's 
love, and the interest of which has 
secured you a modest independence. 

"If these lines ever reach you, 
recognise my title to reverential 
"obedience to commands which may 
seem to you wild, perhaps irrational ; 
and repay, as if a debt due from your 
own lost sister, the affection I have 
borne to you for her sake." 

While I read this long and strange 
letter, Strahan sat by my side, cover- 
ing his face with his hands, and 
weeping with honest tears for the 
man whose death had made him 
powerful and rich. 

"You will undertake the trust 
ordained to me in this letter," said 
he, struggling to compose himselfl 
"You will read and edit this me- 
moir; you are the very man he 
himself would have selected. Of 
your honour and humanity there 
can be no doubt, and you have 
studied with success the sciences 
which he specifies as requisite for 
the discharge of the task he com- 
mands." 

At this request, though I could 
not be wholly unprepared for it, my 
first impulse was that of a vague 
terror. It seemed to me as if I were 
becoming more and more entangled 
in a mysterious and fatal web. But 
this impulse soon faded in the eager 
yearnings of an ardent and irresist- 
ible curiosity. 

I promised to read the manu- 
script, and in order that I might 
fully imbue my mind with the ob- 
ject and wish of the deceased, I 
asked leave to make a copy of the 
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ktter I had just read. To this, 
Stnhan readily assented, and that 
oopy I have transcribed in the pre- 
oedLoig pages. 

I asked Strahan if he had yet 
ftmnd the manuscript ; he said, ''No, 
he had not yet had the heart to in- 
spect the papers left by the deceased. 
He would now do so. He should 
go in a day or two to Derval Court, 
and reside there till the murderer 
discovered, as doubtless he soon 



must be through the vigilance of 
the police. Kot till that discovery 
was. made should Sir Philip's re-^ 
mains, though already placed in 
their coffin, be consigned to the 
fiunily vault^ 

Strahan seemed to have some 
superstitious notion that the mur- 
derer might be more secure from 
justice if his victim were thrust,, 
unavenged, into the tomb. 



CHAPTER XXXVL 



Thb belief prevalent] in the town 
ascribed the murder of Sir Philip 
to the violence of some vulgar rob- 
ber, probably not an inhabitant of 
L-— . Mr. Vigors did not favour 
that beUef. He intimated an opinion, 
which seemed extravagant and 
groundless, that Sir Philip had been 
murdered, for the sake not of the 
missing purse, but of the missing 
casket. It was currently believed 
that the solemn magistrate had con- 
sulted one of his pretended clair- 
voyants, and that this impostor had 
gulled him with assurances, to which 
he attached a credit that perverted 
into egregiously absurd directions 
his characteristic activity and zeal 

Be that as it may, the coroner's 
inquest closed without casting any 
light on so mysterious a tragedy. 

What were my own conjectures I 
scarcely dared to admit— I certainly 
could not venture to utter them. 
But my suspicions centred upon 
Margrave. That for some reason or 
other he had cause to dread Sir 

Philip's presence in L was clear, 

even to my reason. And how could 
my reason reject all the influences 



which had been brought to bear on 
my imagination, whether by the 
scene in the museum or my con- 
versation with the deceased? But 
it was impossible to act on such sus- 
picions—impossible even to confide 
them. Could I have told to any 
man the eflfect produced on me in^ 
the museum, he would have con- 
sidered me a liar or a madman. And 
in Sir PhiUp*s accusations against 
Margrave, there was nothing tan- 
gible—nothing that could bear re- 
petition. Those accusations, if 
analyzed, vanished into air. What 
did they imply?— that Margrave 
was a magician,a monstrous prodigy, 
a creature exceptional to the or- 
dinary conditions of humanity. 
Would the most reckless of mortals 
have ventured to bring against the 
worst of characters such a charge,^ 
on the authority of a deceased wit-^ 
ness, and to found on evidence so 
fantastic the awful accusation of 
murder ? But of all men, certainly 
I— a sober, practical physician— was 
the last whom the public could ex- 
cuse for such incredible implications 
—and certainly, of all men, the last 
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against whom any suspicion of hein- 
ous crime would be readily enter- 
tained was that joyous youth in 
whose sunny aspect life and con- 
science alike seemed to keep care- 
less holiday. But I could not over- 
come, nor did I attempt to reason 
against, the horror akin to detesta- 
tion, that had succeeded to the fasci- 
nating attraction by which Margrare 
had before conciliated a liking 
founded rather on admiration than 
esteem. 

In order to avoid his visits I kept 
away from the study in which I had 
habitually spent my mornings^ and 
to which he had been accustomed to 
so ready an access. And if he called 
at the front door, I directed my 
servant to tell him that I was either 
from home or engaged. He did at- 
tempt for the first few days to visit 
me as before, but when my intention 
to shun him became thus manifest^ 
desisted ; naturally enough, as any 
other man so pointedly repelled 
would have done. 

I abstained from all those houses 
in which I was likely to meet him; 
and went my professional round of 
visits in a dose carriage ; so that I 
might not be accosted by him in his 
walks. 

One morning, a very few days 
after Strahan had shown me Sir 
Philip Derval's letter, I received a 
note from my old college acquaint- 
ance^ stating that he was going to 
Derval Court that afternoon ; ^t 
he should take with him the memoir 
which he had found, and begging 
me to visit him at his new home the 



next day, and commence my in- 
spection of the manuscript. I con- 
sented eagerly. 

That morning, on going my round, 
my carriage passed by another drawn 
up to the pavement, and I recognised 
the figure of Margrave standing 
beside the vehicle, and talking to 
some one seated within it I looked 
back, as my own carriage whirled 
rapidly by, and saw with uneasiness 
and alarm that it was Eiohard 
Strahan to whom Kargrave was 
thus familiarly addressing himself. 
How had the two made acquaint- 
ance ? Was it not an outrage on Sir 
FhilipDerval'smemory,that theheir 
he had selected should be thus appa- 
rently intimate with the man whom 
he had so sternly denounced? I 
became stilllmore impatient to read 
the memoir— in all probability it 
would give such explanations with 
respect to Margrave's antecedents, 
as, if not sufficing to criminate him 
of legal offences, would at least 
effectually terminate any acquaint- 
ance between Sir Philip's successor 
and himself. 

All my thoughts were, however, 
diverted to channels of far deeper 
interest even than those in which 
my mind had of late been so tumul- 
tuously whirled along ; when, on 
returning home, I found a note from 
Mrs. Ashleigh. She and Lilian had 

just come back to L , sooner than 

she had led me to anticipate. Lilian 
had not seemed quite well the last 
day or two, and had been anxious 
to return. 
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Lbt me recall it— softly— softly ! 
Let me recall that evening spent 
with her!— that evening, the last 
before darkness rose between us like 
a solid wall 

It was evening, at the close of 
summer. The sun had set, the twi- 
light was lingering still. We were 
in the old monastic garden— garden 
so quiet, so cool, so fragrant She 
was seated on a bench under the one 
great cedar-tree that rose sombre in 
:tiie midst of the grassy lawn with its 
little paradise of flowers. I had 
thrown myself on the sward at her 
feet; her hand so confidingly lay in 
the clasp of mine. I see her still 
—how young, how fair, how inno- 
^cent! 

Strange, strange! So inexpress- 
ibly English; so thoroughly the 
creature of our sober, homely life ! 
The pretty delicate white robe that 
I touch so timorously, and the 
ribbon-knots of blue that so well 
become the soft colour of the fair 
cheek, the wavy silk of the brown 
hair ! She is murmuring low her 
r answer to my trembling question. 

" As well as when last we parted ? 
Do you love me as well still ? " 

"There is no 'still' written 
here," said she, softly pressing her 
iiand to her heart. ** Yesterday is 
as to-morrow in the For ever." 

" Ah, Lilian ! if I could reply to 
you in words as akin to poetry as 
your own." 

" Fie ! you who affect not to care 
for poetry ! " 

" That was before you went away 

—before I missed you from my 

eyes, from my Ufe— before I was 

•quite conscious how precious you 

were to me, more precious than 



common words can tell ! Yes, 
there is one period in love when all 
men are poets, however the penury 
of their language may belie the 
luxuriance of their fancies. What 
would become of me if you ceased 
to love me ? " 

"Or of me, if you could cease to 
love?" 

"And somehow it seems to me 
this evening as if my heart drew 
nearer to you — nearer as if for 
shelter." 

** It is sympathy," said she, with 
tremulous eagerness; "that sort of 
mysterious sympathy which I have 
often heard you deny or deride ; for 
I, too, feel drawn nearer to you, as 
if there were a storm at hand. I 
was oppressed by an indescribable 
terror in returning home, and the 
moment I saw you there came a 
sense of protection." 

Her head sank on my shoulder ; 
we were silent some moments ; then 
we both rose by the same involun- 
tary impulse, and round her slight 
form I twined my strong arm of 
man. And now we are winding 
slow under the lilacs and acacias 
that belt the lawn. Lilian has not 
yet heard of the murder, which 
forms the one topic of the town, 
for all tales of violence and blood 
affected her as they affect a fearful 
child. Mrs. Ashleigh, therefore, 
had judiciously concealed from her 
the letters and the journals by 
which the dismal news had been 
carried to herself. I need scarcely 
say that the grim subject was not 
broached by me. In fact, my own 
mind escaped from the events which 
had of late so perplexed and tor- 
mented it ; the tranquillity of the 
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scene, the bliss of Lilian's presence, 
had begun to chase away even that 
melancholy foreboding which had 
overshadowed me in the first mo- 
ments of our reunion. So we came 
gradually to converse of the future 
— of the day, not far distant, when 
we two should be as one. We 
planned our bridal excursion. We 
would visit the scenes endeared to 
her by song, to me by childhood— 
the banks and waves of my native 
Windermere— our one brief holiday 
before Ufe returned to labour, and 
hearts now so disquieted by hope 
and joy settled down to the calm 
serenity of home. 

As we thus talked, the moon, 
nearly rounded to her full, rose 
amidst skies without a cloud. We 
paused to gaze on her solemn 
haunting beauty, as where are the 
lovers ; who have not paused to 
gaze ? We were then on* the ter- 
race walk, which commanded a view 
of the town below. Before us was 
a parapet wall, low on the garden 
side, but inaccessible on the outer 
side, forming part of a straggling 
irregular street that made one of 
the boundaries dividing Abbey Hill 
from Low Town. The lamps 
of the thoroughfares, in many a 
line and row beneath us, stretched 
far away, obscured, here and there, 
by intervening roofs and tall church 
towers. The hum of the city came 
to our ears, low and mellowed into 
a lulling sound. It was not dis- 
pleasing to be reminded that there 
was a world without, as close and 
closer we drew each to each — 
worlds to one another ! Suddenly, 
there carolled forth the song of a 
human voice — a wild, irregular, 
half-savage melody — foreign, un- 
comprehended words — air and 
words not new to me. I recog- 
nised the voice and chant of Mar- 
grave. I started, and uttered an 
angry exclamation. 



" Hush ! " whispered Lilian, and 
I felt her frame shiver within my 
encircling arm. " Hush ! listen ! 
Yes ; I have heard that voice before 
—last night — " 

" Last night ! you were not here ;. 
you were more than a hundred 
miles away." 

"I heard it in a dream! Hush, 
hush ! " 

The song rose louder ; impossible 
to describe its effect, in the midst of 
the tranquil night, chiming over the 
serried roof-tops, and under the 
solitary moon. It was not like 
the artful song of man, for it was 
defective in the methodical har- 
mony of tune ; it was not like the 
song of the wild bird, for it had no 
monotony in its sweetness: it was- 
wandering and various as the sounds' 
from an ^olian harp. But it 
affected the senses to a powerful 
degree, as in remote lands and in 
vast solitudes I have since found 
the note of the mocking-bird, sud- 
denly heard, affect the listener half 
with delight, half with awe, as if 
some demon creature of the desert 
were mimicking man for its own 
merriment. The chant now had 
changed into an air of defying glee, 
of menacing exultation; it might 
have been the triumphant war-song, 
of some antique barbarian race. 
The note was sinister; a shadow 
passed through me, and Lilian had 
closed her eyes, and was sighing 
heavily ; then with a rapid change, 
sweet as the coo with which an 
Arab mother lulls her babe to sleep, 
the melody died away. " There, 
there, look," murmured Lilian, 
moving from me, *Hhe same I saw 
last night in sleep ; the same I saw 
in the space above, on the evening- 
I first knew you I " 

Her eyes were fixed— her hand 
raised ; my look followed hers, and 
rested on the face and form of Mar- 
grave. The moon shone full upou' 
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him, 80 fall as if concentrating all 
its light upon his image. The place 
on which he stood (a balcony to the 
upper story of a house about fifty 
ryards distant) was considerably 
above the level of the terrace from 
-whioh we gazed on him. His arms 
trere folded on his breast, and he 
w^ppexted to be looking straight 
towards us. Even at that distance, 
the lustrous youth of his counte- 
finance appeared to me terribly dis- 
tinct, and the light of his wondrous 
-eye seemed to rest upon us in one 
lengthened, steady ray through the 
"^limpid moonshine. Involuntarily 
I seized Lilian's hand, and drew her 
>«way almost by force, for she was 
unwilling to move, and as I led her 
hack, she turned her head to look 
found; I, too, turned in jealous 
rage ! I breathed more freely. 
Margrave had disappeared ! 

'* How came he there ? It is not 
his hotel. Whose house is it ? " I 
said aloud, though speaking to 
myself. 

Lilian remained silent; her eyes 
fixed upon the ground as if in deep 
Teverie. I took her hand; it did 
not return my pressure. I felt cut 
to the heart when she drew coldly 
fW)m me that hand, till then so 
frankly cordial. I stopped short: 
"Lilian, what is this? you are 
<}hilled towards me. Can the mere 
sound of that man's voice, the mere 
glimpse of that man's face, have — " 
I paused ; I did not dare to complete 
my question. 

Lilian lifted her eyes to mine, and 
I saw at once in those eyes a change. 
Their look was cold ; not haughty, 
but abstracted. "I do not under- 
etand you," she said, in a weary, 
listless accent. ** It is growing late ; 
I must go in." 

So we walked on moodily, no 
longer arm in arm, nor hand in 
hand. Thenitoccurred tomethat, 
the next day, Lilian would be in 



that narrow world of society ; that 
there she could scarcely fail to hear 
of Margrave, to meet, to know him. 
Jealousy seized me with all its 
imaginary terrors, and amidst that 
jealousy, a nobler, purer apprehen- 
sion for herself. Had I been Lilian's 
brother instead of her betrothed, I 
should not have trembled less to 
foresee the shadow of Margrave's 
mysterious influence passing over a 
mind so predisposed to the charm 
which Mystery itself has for those 
whose thoughts fuse their outlines 
in fancies ; — whose world melts 
away into Dreamland. Therefore I 
spoke. 

"Lilian, at the risk of offending 
you— alas ! I have never done so 
before this night — I must address 
to you a prayer which I implore 
you not to regard as the dictate of a 
suspicion unworthy you and myself. 
The per^n whom you have just 
heard and seen is, at present, much 
courted in the circles of this town. 
I entreat you not to permit any one 
to introduce him to you. I entreat 
you not to know him. I cannot tell 
you all my reasons for this petition ; 
enough that I pledge you my 
honour that those reasons are 
grave. Trust, then, in my truth, 
as I trust in yours. Be assured 
that I stretch not the rights which 
your heart has bestowed upon mine 
in the promise I ask, as I shall be 
freed from all fear by a promise 
which I know will be sacred when 
once it is given." 

" What promise ? " asked Lilian, 
absently, as if she had not heard my 
words. 

" What promise ? Why, to refuse 
all acquaintance with- that man; 
his name is Margrave. Promise me, 
dearest, promise me." 

" Why is your voice so changed ? " 
said Lilian. " Its tone jars on my 
ear," she added with a peevishness 
so unlike her, that it startled me 
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more than it offended ; and, without 
a word further, she quickened her 
pace, and entered the house. 

For the rest of the evening we 
were both taciturn and distant to- 
-wards each other. In vain Mrs. 
Ashleigh kindly sought to break 
down our mutual reserve. I felt 
that I had the right to be resentful, 
and I clung to that right the more 
because Lilian made no attempt at 
reconciliation. This, too, was wholly 
unlike herself, for her temper was 
ordinarily sweet— sweet to the ex- 
treme of meekness ; saddened if the 
slightest misunderstanding between 
us had ever vexed me, and yearning 
to ask forgiveness if a look or a word 
had pained me. I was in hopes 
that, before I went away, peace 
between us would be restored. But 
long ere her usual hour for retiring 
to rest, she rose abruptly, and, com- 
plaining of fatigue and headache, 
wished me good night, and avoided 
the hand I sorrowfully held out to 
her as I opened the door. 

"You must have been very un- 
kind to poor Lilian," said Mrs. 
Ashleigh, between jest and earnest, 
" for I never saw her so cross to you 
before. . And the first day of her 
return, too ! " 

" The fault is not mine," said I, 
^mewhat sullenly ; " I did but ask 



Lilian, and that as a humble prayer, 
not to make the acquaintance of a 
stranger in this town against whom 
I have reasons for distrust and 
aversion. I know not why that 
prayer should displease her." 

** Nor I. Who is the stranger ? " 

"A person who calls himself 
Margrave. Let me at least entreat 
you to avoid him ! " 

** Oh, I have no desire to make 
acquaintance with strangers. But^ 
now Lilian is gone, do tell me all 
about this dreadM murder ? The 
servants are full of it, and I cannot 
keep it long concealed from Lilian. 
I was in hopes that you would have 
broken it to her." 

I rose impatiently; I could not 
bear to talk thus of an event the 
tragedy of which was associated in 
my mind with circumstances so 
mysterious. I became agitated and 
even angry when Mrs. Ashleigh 
persisted in rambling woman-like 
inquiries— " Who was suspected of 
the deed? Who did I think had 
committed it ? What sort of a man 
was Sir Philip? What was that 
strange story about a casket?" 
Breaking from such interrogations, 
to which I oould give but abrupt 
and evasive answers, I seized my 
hat, and took my departure. 



CHAPTER XXXVIIL 



LETTEB FBOM ALLEN FENWICE 
TO LILLiK ASHLEIGH. 

"I HAVE promised to go to Derval 
Court to-(ky, and shall not return 
till to-morrow. I cannot bear the 
thought that so many hours should 
pass away with one feeling less kind 
than usual resting like a cloud upon 
you and me. Lilian, if I offended 



you, forgive me ! Send me one line 
to say so!— ^ne line which I can 
place next to my heart and cover 
with grateful kisses till we meet 
again ! " 

BEFLY. 

''I scarcely know what you mean, 
nor do I quite understand my own 
state of mind at this moment. It 
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oaimot be that I love you less— and 
jet— bat I will not write more now. 
I feel ^ad that we shall not meet 
for the next day or so, and then I 
liope to be quite recovered. I am 
not well at this moment. Do not 
adc me to forgive you— but if it is 
I who am in fault— forgive me, oh 
ftnrgiTe me, Allen.** 

And with this unsatisfactory note 
— 4iot worn next to my heart, not 
eovered with kisses, but thrust 
enunpled into my desk like a credi- 
tor's unwelcome bill, I flung myself 
on my horse and rode to Derval 
Coort. I am naturally proud ; my 
pride came now to my aid. I felt 
bitterly indignant against Lilian, so 
indignant that I resolved on my 
return to say to her, " If in those 
words, *And yet,' you implied a 
doubt whether you loved me less, I 
OKDcel your vows, I give you back 
Tonr freedom." And I could have 
passed from her threshold with a 
firm foot, though with the certainty 
that I should never smile again. 

Does her note seem to you who 
may read these pages to justify such 
resentment? Perhaps not. But 
there is an atmosphere in the letters 
of the one we love, which we alone 
— ^we who love — can feel, and in the 
atmosphere of that letter I felt the 
chill of the coming winter. 

I reached the park lodge of Derval 
Court late in the day. I had occa- 
sion to visit some patients whose 
houses lay scattered many miles 
apart, and for that reason, as well 
as from the desire for some quick 
bodily exercise which is so natural 
an effect of irritable perturbation of 
mind, I had made the journey on 
horseback instead of using a car- 
riage, that I could not have got 
through the lanes and field-paths by 
which alone the work set to myself 
could be accomplished in time. 

Just as I entered the park, an 



uneasy thought seized hold of me 
with the strength which is ascribed 
to presentiment®. I had passed 
through my study (which has been 
so elaborately described) to my 
stables, as I generally did when I 
wanted my saddle-horse, and, in so 
doing, had, doubtless, left open the 
gate to the iron palisade, and pro- 
bably the window of the study 
itself. I had been in this careless 
habit for several years, without ever 
once having cause for self-reproach. 
As I before said, there was nothing 
in my study to tempt a thief; the 
study shut out from the body of 
the house, and the servant sure at 
nightfall both to close the window 
and lock the gate ; yet now, for the 
first time, I felt an impulse, urgent, 
keen, and disquieting, to ride back 
to the town and see those pre- 
cautions taken. I could not guess 
why, but something whispered to 
me that my neglect had exposed me 
to some great danger. I even 
checked my horse and looked at tn^ 
watch; too late !— already just on 
the stroke of Strahan's dinner-hour 
as fixed in his note ; my horse, too,, 
was fatigued and spent: besides, 
what folly ! what bearded man can 
believe in the warnings of a "pre- 
sentiment?" I pushed on, and 
soon halted before the old-fashioned 
flight of stairs that led up to the 
hall. Here I was accosted by the 
old steward ; he had just descended 
the stairs, and, as I dismounted, he 
thrust his arm into mine uncere- 
moniously, and drew me a little 
aside. 

"Doctor, I was right; it was his 
ghost that I saw by the iron door 
of the mausoleum. I saw it again 
at the same place last night, but I 
had no fit then. Justice on his 
murderer ! Blood for blood ! " 

"Ay!" said I sternly; for if I 
suspected Margrave before, I felt 
convinced now that the inexpiable 
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deed was his. Wherefore convinced ? 
Simply because I now hated him 
more, and hate is so easily con- 
vinced! ** Lilian ! Lilian ! " I mur- 
mured to myself that name; the 
flame of my hate was fed by my 
jealousy. "Ay!" said I, sternly, 
" murder will out" 

"What are the police about?" 
said the old man, querulously; 
" days pass on days, and no nearer 
the truth. But what does the new 
owner care ? He has the rents and 
acres; what does he care for the 
dead? I will never serve another 
master. I have just told Mr. Strahan 
so. How do I know whether he 
did not do the deed ? Who else had 
an interest in it ? " 

" Hush, hush ! " I cried ; " you do 
notknow how wildly you are talking." 

The old man stared at me, shook 
his head, released my arm, and strode 
away. 

A labouring man came out of the 
garden, and having unbuckled the 
saddle-bags, which contained the 
few things required for so short a 
visit, I consigned my horse to his 
care, and ascended the perron. The 
old housekeeper met me in the hall, 
conducted me up the great staircase, 
showed me into a bedroom prepared 
for me, and told me that Mr. Strahan 
was already waiting dinner for me. 
I should find him in the study. I 
hastened to join him. He began 
apologizing, very unnecessarily, for 
the state of his establishment. He 
had, as yet, engaged no new servants. 
The housekeeper, with the help of 
a housemaid, did all the work. 

Eichard Strahan at college had 
been as little distinguishable from 
other young men as a youth neither 
rich nor poor, neither clever nor 
stupid, neither handsome nor ugly, 
neither audacious sinner nor formal 
saint, possibly could be. 

Yet, to those who understood him 
well, he was not without some of 



those moral qualities by which a 
youth of mediocre intellect often 
matures into a superior man. 

He was, as Sir Philip had been 
rightly informed, thoreughly honest 
and upright. But with a strong 
sense of duty, there was also a cer- 
tain latent hardness. He was not 
indulgent. He had outward frank- 
ness with acquaintances, but was 
easily roused to suspicion. He had 
much of the thriftiness and self- 
denial of the North countryman, 
and I have no doubt that he had 
lived with calm content and system- 
atic economy on an income which 
made him, as a bachelor, independent 
of his nominal profession, but would 
not have sufficed, in itself, for the 
fitting maintenance of a wife and 
family. He was, therefore, still 
single. 

It seemed to me, even during the 
few minutes in which we conversed 
before dinner was announced, that 
his character showed a new phase 
with his new fortunes. He talked 
in a grandiose style of the duties of 
station and the woes of wealth. He 
seemed to be very much afraid of 
spending, and still more appalled at 
the idea of being cheated. His 
temper, too, was ruffled; the steward 
had given him notice to quit. Mr. 
Jeeves, who had spent the morning 
with him, had said the steward 
would be a great loss, and a steward, 
at once sharp and honest, was not 
to be easily found. 

What trifles can embitter the pos- 
session of great goods ! Strahan had 
taken a fancy to the old house ; it 
was conformable to his notions, both 
of comfort and pomp, and Sir Phihp 
had expressed a desire that the old 
house should be pulled down. 
Strahan had inspected the plans for 
the new mansion to which Sir Philip 
had referred, and the plans did not 
please him ; on the contrary, they 
terrified. 
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''Jeeves says that I oould not 
build suoh a house under seventy or 
eighty thousand pounds, and then 
it will require twice the establish- 
ment which will suffice for this. I 
flhall be ruined," cried the man who 
had just come into possession of at 
least ten thousand a year. 

" Sir Philip did not enjoin you to 
pull down the old house; he only 
advised you to do so. Perhaps he 
thought the site leas healthy than 
that which he proposes for a new 
building, or was aware of some other 
drawback to the house, which you 
may discover later. Wait a little 
and see before deciding." 

^But, at all events, I suppose I 
must pull down this curious old 
room— the nicest part of the whole 
bouse ! " 

Strahan, as he spoke, looked wist- 
ftilly round at the quaint oak chim- 
ney-piece; the carved ceiling; the 
well-built solid walls, with the large 
mullion casement, opening so plea- 
santly on the sequestered gardens. 
He had ensconced himself in Sir 
Philip's study, the chamber in which 
the once fitmous mystic, Forman, 
bad found a ref\ige. 

** So cozy a room for a single man ! " 
aghed Strahan. "Near the stables 
and dog-kennels, too ! But I sup- 
pose I must pull it down. I am not 
bound to do so legally ; it is no con- 
dition of the will But in honour 
and gratitude I ought not to disobey 
poor Sir Philip's positive iigunc- 
tion." 

"Of that," said I, gravely, "there 
cannot be a doubt" 

Here our conversation was inter- 
rupted by Mrs. Gates, who informed 
us that dinner was served in the 
library. Wine of great age was 
brought from the long -neglected 
cellars; Strahan filled and refilled 
his glass, and, warmed into hilarity, 
began to talk of bringing old college 
firiends around him in the winter 



season, and making the roof-tree 
ring with laughter and song once 
more. 

Time wore away, and night had 
long set in, when Strahan at last 
rose from the table, his speech thick 
and his tongue unsteady. We re- 
turned to the study, and I reminded 
my host of the special object of my 
visit to him, viz., the inspection of 
Sir Philip's manuscript. 

" It is tough reading/' said 
Strahan ; " better put it ofif till to- 
morrow. You will stay here two 
or three days." 

"No; I must return to L to- 
morrow. I cannot absent myself 
from my patients. And it is the 
more desfrable that no time should 
be lost before examining the con- 
tents of the manuscript, because 
probably they may give some clue 
to the detectibn of the murderer." 

" Why do you think that ?" cried 
Strahan, startled from the drowsi- 
ness that was creeping over him. 

"Because the manuscript may 
show that Sir Philip had some 
enemy — and who but an enemy 
could have had a motive for such a 
crime? Come, bring forth the book. 
You of all men are bound to be alert 
in every research that may guide the 
retribution of justice to the assassin 
of your benefactor." 

" Yes, yes. I will offer a reward 
of five thousand pounds for the dis- 
covery. Allen, that wretched old 
steward had the insolence to tell me 
that I was the only man in the 
world who could have an interest 
in the death of his master; and he 
looked at me as if he thought that I 
had committed the crime. You are 
right ; it becomes me, of all men, to 
be alert The assassin must be found. 
He must hang." 

While thus speaking, Strahan had 
risen, unlocked a desk which stood 
on one of the safes, and drawn forth 
a thick volume, the contents of 
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which were protected by a clasp and 
'lock. Strahan proceeded to open 
this lock by one of a bunch of keys, 
which he said had been found on 
Sir PhiUp's person. 

''There, Allen, this is the memoir. 
I need not tell you what stoire I 
place on it ; not, between you and 
me, that I expect it will warrant 
poor Sir Philip's high opinion of his 
own scientifio discoveries. That part 
of his letter seems to me very queer, 
and very flighty. But he evidently 
Jet his heart on the publication of 
•his work, in part if not in whole. 
And, naturally, I must desire to 
comply with a wish so distinctly 
intimated by one to whom I owe so 
much. I beg you, therefore, not to 
be too fastidious. Some valuable 
hints in medicine, I have reason to 
believe, the uianusoript will contain, 
and those may help you in your 
profession, Allen." 

"You have reason to brieve! 
Why ? " 

"Oh, a charming young fellow, 
who, with most of the other genlry 

resident at L , oalled en me at 

my hotel, told me that he had tra- 
velled in the East, and had there 
heard much of Sir Philip's know- 
ledge of chemistry, and the eures it 
had enabled him to p^form.** 

"You speak of Mr. Margrave. He 
■called on you?" 

"Yes." 

" You did not, I trusty mention to 
him the existenoe of Sir Philip's 
manusoript." 

"Indeed I did; and I said you 
had promised to examine it. He 
seemed delighted at that, and spoke 
most highly of your peculiar fltneis 
for the task." 

"Give me the manusf^ript." said 



I, abruptly, "and, after I have 
looked at it to-night, I may have 
something to say to you to-morrow 
in reference to Mr. Margrave." 

" There is the book," said Strahan; 
" I have just glanced at it, and find 
much of it writton in Latin ; and I 
am ashamed to- say that I have so 
neglected the little Latin I learned 
in our college days, that I could not 
construe what I looked at." 

I sit down and placed the book 
b^ore me ; Strahan fell into a dose, 
from whidi he was wakened by the 
housekeeper, who brought in the 
tei^things. 

"WeU," said Strahan, languidly, 
" do you find mu(^ in the book that 
explains the many puzzling liddles 
in poor Sir Phihp's ecoentoic life 
and pursuits P " 

" Yes," said L " I>o not inter- 
rupt me." 

Strahan again began to doze, and 
the housekeeper asked if we should 
want anything more that night, and 
if I thought I could find my way to 
my bedroom. 

I dismissed her impatiently, and 
continued to read. 

Strahan woke up again as the 
dook staruck deven, and finding me 
still absorbed in the manusoript, 
and disinclined to converse, lighted 
his candle, and telling me to replace 
the manuscript in the desk when I 
had done with it, and be sure to look 
the desk and take charge of the 
key, which he took off the bunch 
and gave me, went upstairs, yawn- 
ing. 

I was alone in the wizard For- 
man's chamber, and bending over a 
stranger record than had ever ex- 
cited my infant wonder, or, in later 
years, prov<^ed my sceptic smile. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX 



The Manuscript was written in a 
small and peculiar hand-writing, 
which, though evidently by the 
same person whose letter to Skahan 
I had read, was, whether from haste 
or some imperfection in the ink, 
much more hard to decipher. Those 
parts of the Memoir which related 
to experiments, or alleged secrets in 
Nature, that the writer intimated 
a desire to submit exclusively to 
scholars or men of science, were in 
Latin— and Latin which, though 
grammatically correct, was fire- 
quently obscure. But all that de- 
tained the eye and attention on the 
page, necessarily served to impress 
the contents more deeply on re- 
membrance. 

The narrative commenced with 
the writer's sketch of his childhood. 
Both his parents had died before he 
attained his seventh year. The 
orphan had been sent by his guar- 
dians to a private school, and his 
holidays had been passed at Derval 
Court. Here, his earliest remini- 
scences were those of the quaint old 
room, in which I now sat, and of his 
childish wonder at the inscription 
on the chimney-piece— who and 
what was the Simon Forman who 
had there found a refuge from per- 
secution ? Of what nature were the 
studies he had cultivated, and the 
discoveries he boasted to have 
made? 

When he was about sixteen, 
Philip Derval had begun to read 
the many mystic books which the 
library contained; but without 
other result on his mind than the 
sentiment of disappointment and 
disgust. The impressions produced 
on the credulous imagination of 



childhood vanished. He went to 
the university ; was sent abroad to 
travel : and on his return took that 
place in the circles of London which 
is so readily conceded to a young 
idler of birth and fortune. He 
passed quickly over that period of 
his life, as one of extravagance and 
dissipation, from which he was first 
drawn by the attachment for his 
cousin to which his letter to Stra- 
han referred. Disappointed in the 
hopes which that affection had con- 
ceived, and his fortune impaired, 
partly by some years of reckless pro- 
fusion, and partly by the pecuniary 
sacrifices at which he had effected his 
cousin's marriage with another, he 
retired to Derval Court, to live there 
in solitude and seclusion. On search- 
ing for some old title-deeds required 
for a mortgage, he chanced upon a 
collection of manuscripts much dis- 
coloured, and, in part, eaten away 
by moth or damp. These, on exami- 
nation, proved to be the writings of 
Porman. Some of them were astro- 
logical observations and predictions; 
some were upon the nature of the 
Cabbala ; some upon the invocation 
of spirits and the magic of the dark 
ages. All had a certain interest, for 
they were interspersed with personal 
remarks, anecdotes of eminent actors 
in a very stirring time, and were com- 
posed as Colloquies, in imitation of 
Erasmus ; the second person in the 
dialogue being Sir Miles Derval, the 
patron and pupil; the first person 
being Porman, the philosopher and 
expounder. 

But along with these shadowy 
lucubrations were treatises of a more 
uncommon and a more startling 
character; discussions on various 
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occult laws of nature, and detailed 
accounts of analytical experiments. 
These opened a new, and what 
seemed to Sir Philip a practical, 
field of inquiry — a true border-land 
between natural science and imagi- 
native speculation. Sir Philip had 
cultivated philosophical science! at 
the university; he resumed the 
study, and tested himself the truth 
of various experiments suggested by 
Porman. Some, to his surprise, 
proved successful — some wholly 
failed. These lucubrations first 
tempted the writer of the memoir 
towards the studies in which the 
remainder of his life had been con- 
sumed. But he spoke of the lucu- 
brations themselves as valuable only 
where suggestive of some truths 
which Porman had accidentally 
approached, without being aware of 
their true nature and importance. 
They were debased by absurd puer- 
ilities, and vitiated by the vain and 
presumptuous ignorance which cha- 
racterized the astrology of the 
middle ages. Por these reasons the 
writer intimated his intention (if he 
lived to return to England) to 
destroy Porman's manuscripts, to- 
gether with sundry other books, and 
a few commentaries of his own upon 
studies which had for a while 
misled him— all now deposited in 
the safes of the room in which I sat. 

After some years passed in the 
retirement of Derval Court, Sir 
Philip was seized with the desire to 
travel, and the taste he had imbibed 
for occult studies led him towards 
those Eastern lands in which they 
took their origin, and still retain 
their professors. 

Several pages of the manuscript 
were now occupied with minute 
statements of the writer's earlier 
disappointment in the objects of his 
singular research. The so-called 
magicians, accessible to the curiosity 
of European travellers, were either I 



but ingenious jugglers, or produced 
effects that perplexed him by prac- 
tices they had mechanically learned, 
but of the rationale of which they 
were as ignorant as himself. It was 
not till he had resided some con- 
siderable time in the East, and 
acquired a familiar knowledge of its 
current languages and the social 
habits of its various populations, 
that he became acquainted with 
men in whom he recognised earnest 
cultivators of the lore which tradi- 
tion ascribes to the colleges and 
priesthoods of the ancient world; 
men generally living remote from 
others, and seldom to be bribed by 
money to exhibit their marvels or 
divulge their secrets. In his inter- 
course with these sages. Sir Philip 
arrived at the conviction that there 
does exist an art of magic, distinct 
from the guile of the conjuror, and 
applying to certain latent powers 
and affinities in nature a philosophy 
akin to that which we receive in our 
acknowledged schools, inasmuch as 
it is equally based upon experiment, 
and produces from definite causes 
definite results. In support of this 
startling proposition. Sir Philip now 
devoted more than half his volume 
to the detail of various experiments, 
to the process and result of which 
he pledged his guarantee as the 
actual operator. As most of these 
alleged experiments appeared to me 
wholly incredible, and as all of them 
were unfamiliar to my practical ex- 
perience, and could only be verified 
or falsified by tests that would re- 
quire no inconsiderable amount of 
time and care, I passed, with little 
heed, over the pages in which they 
were set forth. I was impatient to 
arrive at that part of the manuscript 
which might throw light on the 
mystery in which my interest was 
the keenest. What were the links 
which connected the existence of 
Margrave with the history of Sir 
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Philip Derval ? Thus hurrying on, 
page after page, I suddenly, towards 
the end of the volume, came upon a 
name that arrested all my intention 
— ^Haroun of Aleppo. He who has 
read the words addressed to me in 
my trance may well conceive the 
thrill that shot through my heart 
when I came upon Uiat name, and 
will readily understand how much 
more vividly my memory retains 
that part of the manuscript to which 
I now proceed, than all which had 
gone hefore. 

"It was," wrote Sir Philip, "in 
an ohscure suburb of Aleppo that I 
at length met with the wonderful 
man from whom I have acquired a 
knowledge immeasurably more pro- 
found and occult than that which 
may be tested in the experiments to 
which I have devoted so large a 
share of this memoir. Haroun of 
Aleppo had, indeed, mastered every 
secretin nature which the nobler, 
or theurgic, magic seeks to fathom. 

"He had discovered the great 
Principle of Animal Life, which 
had hitherto baffled the subtlest 
anatomist ;— provided only that the 
great organs were not irreparably 
destroyed, there was no disease that 
he could not cure ; no decrepitude 
to which he could not restore vigour; 
yet his science was based on the 
same theory as that espoused by 
the best professional practitioners 
of medicine — viz. that the true art 
of healing is to assist nature to 
throw oflf the disease — to summon, 
as it were, the whole system to eject 
the enemy that has fastened on a 
I>art. And thus his processes, though 
occasionally varying in the means 
employed, all combined in this—viz. 
the reinvigorating and recruiting of 
the principle of life." 

No one knew the birth or origin 
of Haroun ; no one knew his age. 
In outward appearance he was in 
the strength and prime of mature 



manhood. But, according to testi- 
monies in which the writer of the 
memoir expressed a belief that, I 
need scarcely say, appeared to me 
egregiously credulous, Haroun's ex- 
istence under the same name, and 
known by the same repute, could be 
traced back to more than a hundred 
years. He told Sir Philip that he 
had thrice renewed his own life, 
and had resolved to do so no more^- 
he had grown weary of living on. 
With all his gifts, Haroun owned 
himself to be consumed by a pro- 
found melancholy. He complained 
that there was nothing new to him 
under the sun ; he said that, while 
he had at his command unlimited 
wealth, wealth had ceased to bestow 
enjoyment; and he prefierred living: 
as simply as a peasant : he had tired 
out all the affections and all tho 
passions of the human heart; he- 
was in the universe as in a' solitude. 
In a word, Haroun would often 
repeat, with mournful solemnity, 
" The soul is not meant to inhabit 
this earth, and in fleshy tabernacle, 
for more than the period usually 
assigned to mortals ; and when by 
art in repairing the walls of the body» 
we so retain it, the soul repines, 
becomes inert or dejected." "He 
only," said Haroun, "would feel 
continued joy in continued existence 
who could preserve in i)erfection 
the sensual part of man, with such 
mind or reason as may be inde- 
pendent of the spiritual essence; 
but whom soul itself has [quitted I 
Man, in short, as the grandest of the 
animals, but without the sublime 
discontent of earth, which is the 
peculiar attribute of soul." 

One evening Sir Philip was sur- 
prised to find at Haroun's house 
another European. He paused in 
hi& narrative to describe this man. 
He said that for three or four years 
previously he had heard frequent 
mention, amongst the cultivators of 
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magio, of an orientalized English- 
man engaged in researches similar 
to his own, and to whom was as- 
cribed a terrible knowledge in those 
branches of the art which, even in 
the East, are condemned^ as instru- 
mental to eviL Sir Philip here dis- 
tinguished at length, as he had so 
briefly distinguished in his conver- 
sation with me, between the two 
kinds of magic— that which he 
alleged to be as pure from sin as 
any other species of experimental 
knowledge, and that by which the 
agencies of witchcraft are invoked 
for the purposes of guilt. 

The Englishman, to whom the 
culture of this latter and darker 
kind of magic was ascribed. Sir 
FhiUp Derval had never hitherto 
come across. He now met him at the 
house of Haroun ; decrepit, emaci- 
ated, bowed down with infirmities, 
and racked with pain. Though 
little more than sixty, his aspect 



was that of extreme old age, but still 
on his face there were seen the 
ruins of a once singular beauty ; and 
still, in his mind, there was a force 
that , contrasted the decay of the 
body. Sir Philip had never met 
with an intellect more powerful 
and more corrupt The son of 
a notorious usurer, heir to im- 
mense wealth, and endowed with 
the talents which justify ambition, 
he had entered upon Ufe burdened 
with the odium of his father's name. 
A duel, to which he had been pro- 
voked by an ungenerous taunt on 
his origin, but in which a tempera- 
ment fiercely vindictive had led him 
to violate the usages prescribed by 
the social laws that regulate such 
encounters, had subjected him to a 
trial in which he escaped conviction* 
either by a flaw in the technicalities 
of legal procedure, or by the com- 
passion of the jury ; * but the moral 
presumptions against him were suf- 



• The reader will here observe a dis- 
crepancy between Mrs. Poynta*s accoont 
and Sir Philip Derval's narratiye. Ac- 
cording to the former, Lonis Orajle was 
tried in his absence from England, and 
sentenced to three years' imprisonment, 
which his flight enabled bin> to eyade. 
According to the latter, Louis Orayle 
stood his trial, and obtained an acquittal. 
Sir Philip's account must, at least, be 
nearer the truth than the lady's, because 
Louis Orayle could not, according to 
English law, have been tried on a capital 
charge without being present in court. 
Mrs. Poyntz tells her story as a woman 
generally does tell a story — sure to make 
a mistake where she touches on a question 
of law; and — unconsciously perhaps to 
herself— the Woman of the World warps 
the facts in her narrative so as to save 
the personal dignity of the hero, who has 
captivated her interest, not from the 
moral odium of a great crime, but the 
debasing position of a prisoner at the 
bar. Allen Penwick, no doubt, purposely 
omits to notice the discrepancy between 
these two statements, or to animadvert 
on the mistake which, in the eyes of a 



lawyer, would discredit Mrs. Poyntz's. 
It is consistent with some of the objects 
for which Allen Fenwick makes public 
his Strange Story, to invite the reader to- 
draw his own inferences from the contra- 
dictions by which, even in the most com- 
monplace matters (and how much mor» 
in any tale of wonder !), a fact stated by 
one person is made to differ from the 
same fiEtot stated by another. The rapidity 
with which a truth becomes transformed 
into fable, when it is once sent on its. 
travels from lip to lip, is illustrated by 
an amusement at this moment in fashion. 
The amusement is this: In a party of 
eight or ten persons, let one whisper to 
another an account of some supposed 
transaction, or a piece of invented gossip 
relating to absent persons, dead or alive; 
let the person, who thus first hears the 
story, proceed to whisper it, as exactly 
as he can remember what he has just 
heard, to the next; the next does the 
8ame4o his neighbour, and so on, till the 
tale has run the round of the party. 
Each narrator, as soon as he has whispered 
his version of the tale, writes down what 
he has whispered. And though, in this 
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fidently strong to set an indelible 
brand on his honour, and an insur- 
mountable barrier to the hopes 
which his early ambition had con- 
oeiyed. After this trial he has 
quitted his country to return to it 
no more. Thenceforth, much of his 
life had been passed out of sight or 
conjecture of ciyilized men in re- 
mote regions and amongst barbarous 
tribes. At intervals, however, he 
had reappeared in European capi- 
tals ; shunned by and shunning his 
equals, surrounded by parasites, 
amongst whom were always to be 
found men of considerable learning, 
whom avarice or poverty subjected 
to the influences of his wealth. For 
the last nine or ten years he had 
settled in Persia, purchased exten- 
sive lands, maintained the retinue, 
and exercised more than the power, 
of an Oriental prince. Such was 
the man who, prematurely worn 
out, and assured by physicians that 
he had not six weeks of life, had 
come to Aleppo with the gaudy 
escort of an Eastern satrap, had 
caused himself to be borne in his 

game, no one has had any interest to 
misrepresent, but, on the contrary, each 
for his own credit's sake, strives to re- 
peat what he has heard as faithfully as 
he can, it will be almost invariably found 
that the story told by the first person 
has received the most material alterations 
before it has reached the eighth or the 
tenth. Sometimes, the most important 
feature of the whole narrative is altogether 
omitted ; sometimes, a feature altogether 
new and preposterously absurd has been 
added. At the close of the experiment 
one is tempted to exclaim, " How, after 
this, can any of those portions of history 
which the chronicler took from hearsay, 
be believed ? " But, above all, does not 
every anecdote of scandal which has 
passed, not through ten lips, but perhaps 
through ten thousand, before it has 
reached us, become quite as perplexing 
to him who would get at the truth, as the 
marvels he recounts are to the bewildered 
reason of Fenwick the Sceptic ? 



litter to the mud-hut of Haroun the 
Sage, and now called on the magi- 
cian, in whose art was his last 
hope, to reprieve him from the — 
grave. 

He turned round to Sir Philip, 
when the latter entered the room, 
and exclaimed in English, "I am 
here because you are. Your inti- 
macy with this man was known to 
me. I took your character as the 
guarantee of his own. Tell me that 
I am no credulous dupe. Tell him 
that I, Louis Grayle, am no needy 
petitioner. Tell me of his wisdom ; 
assure him of my wealth." 

Sir Philip looked inquiringly at 
Haroun, who remained seated on 
his carpet in profound silence. 

"What is it you ask of Haroun?" 

"To live on— to live on. For 
every year of life he can give me, I 
will load these floors with gold." 

" Gold will not tempt Haroun." 

"What will?" 

"Ask him yourself; you speak his 
language." 

"I have asked him; he vouch- 
safes me no answer." 

Haroun here suddenly roused 
himself as from a reverie. He drew 
from under his robe a small phial, 
from which he let fall a single drop 
into a cup of water, and said, " Drink 
this. Send to me to-morrow for 
such medicaments as I may pre- 
scribe. Return hither yourself in 
three days ; not before ! " 

When Grayle was gone, Sir Philip, 
moved to pity, asked Haroun if, in- 
deed, it were within the compass of 
his art to preserve life in a frame 
that appeared so thoroughly ex- 
hausted. Haroun answered, " A 
fever may so waste the lamp of life 
that one ruder gust of air could ex- 
tinguish the flame, yet the sick man 
recovers. This sick man's existence 
has been one long fever ; this sick 
man can recover." 

" You will aid him to do so ? " 
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"Three days hence I will tell 
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you. 

On the third day Grayle revisited 
Haroun, and, at Haroun's request, 
Sir Philip came also. Grayle de- 
clared that he had already derived 
unspeakable relief from the reme- 
dies administered ; he was lavish in 
expressions of gratitude; pressed 
large gifts on Haroun, and seemed 
pained when they were refused. This 
time Haroun conversed freely, 
drawing forth Grayle's own irregu- 
lar, perverted, stormy, but powerful 
intellect. 

I can best convey the general na- 
ture of Grayle's share in the dia- 
logue between himself, Haroun, and 
Derval— recorded in the narrative 
in words which I cannot trust my 
memory to repeat in detail — by 
stating the effect it produced on my 
own mind. It seemed, while I read, 
as if there passed before me some 
convulsion of Nature — a storm, an 
earthquake. Outcries of rage, of 
scorn, of despair; a despot's vehe- 
mence of will ; a rebel's scoff at au- 
thority. Yet, ever and anon, some 
swell of lofty thought, some burst 
of passionate genius— abrupt varia- 
tions from the vaunt of superb 
defiance to the wail of intense 
remorse. 

The whole had in it, I know not 
what, of uncouth but colossal— like 
the chant, in the old lyrical tragedy, 
of one of those mythical giants, who, 
proud of descent from Night and 
Chaos, had held sway over the ele- 
ments, while still crude and con- 
flicting, to be crushed under the 
rocks, upheaved in their strugglls, 
as Order and Harmony subjected a 
brightening Creation to the milder 
influences throned in Olympus. 
But it was not till the later passages 
of the dialogue in which my interest 
was now absorbed, that the language 
ascribed to this sinister personage 
lost a gloomy pathos not the less 



impressive for the awe with which 
it was mingled. For, till then, it 
seemed to me as if in that tempes- 
tuous nature there were still broken 
glimpses of starry light ; that a cha- 
racter originally lofty, if irregular 
and fierce, had been embittered by 
early and continuous war with the 
social world, and had, in that war, 
become maimed and distorted ; that^ 
under happier circumstances, its 
fiery strength might have been dis- 
ciplined to good; that even now, 
where remorse was so evidently 
poignant, evil could not be irredeem- 
ably confirmed. 

At length all the dreary compas- 
sion previously inspired vanished in 
one unqualified abhorrence. 

The subjects discussed changed 
from those which, relating to the 
common world of men, were within 
the scope of my reason. Haroun 
led his wild guest to boast of his 
own proficiency in magic, and, de- 
spite my incredulity, I could not 
overcome the shudder with which 
fictions, however extravagant, that 
deal with that dark Unknown aban- 
doned to the chimeras of poets, 
will, at night and in solitude, send 
through the veins of men the least 
accessible to imaginary terrors. 

Grayle spoke of the power he had 
exercised through the agency of evil 
spirits — a power to fascinate and to 
destroy. He spoke of the aid re- 
vealed to him, now too late, which 
such direful allies could afford, not 
only to a private revenge, but to a 
kingly ambition. Had he acquired 
the knowledge he declared himself 
to possess, before the feebleness of 
the decaying body made it valueless, 
how he could have triumphed over 
that world, which had expelled his 
youth from its pale ! He spoke of 
means by which his influence could 
work undetected on the minds of 
others, control agencies that could 
never betray, and baffle the justice 
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that oould never disooYer. He spoke 
Tftguely of a power by which a 
spectral reflection of the material 
body could be cast, like a shadow, to 
a distance; glide through the walls 
of a pnson, elude the sentinels of a 
camp— a power that he asserted to 
be— when enforced by concentred 
wiU, and acting on the mind, where, 
in each individual temptation found 
mind the weakest— almost infallible 
in its effect to seduce or to appaL 
And he closed these and similar 
boasts of demoniacal arts, which I 
remember too obscurely to repeat, 
with a tumultuous imprecation on 
their nothingness to avail against 
the gripe of death. All this lore he 
would communicate to Haroun, in 
return for what? A boon shared 
by the meanest peasant— life, com- 
mon life ; to breathe yet a while the 
air, feel yet a while the sun. 

Then Haroun replied. He said, 
with a quiet disdain, that the dark 
art to which Grayle made such 
boastful pretence, was the meanest 
of all abuses of knowledge, rightly 
abandoned, in all ages, to the vilest 
natures. And then, suddenly chang- 
ing his tone, bespoke, so far as I 
can remember the words assigned to 
him in the manuscript, to this effect: 

" Fallen and imhappy wretch, and 
you ask me for prolonged life !— a 
prolonged curse to the world and to 
yourself. Shall I employ spells to 
lengthen the term of the Pestilence, 
or profane the secrets of Nature to 
restore vigour and youth to the 
failing energies of Crime ? " 

Grayle, as if stunned by the re- 
buke, fell on his knees with despur- 
ing entreaties that strangely con- 
trasted his previous arrogance. 
"And it was," he said, "because his 
life had been evil that he dreaded 
death. If life could be renewed he 
would repent, he would change ; he 
retracted his vaunts, he would for- 
sake the arts he had boasted, he 



would re-enter the world as its 
benefactor." 

** So ever the wicked man lies ta 
himself when appalled by the shadow 
of death," answered Haroun. "But 
know, by the remorse which preys 
on thy soul, that it is not thy soul 
that addresses this prayer to me. 
Couldst thou hear, through the 
storms of the 3iind, the Soul's me- 
lancholy whisper, it would dissuade 
thee from a wish to live on. While 
I speak, I behold it, that soul ! 
Sad for the stains on its essence, 
awed by the account it must render, 
but dreading, as the direst calamity,, 
a renewal of years below,— darker 
stains and yet heavier accounts? 
Whatever the sentence it may now 
undergo, it has a hope for mercy in 
the remorse which the mind vainly 
struggles to quelL But darker its 
doom if longer retained to earth, 
yoked to the mind that corrupts it, 
and enslaved to the senses which 
thou bidst me restore to their tyran- 
nous forces." 

And Grayle bowed his head and 
covered his face with his hands in 
silence and in trembling. 

Then Sir Philip seized with com- 
passion pleaded for him. " At leasts 
could not the soul have longer timo 
on earth for repentance?" And 
while Sir Philip was so pleading, 
Grayle fell prostrate in a swoon like 
that of death. When he recovered, 
his head was leaning on Haroun's 
knee, and his opening eyes fixed on 
the glittering phial which Haroun 
held, and from which his lips had 
been moistened. 

"Wondrofls!" he murmured; 
" how I feel life flowing back to me. 
And that, then, is the elixir ! it is 

no fable ! " 

His hands stretched greedily as to 
seize the phial, and he cried im- 
ploringly, " More, more ! " Haroun 
replaced the vessel in the folds of 
his robe, ax\d answered : 
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I will not renew thy youth, hut 
I will release thee from hodily suf- 
fering: I will leave the mind and 
the soul free from the pangs of the 
flesh, to reconcile, if yet possihle, 
their long war. My skUl may afford 
thee months yet for repentance; 
seek, in that interval, to atone for 
the evil of sixty years ; apply thy 
wealth where it may most compen- 
sate for injury done, most relieve 
the indigent, and most aid the vir- 
tuous. Listen to thy remorse. 
Humble thyself in prayer.'* 

Grayle departed, sighed heavily, 
and muttering to himself. 

The next day Haroun summoned 
Sir Philip Derval, and said to. him : 

''Depart to Damascus. In that 
city the Pestilence has appeared. 
Gk) thither thou, to heal and to save. 
In this casket are stored the surest 
antidotes to the poison of the plague. 
Of that essence, undiluted and pure, 
which tempts to the undue prolon- 
gation of soul in the prison of flesh, 
this casket contains not a drop. I 
curse not my friend with so mourn- 
ful a boon. Thou hast learned 
enough of my art to know by what 
simples the health of the temperate 
is easily restored to its balance, and 
their path to the grave smoothed 
from pain. Not more should Man 
covet from Nature for the solace 
and weal of the body. Nobler gifts 
far than aught for the body this 
casket contains. Herein are the 
essences which quicken the life of 
those duplicate senses that lie dor- 
mant and coiled in their chrysalis 
web, awaiting the wings of a future 
development— the senses ,by which 
we can see, though not with the eye, 
and hear, but not by the ear. Herein 
are the links between! Man's mind 
and Nature's; herein are secrets 
more precious even than these — 
those extracts of light which enable 
the Soul to distinguish itself from 
the Mind, and discriminate the 



spiritual life, not more from life 
carnal than life intellectual Wheoe 
thou seest some noble intellects 
studious of Nature, intent upon 
Truth, yet ignoring the fact that all 
animal life has a mind, andMan< 
alone on the earth ever asked, and 
has asked, from the hour his step- 
trod the Earth and his eye sought 
the Heaven, 'Have I not a soul- 
can it perish ! '—there, such aids to 
the soul, in the innermost vision 
vouchsafed to the mind, thou mayst 
lawfully use. But the treasures 
contained in this casket are like all 
which a mortal can win from the 
mines he explores ;— good or ill in 
their uses as they pass to the hands 
of the good or the evil. Thou wilt 
never confide them but to those wha 
will not abuse ; and even then, thou 
art an adept too versed in the mys- 
teries of Nature not to discriminate 
between the powers that may serve 
the good to good ends, and the 
powers that may tempt the good— 
where less wise than experience has 
made thee and me— to the ends that 
are evil ; and not even to thy friend, 
the most virtuous— if less proof 
against passion^ than thou and I 
have become — wilt thou confide 
such contents of the casket as may 
work on the fancy, to deafen the 
conscience, and imperil the souL" 

Sir Philip took the casket, and 
with it directions for use, which he 
did not detail. He then spoke to 
Haroun about Louis Grayle, who 
had inspired him with a mingled 
sentiment of admiration and abhor- 
rence; of pity and terror. And 
Haroun answered thus, repeating: 
the words ascribed to him, so far afr 
I can trust, in regard to them— as 
to all else in this marvellous narra- 
tive—to a memory habitually tena- 
cious even in ordinary matters, and 
strained to the utmost extent of its 
power, by the strangeness of the 
ideas presented to it, and 
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sity of my personal Interest in what- 
efer admitted a ray into that cloud 
which, gathering fast over my 
TCiflon, now threatened storm to my 
aflbotions : 

"When Uie mortal deliberately 
allies himself to the spirits of evil, 
he surrenders the citadel of his being 
to the guard of its enemies; and 
those who look from without can 
only dimly guess what passes within 
the precincts abandoned to Powers 
whose very nature we shrink to 
oontemplate, lest our mere gaze 
ahoold invite them. This man, 
whom thou pitiest, is not yet ever- 
lastingly consigned to the fiends; 
because his soul still struggles 
against them. His life has been one 
long war between his intellect which 
it mighty and his spirit which is 
feeble. The intellect, armed and 
winged by the passions, has besieged 
and oppressed the soul; but the 
aool has never ceased to repine and 
to repent. And at moments it has 
gained its inherent ascendency, per- 
suaded revenge to drop the prey it 
had seized, turned the mind astray 
from hatred and wrath into un- 
wonted paths of charity and love. 
In the long desert of guilt, there 
have been green spots and fountains 
of good. The fiends have occupied 
the intellect which invoked them, 
but they have never yet thoroughly 
mastered the soul which their pre- 
sence appals. In the struggle that 
now passes within that breast, 
amidst the flickers of waning mor- 
tality, only Allah, whose eye never 
slumbers, can aid." 

Haroun then continued, in words 
yet more strange and yet more 
deeply graved in my memory : 

"There have been men (thou 
mayst have known such), who, after 
an illness in which life itself seemed 
suspended, have arisen, as out of 
a sleep, with characters wholly 
changed. Before, perhaps gentle 



and good and truthful, they now 
become bitter, malignant, and false. 
To the persons and the things they 
had before loved, they evince re- 
pugnance and loathing. Sometimes 
this change is so marked and irra- 
tional, that their kindred ascribe 
it to madness. Not the madness 
which affects them in the ordinary 
business of life, but that which turns 
into harshness and discord the 
moral harmony that results from 
natures whole and complete. But 
there are dervishes who hold that in 
that illness, which had for its time 
the likeness of death, the soul itself 
has passed away, and an evil genius 
has fixed itself into the body and 
the bnun, thus left void of their 
former tenant, and animates them 
in the unaccountable change from 
the past to the present existence. 
Such mysteries have formed no part 
of my study, and I tell you the con- 
jecture received in the East without 
hazarding a comment whether of 
increduhty or belief. But if, in this 
war between the mind which the 
fiends have seized, and the soul 
which implores refuge of Allah ; if, 
while the mind of yon traveller now 
covets life lengthened on earth for 
the enjoyments it had perverted its 
faculties to seek and to find in sin, 
and covets so eagerly that it would 
shrink from no crime, and revolt 
from no fiend, that could promise 
the gift— the soul shudderingly im- 
plores to be saved from new guilt, 
and would rather abide by the 
judgment of Allah on the sins that 
have darkened it, than pass for ever 
irredeemably away to the demons: 
if this be so, what if the soul's peti- 
tion be heard — what if it rise from 
the ruins around it— what if the 
ruins be left to the witchcraft that 
seeks to rebuild them ? There, if 
demons might enter, that which 
they sought as their prize has es- 
caped them ; that which they find 
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would mock them by its own inoom- 
pleteness even in evil. In vain 
might animal life the most perfect 
be given to the machine of the flesh; 
in vain might the mind, freed from 
the check of the soul, be left to roam 
at will through a brain stored with 
memories of knowledge and skilled 
in the command of its faculties ; in 
vain, in addition to all that body 
and brain bestow on the normal 
condition of man, might unhallowed 
reminiscences gather all the arts 
and the charms of the sorcery by 
which the fiends tempted the soul, 
before it fled, through the passions 
of flesh and the cravings of mind : 
the Thing, thus devoid of a soul, 
would be an instrument of evil, 
doubtless; but an instrument that 
of itself could not design, invent, 
and complete. The demons them- 
selves could have no permanent 
hold on the perishable materials. 
They might enter it for some gloomy 
end which Allah permits in his in- 
scrutable wisdom; but they could 
leave it no trace when they pass 
from it, because there is no con- 
science where soul is wanting. The 
human animal without soul, but 
otherwise made felicitously perfect 
in its mere vital organization, might 
ravage and destroy, as the tiger and 
the serpent may destroy and ravage, 
and, the moment after, would sport 
in the sunlight harmless and re- 
joicing, because, like the serpent 
and the tiger, it is incapable of 
remorse." 

"Why startle my wonder," said 
Derval, "with so fantastic an 
image ? " 

"Because, possibly, the image 
may come into palpable form! I 
know, while I speak to thee, that 
this miserable man is calling to his 
aid the evil sorcery over which he 
boasts his control. To gain the end 
he desires, he must pass through a 
crime. Sorcery whispers to him 



how to pass through it, secure from 
the detection of man. The soul 
resists, but in resisting, is weak 
against the tyranny of the mind to 
which it has submitted so long. 
Question me no more. But if I 
vanish from thine eyes, if thou hear 
that the death which, to my sorrow 
and in my foolishness I have failed 
to recognise as the merciful minister 
of Heaven, has removed me at last 
from the earth, believe that the Pale 
Visitant was welcome, and that I 
humbly accept as a blessed release 
the lot-of our common humanity.'' 
Sir Philip went to Damascus. 
There he found j the pestilence 
raging— there, he devoted himself 
to the cure of the afflicted; in no 
single instance, so at least he de- 
clared, did the antidotes stored in 
the casket fail in their eflect. The 
pestilence had passed ; his medica- 
ments were exhausted; when the 
news reached him that Haroun was 
no more. The Sage had been founds 
one morning, lifeless in his solitary 
home, and, according to popular 
rumour, marks on his throat be- 
trayed the murderous hand of the 
strangler. Simultaneously, Louis 
Grayle had disappeared from the 
city, and was supposed to have 
shared the fate of Haroun, and been 
secretly buried by the assassins who 
had deprived him of life. Sir Philip 
hastened to Aleppo. There, he 
ascertained that on the night in 
which Haroun died, Grayle did not 
disappear alone; with him were 
also missing two of his numerous 
suite; the one, an Arab woman, 
named Ayesha, who had for some 
years been his constant companion,, 
his pupil and associate in the mystic 
practices to which his intellect had 
been debased, and who was said to 
have acquired a singular influence 
over him, partly by her beauty and 
partly by the tenderness with which 
she had nursed him through his 
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Umg decline; the other, an Indian, 
■pedally assigned to hat semoe, of 
whom all tiie wild retainers of 
^Jrayle spoke with detestation and 
terror. He was beUered by them 
to belong to that murderona sect of 
flmtttioB whose existence as a oom- 
mnnity has only recently been made 
known to Ear(q;)eb and who strangle 
ilbfmr unsumteoting yictim in the 
Arm belief that tiiey thereby propi- 
tiate the fkyoor of the goddess they 
MTfe. The current opinion at 
Akippo was» that if those two per- 
sona had conspired to murder 
Haroun, perhaps for the sake of the 
treafures he was said to possess, it 
was still more certain that they had 
made away with their own English 
lord, whether for the sake of the 
jewels he wore about him, or for the 
nke of treasures less doubtful than 
tluMe imputed to Haroun^and of 
which the hiding-place would to 
them be much better known. **! 
4id not share that opinion," wrote 
the narrator; for I assured myself 
that Ayesha sincerely loved her 
awful master; and that love need 
emte no wonder, for Louis Grayle 
was one whom if a woman, and es- 
pecially a woman of the East, had 
onoe loved, before old age and infir- 
aiity fell on him, she would love 
jmd cherish still more devotedly 
when it became her task to protect 
the being who, in his day of power 
«nd command, had exalted his slave 
into the rank of his pupil and com- 
panion. And the Indian whom 
Orayle had assigned to her service, 
was allowed to have that brute kind 
of fidelity which, though it recoils 
firom no crime for a master, refuses 
all crime against him. 

^'I came to the conclusion that 
Haroun had been murdered by 
order of Louis Grayle— for the 
eake of the elixir of life— murdered 
by Juma the Strangler; and that 
<^rayle himself had been aided in 



his flight from Aleppo, and tended, 
Uirough the effects of the life-giving 
drug thus murderously obtained, 
by the womanly love of the Arab 
woman, Ayesha. These convictions 
(since I could not — ^without being 
ridiculed as the wildest of dupes- 
even hint at the vital elixir) I failed 
to impress on the Eastern officials, 
or even on a countryman of my own 
whom I chanced to find at Aleppo. 
Th^ only arrived at what seemed 
the common-sense verdict — ^viz. that 
Haroun might have been strangled, 
or might have died in a fit (the 
body, little examined, was buried 
long before I came to Aleppo) ; and 
that Louis Grayle was murdered by 
his own treacherous dependents. 
But all trace of the fugitives was 
loft 

"And now," wrote Sir Philip, 
** I will state by what means I dis- 
covered that Louis Grayle still 
Uved— changed from age into youth ; 
a new form, a new being ; realizing, 
I verily believe, the image which 
Haroun's words hadraised up,in what 
then seemed to me the metaphysics 
of phantasy ; criminal, without con- 
sciousness of crime ; the dreadest of 
the mere animal race; an incarna- 
tion of the blind powers of Nature 
—beautiful and joyous, wanton, and 
terrible, and destroying! Such as 
andent myths have personified in 
ihe idols of Oriental creeds; such 
as Nature, of herself, might form 
man in her moments of favour, if 
man were wholly the animal, and 
spirit were no longer the essential 
distinction between himself and the 
races to which by superior forma- 
tion and subtler perceptions he 
would still be the king. 

** But thU being is yet more dire 
and portentous than the mere 
animal man, for in him are not 
only the fragmentary memories of 
a pristine intelligence which no 
mind, unaided by the presence of 
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soul, could have originally com- 
passed, but amidst that intelligence 
are the secrets of the magic which 
is learned through the agencies of 
spirits thd most hostile to our race. 
And who shall say whether the 
fiends do not enter at their will this 
Toid and deserted temple whence 
the soul has departed, and use as 
their tools, passive and unconscious, 
all the faculties which, skilful in 
sorcery, still place a mind at the 
control of their malice P 

" It was in the interest excited in 
me by the strange and terrible fate 
that befel an Armenian family with 
which I was slightly acquainted, 
that I first traced, in the creature 
I am now about to describe, and 
whose course I devote myself to 
watch, and trust to bring to a dose 
—the murderer of Haroun for the 
sake of the elixir of youth. 

" In this Armenian family there 
were three daughters ; one of 
them—" 

I had just read thus far when a 
dim shadow fell over the page, and 
a cold air seemed to breathe on me. 
Cold— so cold, that my blood halted 
in my veins as if suddenly frozen ! 
Involuntarily I started, and looked 
up, sure that some ghastly presence 
was in the room. And then, on 
the opposite side of the waU, I 



beheld an unsubstantial likeness of 
a human form. Shadow I call it, 
but the word is not strictly correct, 
for it was luminous, though with a 
pale shine. In some exhibition in 
London there is shown a curious 
instance of optical illusion; at ttie 
end of a corridor you see, apparently 
in strong light, a human skulL You 
are convinced it is there as you 
approach; it is, however, only a 
reflection from a skull at a distance. 
The image before me was less vivid, 
less seemingly prominent than is 
the illusion I speak of. I was not 
deceived. I felt it was a spectrum, 
a phantasm, but I felt no less surely 
that it was a reflection from an ani- 
mate form— the form and the fiioe 
of Margrave; it was there, distinct, 
unmistakeable. Conceiving that he 
himself must be behind me, I sought 
to rise, to turn round, to examine. 
I could not move : limb and muscle 
were over-mastered by some incom- 
prehensible spelL Gradually my 
senses forsook me, I became un- 
conscious as well as motionless. 
When I recovered, I heard the 
clock strike three. I mubt have 
been nearly two hours insensible; 
the candles before me were burning 
low; my eyes rested on the table; 
the dead man's manuscript was 
gone! 



CHAPTEB XL. 



Thb dead man's manuscript was 
gone. But how? A phantom might 
delude my eye, a human wiU, though 
exerted at a distance, might, if the 
tales of mesmerism be true, deprive 
me of movement and of conscious- 
ness; but neither phantom nor 



mesmerio will could surely remove 
from the table before me the ma- 
terial substance of the book that 
had vanished! Was I to seek ex- 
planation in the arts of sorcery 
ascribed to Louis Grayle in the nar- 
rative?— I would not pursue that 
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ooqjtoture. Agaimt it my reason 
roM up half alarmed, half diadainfoL 
Some one moii have entered the 
room— flome one have removed the 
maDOscript. I looked round. The 
windows wpre cloeed, the curtains 
partly drawn over the shutters, as 
thty were before my consciousness 
hid left mo : all seemed undisturbed. 
Bnatohing up one of the candles, 
Aut dying out^ I went into the ad- 
Joining library, the desolate state- 
rooms, into the entrance-hall, and 
examined the outer door. Barred 
and locked! The robber had lefb no 
fittige of his stealthy presence. 

I resolved to go at once to Stra- 
han's room and tell him of the loss 
iustained. A deposit had been con- 
fided to me, and I felt as if there 
were a slur on my honour every 
moment in which I kept its abstrac- 
tion ooncealed from him to whom 
I was responsible for the trust. I 
haatily ascended the great staircase, 
fpAm with faded portraits, and found 
myself in a long corridor opening on 
my own bed-room; no doubt also 
on Strahan's. Which was his? I 
knew not. I opened rapidly door 
after door, peered into empty cham- 
bers, went blundering on, when, to 
the right, down a narrow passage, I 
recognised the signs of my host's 
whereabouts— signs familiarly com- 
monplace and vulgar, signs by which 
the inmate of any chamber in lodg- 
ing-house or inn makes himself 
known— a chair before a doorway, 
olothos negligently thrown on it, 
beside it a pair of shoes. And so 
ludicrous did such testimony of 
common every-day life, of the habits 
which Strahan would necessarily 
have contracted in his desultory un- 
luxurious bachelor's existence — so 
ludicrous, I say, did these homely 
details seem to me, so grotesquely 
at variance with the wonders of 
which I had been reading, with 
the wonders yet more incredible of 



which I myself had been witness 
and victim, that as I turned down 
the passage, I heard my own un- 
conscious half-hysterical laugh ; and, 
startled by the sound of that laugh 
as if it came from some one else, I 
paused, my hand on the door, and 
asked myself: " Do I dream ? Am 
I awake? And if awake, what am 
I to say to the commonplace mortal 
I am about to rouse? Speak to 
him of a phantom ! Speak to him 
of some weird spell over this strong 
frame ! Speak to him of a mystic 
trance in which has been stolen 
what he confided to me, without 
my knowledge ! What will he say ? 
What sjiould I have said a few days 
ago to any man who told such a 
tale to me?" I did not wait to 
resolve these questions. I entered 
the room. There was Strahan sound 
asleep on his bed. I shook him 
roughly. He started up, rubbed 
his eyes — " You, Allen — you ! 
What the deuce ? — what's the 
matter?'* 

" Strahan, I have been robbed !— 
robbed of the manuscript you lent 
me. I could not rest till I had told 
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you 

" Bobbed, robbed ! Are you 
serious ? " 

By this time Strahan had thrown 
off the bed-clothes, and sat upright, 
staring at me. 

And then those questions which 
my mind had suggested while I was 
standing at his door repeated them- 
selves with double force. Tell this 
man, this unimaginative, hard- 
headed, raw-boned, sandy-haired 
North-countryman— tell this man 
a story which the most credulous 
school-girl would have rejected as a 
fable ! Impossible. 

" I fell asleep," said I, colouring 
and stammering, for the slightest 
deviation trom truth was painful to 
me, " and— and— when I woke— the 
manuscript was gone. Some one 
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must have entered, and committed 
the theft—" 

" Some one entered the house at 
this hour of the night, and then 
only stolen a manuscript which 
could he of no value to him ! 
Absurd ! If thieves have come in, 
it must be for other objects— for 
plate, for money. I will dress ; we 
will see I " 

Strahan hurried on his clothes, 
muttering to himself, and avoiding 
my eye. He was embarrassed. He 
did not like to say to an old friend 
what was on his mind, but I saw at 
once that he suspected I had re- 
solved to deprive him of the manu- 
script, and had invented a wild 
tale in order to conceal my own 
dishonesty. 

Nevertheless, he proceeded to 
search the house. I followed him 
in silence, oppressed with my own 
thoughts, and longing for solitude 
in my own chamber. We found no 
one, no trace of any one, nothing to 
excite suspicion. There were but 
two female servants sleeping in the 
house— the old housekeeper, and a 
country girl who assisted her. It 
was not possible to suspect either of 
these persons, but in the course of 
our search we opened the doors of 
their rooms. We saw that they 
were both in bed, both seemingly 
asleep : it seemed idle to wake and 
question them. When the for- 
mality of our futile investigation 
was concluded, Strahan stopped at 
the door of my bedroom, and for the 
first time fixing his eyes on me 
steadily, said : — 

"Allen Fen wick, I would have 
given half the fortune I have come 
into rather than this had happened. 
The manuscript, as you know, was 
bequeathed to me as a sacred trust 
by a benefactor whose slightest wish 
it is my duty to observe religiously. 
If it contained aught valuable to a 
man of yoUr knowledge and profes- 



sion,— why, you were free to use 
its contents. Let me hope, Allen, 
that the book will reappear to- 
morrow." 

He said no more, drew himself 
away from the hand I involuntarily 
extended, and walked quickly back 
towards his own room. 

Alone once more, I sank on a seat, 
buried my face in my hands, and 
strove in vain to collect into some 
definite shape my own tumultuous 
and disordered thoughts. Could I 
attach serious credit to the marvel- 
lous narrative I had read ? Were 
there, indeed, such powers given to 
man ? such influences latent in the 
calm routine of Nature ? I could 
not believe it; I must have some 
morbid afiection of the brain; I 
must be under an hallucination. 
Hallucination ? The phantom, yes 
—the trance, yes. But still, how 
came the book gone? That, at 
least, was not hallucination. 

I left my room the next morning 
with a vague hope that I should 
find the manuscript somewhere in 
the study ; that, in my own trance, 
I might have secreted it, as sleep- 
walkers are said to secrete things, 
without remembrance of their acts 
in their waking state. 

I searched minutely in every con- 
ceivable place. Strahan found me 
still employed in that hopeless task. 
He had breakfasted in his own 
room, and it was past eleven o'clock 
when he joined me. His manner 
was now hard, cold, and distant, and 
his suspicion so bluntly shown, that 
my distress gave way to resent- 
ment. 

**Is it possible," I cried indig- 
nantly, ** that you who have known 
me so well can suspect me of an act 
so base, and so gratuitously base? 
Purloin, conceal a book confided to 
me, with full power to copy from it 
whatever I might desire, use its 
contents in any way that might 
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seem to me serviceable to science, or 
uaefiil to me in my own calling ! " 

*I have not accused yon" an- 
swered Strahan, sullenly. ''But 
what are we to say to Mr. Jeeves ; 
to all others who know that this 
manuscript existed P Will they be- 
lieve what you tell me ? " 

"Mr. Jeeves," I said, "cannot 
suspect a fellow-townsman, whose 
character is as high as mine, of 
untruth and thefL And to whom 
else have you communicated the 
Acts connected with a memoir and 
a request of so extraordinary a 
nature?" 

** To young Margrave ; I told you 

801" 

"True, true. We need not go 
ftirther to find the thief. Margrave 
has been in this house more than 
once. He knows the position of 
the rooms. You have named the 
robber!" 

"Tut! what on earth could a 
gay young fellow like Margrave 
want with a work of such dry and 
recondite nature as I presume my 
poor kinsman's memoir must be ? " 

I was about to answer, when the 
door was abruptly opened, and the 
servant girl entered, followed by 
two men, in whom I recognised the 

superintendent of the L police 

and the same subordinate who had 
found me by Sir Philip's corpse. 

The superintendent came up to 
me with a grave face, and whispered 
in my ear. I did not at first com- 
prehend him. " Come with you," I 
said, ** and to Mr. Vigors, the magis- 
trate? I thought my deposition 
was closed." 

The superintendent shook his 
head. " I have the authority here. 
Dr. Fenwick." 

"Well, I will come, of course. 
Has anything new transpired ? " 

The superintendent turned to the 
servant girl, who was standing with 
gaping mouth and staring eyes. 



" Show us Dr. Fenwick's room. 
You had better put up, sir, what- 
ever things you have brought here. 
I will go upstairs with you," he 
whispered again. " Come, Dr. Fen- 
wick, I am in the discharge of my 
duty." 

Something in the man's manner 
was so sinister and menacing that I 
felt at once, that some new and 
strange calamity had befallen me. 
I turned towards Straban. He was 
at the threshold, speaking in a low 
voice to the subordinate policeman, 
and there was an expression of 
amazement and horror in his coun- 
tenance. As I came towards him 
he darted away without a word. 

I went up the stairs, entered my 
bedroom, the superintendent close 
behind me. As I took up mechani- 
cally the few things I had brought 
with me, the police-officer drew 
them from me vrith an abruptness 
that appeared insolent, and delibe- 
rately searched the x>ockets of the 
coat which I had worn the evening 
before, then opened the drawers in 
the room, and even pried into the 
bed. 

" What do you mean ? " I asked, 
haughtily. 

"Excuse me, sir. Duty. You 
are—" 

"Well, I am what?" 

"My prisoner; here is the war- 
rant." 

" Warrant ! on what charge ? " 

" The murder of Sir Philip Der- 
val." 

"I— I! Murder!" I could say 
no more. 

I must hurry over this awful pas- 
sage in my marvellous record. It is 
torture to dwell on the details, and 
indeed I have so sought to chase 
them from my recollection, that 
they only come back to me in 
hideous fragments, like the in- 
coherent remains of a horrible 
dream. 
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All that I need state is as follows : 
Early on the very morning on which 
I had heen arrested, a man, a 
stranger in the town, had privately 
sought Mr. Vigors, and deposed 
that on the night of the murder, he 
had heen taking refuge fh>m a sud- 
den storm under shelter of the eaves 
and buttresses of a wall adjoining 
an old archway ; that he had heard 
men talking within the archway; 
had heard one say to the other, 
^ You still bear me a grudge/* The 
other had replied, "I can forgive 
you on one conation." That he 
then lost much of the conversation 
that ensued, which was in a lower 
voice; but he gathered enough to 
know that -the condition demanded 
by the one was the possession of 
a casket which the other carried 
about with him. That there seemed^ 
an altercation on this matter be- 
tween the two men, which, to judge 
by the tones of voice, was angry on 
the part of the man demanding the 
casket ; that, finally, this man said 
in a loud key, "Do you still re- 
fuse ? " and on receiving the answer 
which the witness did not overhear, 
exclaimed threateningly, *' It is you 
who will repent : " and then stepped 
forth from the arch into the street 
The rain had then ceased, but by a 
broad flash of lightning the witness 
saw distinctly the figure of the per- 
son thus quitting the shelter of the 
arch ; a man of tall stature, powerful 
frame, erect carriage. A little time 
afterwards, witness saw a slighter 
and older man come forth from the 
arch, whom he could only examine 
by the flickering ray of the gas-lamp 
near the wall, the lightning having 
ceased, but whom he fiilly believed 
to be the person he afterwards dis- 
covered to be Sir Philip Derval. 

He said that he himself had only 
arrived at the town a few hours 

before; a stranger to L , and 

indeed to England; having come 



from the United States of America, 
where he had passed his life from 
childhood. He had journeyed on 
foot to L ^,in the hope of find- 
ing there some distant relatives. He 
had put up at a small inn, after 
which he had strolled through the 
town, when the storm had driven 
him to seek shelter. He had then 
failed to find his way back to the 
inn, and after wandering about in 
vain, and seeing no one at that late 
hour of night of whom he could ask 
the way, he had crept under a por- 
tico and slept for two or three hours. 
Waking towards the dawn, he had 
then got 1^), and again sought to 
find his way to the inn, when he 
saw, in a narrow street before him, 
two men, one of whom he recog- 
nised as the taller of the two, to 
whose conversation he had listened 
under the arch, the other he did 
not recognise at the moment. The 
taller man seemed angry and agi- 
tated, and he heard him say, " The 
casket; I will have it." There 
then seemed to be a struggle between 
these two persons, when the taller 
one struck down the shorter, knelt 
on his breast, and he caught dis- 
tinctly the gleam of some steel in- 
strument. ThathewassofHghtened 
that he could not stir from the place, 
and that though he cried out, he 
believed his voice was not heard. 
He then saw the taller man rise, 
the other resting on the pavement 
motionless; and a minute or so 
afterwards beheldpolicemen coming 
to the place, on which he, the wit- 
ness, walked away. He did not 
know that a murder had been com- 
mitted ; it might be only an assault ; 
it was no business of his, he was a 
stranger. He thought it best not 
to interfere, the poUce having cog- 
nizanoe of the affair. He found out 
his inn ; for the next few days he 

was absent from L in search of 

his relations, who had left the town. 
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ttiAAjr y«w« mo, to fix their resi- 
^mf}^ W ooAd of the neighbouring 

:0» w»s, however, disappointed, 
llon« of t^ese relations now sur- 
^T«d. He had now returned to 
Ir- — , heard of the murder, was in 
doubt what to do, might get him- 
wtUt into trouble if, a mere stranger, 
he gave an unsupported testimony. 
But, on the day before the evidence 
was volunteered, as he was lounging 
in the streets, he had seen a gentle- 
man pass by on horseback, in whom 
he immediately recognised the man 
who, in his belief, was the murderer 
of Sir Philip Derval. He inquired 
of a bystander the name of the 
gentleman, the answer was '*Dr. 
Fenwick/' That, the rest of the 
day, 'he felt much disturbed in his 
mind, not liking to volunteer such 
a charge against a man of apparent 
respectability and station. But that 
his conscience would not let him 
sleep that night, and he had re- 
solved at morning to go to the 
magistrate and make a clean breast 
of it. 

The story was in itself so impro- 
bable that any other magistrate but 
Mr. Vigors would perhaps have dis- 
missed it in contempt. But Mr. 
Vigors, already so bitterly preju- 
diced against me, and not sorry, 
perhaps, to subject me to the humi- 
liation of so horrible a charge, im- 
mediately issued his warrant to 
search my house. I was absent at 
Derval Court; the house was 
searched. In the bureau in my 
favourite study, which was left un- 
locked, the steel casket was dis- 
covered, and a large case-knife, on 
the blade of which the stains of 
blood were still perceptible. On 
this discovery I was apprehended, 
and on these evidences, and on the 
deposition of this vagrant stranger, 
I was, not indeed committed to take 
my trial for murder, but placed in 



confinement; all bail for my ap- 
pearance refused, and the examina- 
tion adjourned to give time for fur- 
ther evidence and inquiries. I had 
requested the professional aid of 
Mr. Jeeves. To my surprise and 
dismay Mr. Jeeves begged me to 
excuse him. He said he was pre- 
engaged by Mr. Strahan to detect 
and prosecute the murderer of Sir 
F. Derval, and could not assist one 
accused of the murder. I gathered 
from the little he said that Strahan 
had already been to him that morn- 
ing and told him of the missing 
manuscript — that Strahan had 
ceased to be my friend. I engaged 
another solicitor, a young man of 
ability, and who professed personal 
esteem for me. Mr. Stanton (such 
was the lawyer's name) believed in 
my innocence; but he warned me 
tluit api)earances were grave, he 
implored me to be perfectly frank 
with hinL Had I held conversation 
with Sir Philip under the archway 
as reported by the witness ? Had I 
used such or similar words ? Had 
the deceased said, *' I had a grudge 
against him?" Had I demanded 
the casket ? Had I threatened Sir 
Philip that he would repent ? And 
of what ? His refusal ? 

I felt myself grow pale as I an- 
swered, "Yes, I thought such or 
similar expressions had occurred in 
my conversation with the decased." 

"What was the reason of the 
grudge ? What was the nature of 
this casket, that I should so desire 
its possession ? " 

There, I became terribly embar- 
rassed. What could I say to a keen, 
sensible, worldly man of law ? Tell 
him of the powder and the fumes, of 
the scene in the museum, of Sir 
Philip's tale, of the implied identity 
of the youthful Margrave with the 
aged Grayle, of the elixir of life, 
and of magic arts ? I— I tell such 
a romance ! I the noted adversary 
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of all pretended mysticism. I— I a 
sceptical practitioner of medicine ! 
Had that manuscript of Sir Philip's 
heen available— a substantial record 
of marvellous events by a man of 
repute for intellect and learning— I 
might, perhaps, have ventured to 

startle the solicitor of L with 

my revelations. But the sole proof 
that all which the solicitor urged 
me to confide was not a monstrous 
fiction or an insane delusion had 
disappeared; and its disappearance 
was a part of the terrible mystery 
that enveloped the who]e. I an- 
swered, therefore, as composedly as 
I could, that "I could have no 
serious grudge against Sir Philip, 
whom I had never seen before that 
evening ; that the words, which ap- 
plied to my supposed grudge, were 
lightly said by Sir Philip, in refer- 
ence to a physiological dispute on 
matters connected with mesmerical 
phenomena, that the deceased had 
declared his casket, which he had 
shown me at the mayor's house, 
contained drugs of great potency in 
medicine; that I had asked per- 
mission to test those drugs myself; 
and that when I said he would 
repent of his refusal, I merely 
meant that he would repent of his 
reliance on drugs not warranted by 
the experiments of professional 
science. 

My replies seemed to satisfy the 
lawyer so far, but "how could I 
account for the casket and the knife 
being found in my room ? " 

" In no way but this ; the window 
of my study is a door- window open- 
ing on the lane, from which any 
one might enter the room. I was 
in the habit, not only of going out 
myself that way, but of admitting 
through that door any more familiar 
private acquaintance." 

" Whom, for instance ? " 

I hesitated a moment, and then 
said, with a significance I could not I 



forbear, ** Mr. Margrave ! He would 
know the locale perfectly ; he would 
know that the door was rarely bolted 
from within during the day-time; 
he could enter at all hours ; he could 
place, or instruct any one to deposit 
the knife and casket in my bureau, 
which he knew I never kept locked ; 
it contained no secrets, no private 
correspondence — chiefly surgical im- 
plements, or such things as I might 
want for professional experiments." 

" Mr. Margrave ! But you can- 
not suspect him— a lively, charming 
young man, against whose character 
not a whisper was ever heard— of 
connivance with such a charge 
against you; a connivance that 
would implicate him in the murder 
itself, for if you are accused wrong- 
fully, he who accuses you is either 
the criminal or the criminal's accom- 
plice ; his instigator or his tool." 

"Mr. Stanton," I said firmly, 
after a moment's pause, ** I do sus- 
pect Mr. Margrave of a hand in this 
crime. Sir Philip, on seeing him at 
the mayor's house, expressed a strong 
abhorrence of him, more than hinted 
at crimes he had committed; ap- 
pointed me to come to Derval Court 
the day after that on which the 
murder was committed. Sir Philip 
had known something of this Mar- 
grave in the East— Margrave might 
dread exposure, revelations— of what 
I know not ; but, strange as it may 
seem to you, it is my conviction that 
this young man, apparently so gay 
and so thoughtless, is the real cri- 
minal, and in some way, which I 
cannot conjecture, has employed 
this lying vagabond in the fabrica- 
tion of a charge against myself. 
Reflect : of Mr. Margrave's antece- 
dents we know nothing; of them 
nothing was known even by the 
young gentleman who first intro- 
duced him to the society of this 
town. If you would serve and save 
me, it is to that quarter that you 
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wiU direct your vigilant and unre- 
laxing researches." 

I had scarcely so said when I re- 
pented my candour, for I ohserved 
in the face of Mr. Stanton a sudden 
revulsion of feeling, an utter incre- 
dulity of the accusation I had thus 
hazarded, and for the first time a 
douht of my own innocence. The 
fiecination exercised hy Margrave 
was universal; nor was it to he 
wondered at : for, hesides the charm 
of his joyous presence, he seemed so 
singularly free from even the errors 
oonmion enough with the young. 
So gay and hoon a companion, yet 
a shunner of wine ; so dazzling in 
aspect, so more than heautiful, so 
courted, so idolized hy women, yet 
no tale of seduction, of profligacy, 
attached to his name! As to his 
antecedents, he had so frankly 
owned himself a natural son, a 
nohody, a traveller, an idler; his 
expenses, though lavish, were so 
unostentatious, so regularly de- 
frayed. He was so wholly the reverse 
of the character assigned to crimi- 
nals, that it seemed as absurd to 
bring a charge of homicide against 
a butterfly or a goldfinch as against 
this seemingly innocent and de- 
lightful favourite of humanity and 
nature. 

However, Mr. Stanton said little 
or nothing, and shortly afterwards 
left me, with a dry expression of 
hope that my innocence would be 
cleared in spite of evidence that, he 
was bound to say, was of the most 
serious character. 

I was exhausted. I fell into a 
profound sleep early that night; it 
might be a little after twelve when 
I woke, and woke as fully, as com- 
pletely, as much restored to life 
and consciousness, as it was then 
my habit to be at the break of day. 
And, so waking, I saw, on the wsdl 
opposite my bed, the same luminous 
phantom I had seen in the wizard's 



study at Derval Court. I have read 
in Scandinavian legends of an ap-^ 
parition called the Scin-Lseca, or 
shining corpse. It is supposed, in 
the northern superstition, some-^ 
times to haunt sepulchres, some- 
times to foretel doom. It is the 
q>ectre of a human body seen in a 
phosphoric light, and so exactly did 
this phantom correspond to the- 
description of such an apparition in 
Scandinavian fable that I know not 
how to give it a better name than 
that of Sdn-Lseca — the shining. 
corpse. 

The^re it was before me, corpse- 
like, yet not dead ; there, as in the 
haunted study of the wizard Eor- 
man! — ^the form and the face of 
Margrave. Constitutionally, my 
nerves are strong, and my temper 
hardy, and now I was resolved to 
battle against any impression which 
my senses m^t receive from my 
own deluding fancies. Things that 
witnessed for the first time daunt us, 
witnessed for the second time lose 
their terror. I rose from my bed 
with a bold aspect, I approached the 
phantom with a firm step; but 
when within two paces of it, and 
my hand outstretched to touch it, 
my arm became fixed in air, my feet 
locked to the ground. I did not 
experience fear; I felt that my 
heart beat regularly, but an invin- 
cible something opposed itself to me. 
I stood as if turned to stone, and 
then from the lips of this phantom 
there came a voice, but a voice which 
seemed borne from a great distance 
—very low, muffled, and yet dis- 
tinct : I could not even be sure that 
my ear heard it, or whether the 
sound was not conveyed to me by 
an inner sense. 

"I, and I alone, can save and 
deliver you," said the voice. "I 
will do so ; and the conditions I ask, 
in return, are simple and easy." 

''Fiend or 'spectre. or mere delu« 
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sion of my own brain," cried I, 

there can be no compact between 
thee and me. I despise thy malice, 
I ^'reject thy services ; I accept no 
conditions to escape from the one or 
to obtain the other." 

" You may give a different answer 
when I ask again." 

The Scin-Lseca* slowly waned, 
and, fading first into a paler shadow, 
then vanished. I rejoiced at the 
reply I had given. Two days elapsed 
before Mr. Stanton again came to 
me; in the interval the Scin-Lseca 
did not reappear. I had mustered 
all my courage, all my common 
sense, noted down all the weak 
pointe of the false evidence against 
me, and felt calm and supported by 
the strength of my innocence. 

The first few words of the solicitor 
dashed all my courage to the ground. 
Eor I was anxious to hear news of 
Lilian, anxious to have some mes- 
sage from her that might cheer and 
strengthen me, and my first question 
was this : 

" Mr. Stanton, you are aware that 
I am engaged in marriage to Miss 
Ashleigh. Your family are not un- 
acquainted with her. What says, 
what thinks she of this monstrous 
charge against her betrothed ?" 

"I was for two hours at Mrs. 
Ashleigh's house last evening," 
replied the lawyer; "she was natu- 
rally anxious to see me as employed 
in your defence. Who do you think 
was there ? Who, eager to defend 
you, to express his persuasion of 
your innocence, to declare his con- 
viction that the real criminal would 
be soon discovered— who but that 
same Mr. Margrave, whom, pardon 
me my frankness, you so rashly and 
groundlessly suspected." 

"Heavens ! Bo you say that he 
is received in that house ? that he 
— he is familiarly admitted to her 
presence ?" 

"My good sir, why these unjust 



prepossessions against a true friend? 
It was as your friend that, as soon 
as the charge against you amazed 

and shocked the town of L y Mr. 

Margrave called on Mrs. Ashleigh — 
presented to her by Miss Brabazon 
•—and was so cheering and hopeful 
that-" 

" Enough !" I exclaimed — 
" enough !" 

I paced the room in a state of ex- 
citement and rage, which the lawyer 
in vain endeavoured to calm, until 
at length I halted abruptly : " Wel)» 
—and you saw Miss Ashleigh? 
What message does she send to me — 
her betrothed?" 

Mr. Stanton looked confused. 
"Message! Consider, sir— Miss 
Ashleigh's situation—the delicacy — 
and— and— " 

"I understand! no message, no 
word, from a young lady so respect- 
able to a man accused of murder." 

Mr. Stanton was silent for some 
moments; and then said quietly^ 
" Let us change this subject ; let us 
think of what more immediately 
presses. I see you have been making 
some notes ; may I look at them ?" 

I composed myself and sat down. 
"This accuser! Have inquiries 
really been made as to himself, and 
his statement of his own proceed- 
ings? He comes, he says, from 
America— in what ship ? At what 
port did he land? Is there any 
evidence to corroborate his story of 
the relations he tried to discover — 
of the inn at which he first put up, 
and to which he could not find his 
way?" 

"Your suggestions are sensible. 
Dr. Fenwick. I have forestalled 
them. It is true that the man 
lodged at a small inn— the Rising 
Sun— true that he made inquiries 
about some relations of the name of 
Walls, who formerly resided at 
L— — y and afterwards removed to a 
village ten miles distant — two 
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broth^s— tradesmen of small means 
but respectable character. He at 
first refused to say at what sea^port 
he landed, in what ship he sailed. 
I suspect that he has now told a 
fiUsehood as to these matters. I 
have sent my clerk to Southampton 
— for it is there he said that he 
was put on shore ; we shall see^the 
man himself is detained in close 
custody. I hear that his manner is 
strange and excitable ; but that he 
preserves silence as much as pos- 
sible. It is generally believed that 
he is a bad character, perhaps a 
returned convict, and that this is 
the true reason why he so long 
delayed giving evidence, and has 
been since so reluctant to account 
for himself. But even if his testi- 
mony should be impugned, should 
break down, still we should have to 



account for the fact that tne caslcet 
and the case-knife were found in 
your bureau. For, granting that 
a person could, in your absence, 
have entered your study and placed 
the articles in your bureau, it is 
clear that such a person must have 
been well acquainted with your 

house, and this stranger to L 

could not have possessed that know- 
ledge." 

" Of course not— Mr. Margrave 
did possess it ! " 
" Mr. Margrave again ! — oh, sir." 
I arose and moved away, with an 
impatient gesture. I could not trust 
myself to speak. That night I did 
not sleep; I watched impatiently, 
gazing on the opposite wall, for the 
gleam of the Scin-Lseca. But the 
night passed away, and the spectre 
did not appear. 



CHAPTER XLL 



L 



The lawyer came the next day, and 
with something like a smile on his 
lips. He brought me a few lines.in 
pencil from Mrs. Ashleigh; they 
were kindly expressed, bade me be 
of good cheer; **she never for a 
moment believed in my guilt ; Lilian 
bore up wonderfully under so ter- 
rible a trial ; it was an unspeakable 
comfort to both to receive the visits 
of a friend so attached to me, and so 
confident of a triumphant refutation 
of the hideous calumny — under 
which I now suffered—as Mr. Mar- 
grave ! " 

The lawyer had seen Margrave 
again— seen him in that house. 
Margrave seemed almost domiciled 
there ! 



I remained sullen and taciturn 
during this visit. I longed again for 
the night. Night came. I heard the 
distant clock strike twelve, when 
again the icy wind passed through 
my hair, and against the wall stood 
the Luminous Shadow. 

"Have you considered?" whis- 
pered the voice, still as from afar. 
"I repeat it— I alone can save you." 

" Is it among the conditions which 
you ask, in return, that I shall re- 
sign to you the woman I love ? " 

"No." 

" Is it one of the conditions that 
I should commit some crime— a 
crime perhaps heinous as that of 
which I am accused ? " 

"No." 



A STRANGE STORY. 



153 



(C 



With such reservations, I accept 
the conditions you may name, pro- 
vided I, in my turn, may demand 
one condition from yourself." 

"Name it." 

" I ask you to quit this town. I 
ask you, meanwhile, to cease your 
visits to the house that holds the 
woman betrothed to me." 

"I will cease those visits. And 
before many days are over, I will 
quit this town." 

"Now, then, say what you ask 
from me. I am prepared to concede 
it. And not from fear for myself, 
but because I fear for the pure and 
innocent being who is under the 
spell of your deadly fascination. 
This is your power over me. You 
command me through my love for 
another. Speak." 

" My conditions are simple. You 
will pledge yourself to desist from 
all charges of insinuation against 
myself, of what nature soever. You 
will not, when you meet me in the 
flesh, refer to what you have known 
of my likeness in the Shadow. You 
will be invited to the house at which 
I may be also a guest; you will 
come ; you will meet and converse 
with me as guest speaks with guest 
in the house of a host." 

" Is that all ? " 

"ItisalL" 

"Then I pledge you my faith; 
keep your own." 

"Fear not; sleep secure in the 
certainty that you will soon be re- 
leased from these walls." 

The Shadow waned and faded. 
Darkness settled back, and a sleep, 
profound and calm, fell over me. 

The next day Mr. Stanton again 
visited me. He had received that 
morning a note from Mr. Margrave, 

stating that he had left L to 

pursue, in person, an investigation 
which he had already commenced 
through another, affecting the man 
who had given evidence against me, 



and that, if his hope should prove 
well founded, he trusted to establish 
my innocence, and convict the real 
murderer of Sir Philip BervaL In 
the research he thus volunteered, 
he had asked for, and obtained, the 
assistance of the policeman Waby, 
who, grateful to me for saving the 
life of his sister, had expressed a 
strong desire to be employed in my 
service. 

Meanwhile, my most cruel assailant 
was my old college friend Richard 
Strahan. For Jeeves had spread 
abroad Strahan's charge of purloin- 
ing the memoir which had been 
intrusted to me; and that accusation 
had done me great injury in publM 
opinion, because it seemed to give 
probability to the only motive which 
ingenuity could ascribe to the foul 
deed imputed to me. That motive 
had been first suggested by Mr. 
Vigors. Cases are on record of men 
whose life had been previously 
blameless, who have committed a 
crime, which seemed to belie their 
nature, in the monomania of some 
intense desire. In Spain, a scholar 
reputed of austere morals, murdered 
and robbed a traveller for money in 
order to purchase books ; books 
written, too, by Fathers of his 
Church ! He was intent on solving 
some problem of theological casu- 
istry. In France, an antiquary 
esteemed not more for his learning, 
than for amiable and gentle qualities, 
murdered his most intimate friend 
for the possession of a medal, with- 
out which his own collection was 
incomplete. These, and similar 
anecdotes, tending to prove how 
fatally any vehement desire, mor- 
bidly cherished, may suspend the 
normal operations of reason and 
conscience, were whispered about bjr 
Dr. Lloyd's vindictive partisan, and 
the inference drawn from them and 
applied to the assumptions against 
myself, was the more credulously 
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moiiTed, bacauM of that oTer-re- 
tolBg speculation on motive and 
uA which the shallow accept, in 
Ibiir eatternefis to show how readily 
UiAlf understand the profound. 

I was known to be fondof scientific, 
mpmMllj of chemical experiments; 
to be eager in testing the truth of 
any novel inyention. Strahan catch- 
ing hold of the magistrate's fantastic 
hn^othesis, went about repeating 
anecdotes of the absorbing passion 
Ibr analysis and discovery which had 
characterised me in youth as a me- 
dioal student, and to which, indeed, 
I owed the precocious reputation I 
bad obtained. 

&Br Philip Derval, according not 
only to report, but to the direct tes- 
timony of his servant, had acquired 
in the course of his travels many 
aeorets in natural science, especially 
ai connected with the healing art— 
his servant had deposed to the re- 
markable cures he had effected by 
the medicinals stored in the stolen 
casket — doubtless Sir Philip, in 
boasting of these medicinals in the 
course of our conversation, had 
excited my curiosity, inflamed my 
imagination, and thus, when I after- 
wards suddenly met him in a lone 
spot, a passionate impulse had acted 
on a brain heated into madness by 
curiosity and covetous desire. 

All these suppositions, reduced 
into system, were corroborated by 
Strahan's charge that I had made 
away with the manuscript supposed 
to contain the explanations of the 
medical agencies employed by Sir 
Philip, and had sought to shelter 
my theft by a tale so improbable, 
that a man of my reputed talent 
could not have hazarded it if in his 
sound senses. I saw the web, that 
had thus been spread around me by 
hostile prepossessions and ignorant 
gossip : how could the arts of Mar- 
grave scatter that web to the winds ? 
I knew not, but I felt confidence in 



his promise and his power. Still, so 
great had been my alarm for LiliaD,. 
that the hope of clearing my own 
innocence was almost lost in my joy 
that Margrave, at least, was no 
longer in her presence, and that I 
had received his pledge to quit the 
town in which she lived. 

Thus, hours rolled on hours, till, 
I think, on the third day from that 
night in which I had last beheld the 
mysterious Shadow, my door was 
hastily thrown open, a confused crowd 
presented itself at the threshold — 
the governor of the prison, the police 
superintendent, Mr. Stanton, and 
other familiar faces shut out from 
me since my imprisonment. I knew 
at the first glanoe that I was no 
longer an outlaw beyond the pale of 
human friendship. And proudly, 
sternly, as I had supported myself 
hitherto in solitude and suspense, 
when I felt warm hands clasping 
mine, heard joyous voices proffering 
congratulations, saw in the eyes of 
all that my innocence had been 
cleared, the revulsion of emotion 
was too strong for me — the room 
reeled on my sight— I fainted. I 
pass, as quickly as I can, over the 
explanations that crowded on me 
when I recovered, and that were 
publicly given in evidence in Court 
next morning. I had owed all to 
Margrave. It seems that he had 
construed to my favour the very 
supposition which had been bruited 
abroad to my prejudice. "Por," 
said he, " it is conjectured that Ten- 
wick committed the crime of which 
he is accused in the impulse of a 
disordered reason. That conjecturo 
is based upon the probability that 
a madman alone could have com- 
mitted a crime without adequate 
motive. But it seems quite clear 
that the accused is not mad ; and I 
see cause to suspect that the accuser 
is." Grounding this assumption on 
the curccnt reports of the witness's 
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manner and bearing since he had 
been placed under official surveil- 
lance, Margrave had commissioned 
the policeman, Waby, to mnke in- 
quiries in the village to which the 
accuser asserted he had gone in 
quest of his relations, and Waby 
had, there, found persons who re- 
membered to have heard that the 
two brothers named Walls lived less 
by the gains of the petty shop which 
they kept than by the proceeds of 
some property consigned to them as 
the nearest of kin to a lunatic who 
had once been tried for his life. 
Margrave had then examined the 
advertLsements in the daily news- 
papers. One of them, warning the 
public against a dangerous maniac, 
who had effected his escape from an 
asylum in the west of England, 
caught his attention. To that asylum 
he had repaired. 

There he learned that the patient 
advertised was one whose propensity 
was homicide, consigned for life to 
the asylum on account of a murder, 
for which he had been tried. The 
description of this person exactly 
tallied with that of the pretended 
American. The medical superin- 
tendent of the asylum hearing all 
particulars from Margrave, ex- 
pressed a strong persuasion that the 
witness was his missing patient, and 
had himself committed the crime of 
which he had accused another. If 
so, the superintendent undertook to 
coax from him the full confession of 
all the circumstances. like many 
other madmen, and not least those 
whose propensity is to crime, the 
fiigitive maniac was exceedingly 
cunning, treacherous, secret, and 
habituated to trick and stratagem. 
More subtle than even the astute in 
possession of all their faculties, 
whether to achieve his purpose or 
to conceal it, and fabricate appear- 
ances against another. But while, 
in ordinary oonverBation, he seemed 



rational enough to those who were 
not accustomed to study him, he 
had one hallucination which, when 
humoured, led him always, not only 
to betray himself, but to glory in 
any crime proposed or committed.. 
He was under the belief that he had 
made a bargain with Satan, who, in 
return for implicit obedience, would 
bear him harmless through all the 
consequences of such submission,, 
and finally raise him to great power 
and authority. It is no unfrequent 
illusion of homicidal maniacs to 
suppose they are under the influence 
of the Evil One, or possessed by a 
Demon. Murderers have assigned 
as the only reason they themselves 
could give for their crime, that 
"the Devil got into them," and 
urged the deed. But the insane 
have, perhaps, no attribute more in 
common than that of superweening 
self-esteem. The maniac who has 
been removed from a garret sticks 
straws in his hair and calls them a 
crown. So much does inordinate 
arrogance characterise mentalaberr- 
ation, that, in the course of my own 
practice, I have detected, in that 
infirmity, the certain symptom of 
insanity, long before the brain had 
made its disease manifest even to 
the most funiliar kindred. 

Morbid self-esteem accordingly 
pervaded the dreadful illusion by 
which the man I now spesik of was 
possessed. He was proud to be the 
protected agent of the Fallen Angel. 
And if that self-esteem were artfully 
appealed to, he would exult superbly 
in the evil he held himself ordered to 
perform, as if a special prerogative, 
an official rank and privilege ; then,, 
he would be led on to boast gleefully 
of thoughts which the most cynical 
of criminals, in whom inteUigenoe 
was not ruined, would shrink from 
owning. Then, he would reveal- 
himfiplf in all his deformity with as 
ooxuilacent and frank a self-glorying 
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as some yain good man displays in 
parading his amiable sentiments and 
his beneficent deeds. 

"If," said the superintendent, 
" this be the patient who has escaped 
from me, and if his propensity to 
iiomicide has been, in some way, 
•directed towards the person who 
liias been murdered, I shall not be 
<4nth him a quarter of an hour 
before he will inform me how it 
happened, and detail the arts he 
employed m shifting his crime upon 
another— all will be told as minutely 
as a child tells the tale of some 
sohool-boy exploit, in which he 
oounts on your sjrmpathy, and feels 
sore of your applause." 

Margrave brought this gentleman 

back to L , took him to the 

mayor, who was one of my warmest 
supporters: the mayor had sufficient 
influence to dictate and arrange the 
rest. The superintendent was in- 
troduced to the room in which the 
pretended American was lodged. 
At his own desire a select number 
of witnesses were admitted with him 
— -Margrave excused himself; he 
said candidly that he was too in- 
timate a friend of mine to be an 
impartial listener to aught that con- 
cerned me so nearly. 

The superintendent proved right 
in his suspicions, and verified his 
promises. My false accuser was his 
«nissing patient; the man recognised 
Dr. * * * with no apparent terror, 
rather with an air of condescension, 
and in a very few minutes was -led 
to tell his own tale, with a gloating 
complacency both at the agency by 
which he deemed himself exalted, 
and at the dexterous cunning with 
which he had acquitted himself of 
the task, that increased the horror 
of his narrative. 

He spoke of the mode of his 
•escape, which was extremely in- 
genious, but of which the details, 
iong in themselves, did not interest 



me, and I understood them too im- 
perfectly to repeat. He had en- 
countered a sea-faring traveller on 
the road, whom he had knocked 
down with a stone, and robbed of 
his glazed hat and pea-jacket, as well 
as of a small sum in coin, which last 
enabled him to pay bis fare in a 
railway that conveyed him eighty 
miles away from the asylum. Some 
trifling remnant of this money still 
in his pocket, he then travelled on 
foot along the high road till be came 
to a town about twenty miles distant 

from L ; there he had stayed 

a day or two, and there he said 
"that the Devil had told him to buy 
a case-knife, which he did." " He 
knew by that order that the Devil 
meant him to do something great." 
" His Master," as he called the fiend, 
then directed him the road he should 

take. He came to L , put up, as 

he had correctly stated before, at a 
small inn, wandered at night about 
the town, was surprised by the 
sudden storm, took shelter under 
the convent arch, overheard some- 
what more of my conversation with 
Sir PhiUp than he had previously 
deposed— heard enough to excite his 
curiosity as to the casket : " While 
he listened his Master told him that 
he must get possession of that 
casket." Sir FhiUp had quitted the 
archway almost immediately after I 
had done so, and he would then 
have attacked hini if he had not 
caught sight of a policeman going 
his rounds. He had followed Sir 
Philip to a house (Mr. Jeeves*s). 
"His Master told him to wait 
and watch." He did so. When Sir 
Philip came forth, towards the 
dawn, he followed him, saw him 
enter a narrow street, came up to 
him, seized him by the arm, de- 
manded all he had about him. Sir 
PhiUp tried to shake him off— struck 
at him. What follows, I spare the 
reader. The deed was done. He 
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robbed the dead man, both of the 
oasket and of the purse that he 
found in the pockets ; had scarcely 
done so when he heard footsteps. 
He had just time to get behind the 
portico of a detached house at angles 
with the street, when I came up. 
He witnessed, from his hiding-place, 
the brief conference between myself 
and the policemen, and when they 
moved on, bearing the body, stole 
unobserved away. He was going 
back towards the inn, when it oc- 
curred to him that it would be 
safer if the casket and purse were 
not about his person ; that he asked 
his Master to direct him how to 
dispose of them: that his Master 
guided him to an open yard (a 
stone-mason's) at a very little 
distance from the inn : that in this 
yard there stood an old wych-elm 
tree, from the gnarled roots of which 
the earth was worn away, leaving 
chinks and hollows, in one of which 
he placed the casket and purse, 
taking from the latter only two 
sovereigns and some silver, and then 
heaping loose mould over the hiding- 
place. That he then repaired to 
his inn, and left it late in the morn- 
ing, on the pretence of seeking for 
his relations— persons, indeed, who 
really had been related to him, but 
of whose death years ago he was 

aware. He returned to L a few 

days afterwards, and, in the dead of 
the night, went to take up the 
casket and the money. He found 
the purse with its contents un- 
disturbed ; but the lid of the casket 
was unclosed. From the hasty 
glance he had taken of it before 
burying it, it had seemed to him 
firmly locked— he was alarmed lest 
some one had been to the spot. But 
his Master whispered to him not to 
mind, told him that he might now 
take the casket, and would be guided 
what to do with it ; that he did so, 
and, opening the lid, found the 



casket empty ; that he took the rest 
of the money out of the purse, but 
that he did not take the purse itself, 
for it had a crest and initials on it, 
which might lead to the discovery 
of what had been done; that he 
therefore left it in the hollow 
amongst the roots, heaping the 
mould over it as before; that, in 
the course of the day, he heard the 
people at the inn talk of the murder, 
and that his own first impulse was 
to get out of the town immediately, 
but that his Master " made him too 
wise for that," and bade him stay; 
that passing through the streets, he 
saw me come out of the sash-window 
door, go to a stable yard on the 
other side of the house, mount on 
horseback and ride away; that he 
observed the sash-door was left 
partially open ; that he walked by it 
and saw.the room empty ; there was 
only a dead wall opposite ; the place 
was solitary, unobserved ; that his 
Master directed him to lift up the 
sash gently, enter the room, and 
deposit the knife and the casket in 
a large walnut-tree bureau which 
stood unlocked near the window. 
All that followed— his visit to Mr. 
Vigors, his accusation against myself^ 
his whole tale — was, he said, dictated 
by his Master, who - was highly 
pleased vrith him, and ph)mised to 
bring him safely through. And 
here he turned round with a 
hideous smile, as if for approbatioa 
of his notable cleverness and respect 
for his high employ. 

Mr. Jeeves had the curiosity to 
request the keeper to inquire how, 
in what form, or in what manner, 
the Fiend appeared to the narrator, 
or conveyed his infernal dictates* 
The man at first refused to say ; but 
it was gradually drawn from him 
that the Demon had no certain and 
invariable form; sometimes it ap- 
peared to him in the form of a rat : 
sometimes even of a leaf, or a frag* 
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ment of wood, or a rusty uail ; but, 
that his Master's voice always came 
to bim distinctly, whatever shape he 
appeared in ; only, he said, with an 
tur of great importance, his Master, 
this time, had graciously conde- 
acended, ever since he left the 
^affylum, to communicate with him 
in a much more pleasing and im- 
posing aspect than he had ever done 
before— in the form of a beautiful 
youth, or, rather, like a bright rose- 
coloured shadow, in which the 
features of a young man were 
visible, and that he had heard the 
vmce more distinctly than usual, 
though in a milder tone, and seem- 
ing to come to him from a great 
distance. 
After these revelations the man 

• 

became suddenly disturbed. He 
fdiook firom limb to limb, he seemed 
convulsed with terror ; he cried out 
that he had betrayed the secret of 
his Master, who had warned him 
not to describe his appearance and 
mode of communication, or he 
would surrender his servant to the 
tormentors. Then the maniac's 
terror gave way to fury; his more 
direful propensity made itself de- 
idared ; he sprang into the midst of 
his frightened listeners, seized Mr. 
Vigors by the throat, and would 
have strangled him but for the 
prompt rush of the superintendent 
4nd his satellites. Foaming at the 
mouth, and horribly raving, he was 
then manacled, a strait-waistcoat 
thrust upon him, and the group so 
left him in charge of his captors. 
Inquiries were immediately directed 
towards such circumstantial evi- 
dence as might corroborate the 
details he had so minutely set forth. 
The purse, recognised as Sir Philip's, 
by the valet of the deceased, was 
found buried under the wych-elm. 
A policeman despatched, express, to 
the town in which the maniac- de- 
<dared the knife to have been pur- 



chased, brought back word that a 
cutler in the place remembered 
perfectly to have sold such a knife 
to a sea-faring man, and identified 
the instrument when it was shown 
to him. From the chink of a door 
^jar, in the wall opposite my sash- 
window, a maid-servant, watching 
for her sweetheart (a journeyman 
carpenter, who habitually passed 
that way on going home to dine), 
had, though unobserved by the 
murderer, seen him come out of 
my window at a time that corre- 
sponded with the dates of his own 
story, though she had thought no- 
thing of it at the moment. He 
might be a patient, or have called 
on business ; she did not know that 
I was from home. The only point 
of importance not cleared up was 
that which related to the opening 
of the casket— the disappearance of 
the contents; the lock had been 
unquestionably forced. No one, 
however, oould suppose that some 
third person had discovered the 
hiding-place and forced open the 
casket to abstract its contents and 
then rebury it. The only probable 
supposition was, that the man him- 
self had forced it open, and, deem- 
ing the contents of no value, had 
thrown them away before he had 
hidden the casket and purse, and, 
in the chaos of his reason, had for- 
gotten that he had so done. Who 
could expect that every link in a 
madman's tale would be found inte- 
gral and perfect? In short, little 
importance was attached to this 
solitary doubt. Crowds accompa- 
nied me to my door, when I was set 
free, in open court, stainless; — ^it 
was a triumphal procession. The 
popularity I had previously enjoyed, 
superseded for a moment by so hor- 
rible a charge, came back to me ten- 
fold, as with the reaction of generous 
repentance for a momentary doubt. 
One man shared the public favour 
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— the young man whose acuteness 
had delivered me from the peril, 
and cleared the truth from so awful 
a mystery; but Margrave had es- 
caped from congratulation and 
<x>mpliment; he had gone on a visit 
to Strahan, at Derval Court. 

Alone, at last, in the welcome 
isanctuary of my own home, what 
were my thoughts ? Prominent 
-amongst them all was that assertion 
of the madman, which had made 
me shudder when repeated to me : 
he had been guided to the murder 
tmd to all the subsequent proceed- 
ings by the luminous shadow of the 
beautiful youth— the Scin-Lsecato 
which I had pledged myself. If 
Sir Philip Derval could be believed. 
Margrave was possessed of powers, 
derived from fragmentary recollec- 
tions of a knowledge acquired in a 
former state of being, which would 
render his remorseless intelligence 
infinitely dire, and frustrate the 
endeavours of a reason, unassisted 
by similar powers, to thwart his 
designs or bring the law against his 
crimes. Had he then the arts that 
oould thus influence the minds of 
others to serve his fell purposes, 
and achieve securely his own evil 
•ends through agencies ithat could 
not be traced home to himself ? 

But for what conceivable purpose 
had I been subjected as a victim to 
influences as much beyond my con- 
trol as the Pate or Demoniac 
Necessity of a Greek Myth? In 
the legends of the classic world 
«ome august sufliBrer is oppressed 
by powers more than mortal, but 
with an ethical if gloomy vindica- 
iiion of his chastisement--he pays 
the penalty of crime committed by 
his ancestors or himself, or he has 
braved, by arrogating equality with 
the gods, the mysterious calamity 
which the gods alone can inflict. 
But I, no descendant of Pelops, no 
(Edipus boastful of a wisdom which 



could interpret the enigmas of the 
Sphynx, while ignorant even of his 
own birth— what had I done to be 
singled out from the herd of men 
for trials and visitations from the 
Shadowland of ghosts and sorcerers? 
It would be ludicrously absurd to 
suppose that Dr. Lloyd's dying im- 
precation could have had a prophetic 
effect upon my destiny ; to beUeve 
that the pretences of mesmensers 
were specially favoured by Provi- 
dence, and that to question their 
assumptions was an offence of pro- 
fanation to be punished by exposure 
to preternatural agencies. There 
was not even that congruity between 
cause and effect which fable seeks in 
excuse for its inventions. Of all 
men living, I, unimaginative disciple 
of austere science, should be the last 
to become the sport of that witch- 
craft which even imagination re- 
luctantly allows to the machinery 
of poets, and science casts aside into 
the mouldy lumber-room of obso- , 
lete superstition. 

Bousing my mind from enigmas 
impossible to solve — ^it was with 
intense and yet most melancholy 
satisfaction that I turned to the 
image of Lilian, rejoicing, though 
with a thrill of awe, that the pro- 
mise so mysteriously conveyed to 
my senses had, here too, been al- 
r^y fulflUed— Margrave had left; 
the town; Lilian was no longer 
subjected to his evil fascination. 
But an instinct told me that that 
fascination had already produced an 
effect adverse to all hope of happi- 
ness for me. Lilian's love for 
myself was gone. Impossible other- 
wise that she— in whose nature I 
had always admired that generous 
devotion which is more or less in- 
separable from the romance of 
youth— should have never conveyed 
to me one word of consolation in 
the hour of my agony and trial : 
that she who, till the last evening 
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we bad met, had ever been so docile, 
in tbe sweetness of a nature femi- 
ninely submissive to my slightest 
wish, should have disregarded my 
solemn injunction, and admitted 
Margrave to acquaintance, nay, to 
familiar intimacy ; at the very time, 
too, when to disobey my injunctions 
was to embitter my ordeal, and add 
her own contempt to the degrada- 
tion imposed upon my honour! No, 
her heart must be wholly gone from 
me; her very nature wholly warped. 
An union between us had become 
impossible. My love for her re- 
mained unshattered ; the more 
tender, perhaps, for a sentiment of 
compassion. But my pride was 
shocked, my heart was wounded. 



My love was not mean and servile. 
Enough for me to think that she 
would be at least saved from Mar- 
grave. Ker life associated with 
his! — contemplation, horrible and 
ghastly !— from that fate she was 
saved. Later, she would recover 
the effect of an influence happily 
so brief. • She might form some new 
attachment— some new tie. But 
love once withdrawn is never to be 
restored — and her love was with- 
drawn from me. I had but to 
release her, with my own lips, from 
our engagement— she would wel- 
come that release. Mournful but 
firm in these thoughts and these 
resolutions, I sought Mrs. Ash- 
leigh's house. 



■»• 



CHAPTER XLII. 



It was twilight when I entered, un- 
announced (as had been my wont in 
our familiar intercourse), the quiet 
sitting-room in which I expected to 
find mother and child. But Lilian 
was there alone, seated by the open 
window, her hands crossed and 
drooping on her knee, her eye fixed 
upon the darkening summer skies, 
in which the evening star had just 
stolen forth, bright and steadfast, 
near the pale sickle of a half-moon 
that was dimly visible, but gave as 
yet no light. 

Let any lover imagine the recep- 
tion he would expect to meet from 
his betrothed, coming into her pre- 
sence after he had passed trium- 
phant through a terrible peril to 
life and fame — and conceive what 
ice froze my blood, what anguish 
weighed down my heart, when 



Lilian, turning towards me, rose 
not, spoke not — gazed at me heed- 
lessly as if at some indifferent 

stranger — and — and But no 

matter. I cannot bear to recall it 
even now, at the distance of years ! 
I sat down beside her, and took her 
hand, without pressing it ; it rested 
languidly, passively in mine— one 
moment ;— I dropped it then, with 
a bitter sigh. 

"Lilian," I said, quietly, "you 
love me no longer. Is it not so ? " 

She raised her eyes to mine, looked 
at me wistfully, and pressed her 
hand on her forehead, then said, in 
a strange voice, "Did I ever love 
you ? What do you mean ? " 

"Lilian, Lilian, rouse yourself;. 
are you not, while you speak, under 
some spell, some influence which you 
cannot describe nor account for ? '* 
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She paused a moment before she 
answered, calmly, "No! Again I 
ask what do you mean ? " 

" What do I mean ? Do you for- 
get that we are betrothed? Do 
you forget how often, and how 
recently, our tows of affection 
and constancy haTe been ex- 
changed P " 

"No, I do not forget; but I 
must have deceived you and my- 
self—" 

" It is true, then, that you love me 
no more ? " 

" I suppose so." 

"But, oh, Lilian, is it that your 
heart is only closed to me ? or is it— 
oh, answer truthfully— is it given 
to another? — to him — to him — 
against whom I warned you, whom I 
implored you not to receive ? Tell 
me, at least, that your love is not 
gone to Margrave — " 

" To him— love to him. Oh no 



)) 



— no— 

" What, then, is your feeling to- 
wards him ? " 

Lilian's face grew visibly paler- 
even in that dim light. "I know 
not," she said, almost in a whisper; 
" but it is partly awe— partly— " 

" What ! " 

" Abhorrence ! '* she said^ almost 
fiercely, and rose to her fee^ with a 
wild defying start. 

"If that be so," I said gently, 
"you would not grieve were you 
never again to see him—" 

" But I shall see him again," she 
murmured in a tone of weary sad- 



ness, and sank back once more into 
hfip chair 

"I think not," said I. "and I 
hope not. And now hear me and 
heed me, Lilian. It is enough for 
me, no matter what your feelings 
towards another, to learn from your- 
self that the affection you once pro- 
fessed for me is gone. I release you 
from your troth. If folks ask why 
we two henceforth separate the lives 
we had agreed to join, you may say, 
if you please, that you could not 
give your hand to a man who had 
known the taint of a felon's prison, 
even on a false charge. If that 
seems to you an ungenerous reason, 
we will leave it to your mother to find 
a better. Parewell ! For your own 
sake I can yet feel happiness— happi- 
ness to hear that you do not love 
the man against whom I warn you 
still more solemnly than before ! Will 
you not give me your hand in part- 
ing—and have I not spoken your 
own wish?" 

She turned away her face, and 
resigned her hand to me in silence. 
Silently I held it in mine, and my 
emotions nearly stifled me. One 
symptom of regret, of reluctance, 
on her part, and I should have fallen 
at her feet, and cried, "Do not let 
us break a tie which our vows should 
have made indissoluble; heed not 
my offers— wrung from a tortured 
heart ! You cannot have ceased to 
love me ! " But no such symptom 
of relenting showed itself in her, and 
with a groan I left the room. 



M 



162 



A STEANGE STORY. 



CHAPTEB XLIII. 



I WAS just outside the garden-door, 
when I felt an arm thrown round 
me, my cheek kissed and wetted with 
tears. Could it be Lilian? Alas, 
no! It was her mother's Toice, 
that, between laughing and crying, 
exclaimed hysterically : ** This is joy, 
to see you again, and on these 
thresholds. I have j ust come ' from 
your house ; I went there on pur- 
pose to congratulate you, and to talk 
to you about Lilian. But you haTC 
seen her?" 

" Yes ; I have but this moment 
left her. Come this way." I drew 
Hrs. Ashleigh back into the garden, 
along the old winding walk, which 
the shrubs concealed from view of 
the house. We sat down on a rustic 
seat where I had often sat with 
Lilian, midway between the house 
and the Monks' Well. I told the 
mother what had passed between 
me and her daughter; I made no 
complaint of Lilian's coldness and 
change ; I did not hint at its cause. 
*• Girls of her age will change," said 
I, "and all that now remains is for 
us two to agree on such a tale to our 
curious neighbours, as may rest the 
whole blame on me. Man's Name 
is of robust fibre ; it could not push 
its way to a place in the world, if it 
could not bear, without sinking, the 
load idle tongues may lay on it. 
Not so Woman's Name — what is 
but gossip against Man, is scandal 
against Woman." 

** Do not be rash, my dear Allen," 
said Mrs. Ashleigh, in great distress. 
"I feel for you, I understand you; 
in your case I might act as you do. 
I cannot blame you. Lilian is 
changed— changed unaccountably. 



Yet sure I am that the change is 
only on the surface, that her heart 
is really yours, as entirely and as 
faithfully as ever it was; and that 
later, when she recovers from the 
strange, dreamy kind of torpor which 
appears to have come over all her 
faculties and all her affections, she 
would awake with a despair which 
you cannot conjecture, to the know- 
ledge that you had renounced her." 

" I have not renounced her," said 
I, impatiently; **I did but restore 
her freedom of choice. But pass by 
' this now, and explain to me more 
fully the change in your daughter, 
which I 'gather from your words is 
not confined to me." 

" I wished to speak of it before 
you saw her, and for that reason 
came to your house. It was on the 
morning in which we left her aunt's 
to return hither that I first noticed 
something pecuUar in her look and 
manner. She seemed absorbed and 
absent, so much so that I asked her 
several times to tell me what made 
her so grave, but I could only get 
from her that she had had a con- 
fused dream which she could not 
recall distinctly enough to relate, 
but that she was sure it boded evil. 
During the journey she became gra- 
dually more herself, and began to 
look forward with delight to the idea 
of seeing you again. Well, you came 
that evening. What passed between 
you and her you know best. You 
complained that she slighted your 
request to shun all acquaintance 
with Mr. Margrave. I was surprised 
that, whether your wish were rea- 
sonable or not, she could have hesi- 
tated.to comply with it. I spoke to 
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ber about it alter yoa bad gone, and 
8be wept bitterly at thinking she 
had displeased you." 

"She wept! You amaze me. Yet 
the next day what a note she 
returned to mine ! " 

" The next day the change in ber 
became very visible to me. She 
told me, in an excited manner, that 
she was convinced she ought not to 
marry you. Then came, the follow- 
ing day, the news of your committal. 
I iieard of it, but dared not break it 
to her. I went to our fHend the 
mayor, to consult with him what to 
say, what do ; and to learn more dis- 
tinctly than I had done from terri- 
fied, incoherent servants, the rights 
of so dreadful a story. When I 
returned, I found, to my amaze- 
ment, a young stranger in the 
drawing-room; it was Mr. Mar- 
grave—Miss Brabazon had brought 
him at his request. Lilian was in 
the room, too, and my astonishment 
was increased, when she said to me 
with a singular smile, vague but 
tranquil: 'I know all about Allen 
Penwick; Mr. Marjq^ve has told 
me all. He is a Mend of Allen's. 
He says there is no cause for fear.' 
Mr. Margrave then apologized to me 
for his intrusion in a caressing, 
kindly manner, as if one of the 
family. He said he was so intimate 
with you that he felt that he could 
best break to Miss Ashleigh an infor- 
mation she might receive elsewhere, 
for that he was the only man in the 
town who treated the charge with 
ridicule. You know the wonderftd 
charm of this young man's manner. 
I cannot explain to you how it was, 
but in a few moments I was as much 
at home with him as if he had been 
your brother. To be brief, having 
once come, he came constantly. He 
had moved, two days before you 
went to Deival Court, from his hotel 

to apartments in Mr. ^'s house, 

just opposite. We could see him on 



his balcony from our terrace; he 
would smile to ud and come across. 
I did wrong in slighting your in- 
junction, and suffering Lilian to do 
so. I could not help it, he was such 
a comfort to me— to her, too— in her 
tribulation. He alone had no doleful 
words, wore no long face ; he alone 
waa invariably cheerfiiL 'Every- 
thing,' he said, ' would come right in 
aday or two.'" 

"And Lilian could not but admire 
this young man, he is so beautifUL" 

"Beautiful? Well, perhaps. But 
if you have a jealous feeling, you 
were never more mistaken. Lilian, 
I am convinced, does more than dis- 
like him ; he has inspired her with 
repugnance, with terror. And much 
as I own I like him, in his wild, 
joyous, careless, harmless way, do 
not think I flatter you if I say that 
Mr. Margrave is not the man to 
make any girl untrue to you— un- 
true to a lover with infinitely less 
advantages than you may pretend to. 
He would be an universal favourite, 
I grant; but there is something in 
him, or ■ a something wanting in 
him, which makes liking and admi- 
ration stop short of love. I know 
not why ; perhaps, because, with all 
his good humour, he is so absorbed 
in himself, so intensely egotistical — 
so light ; were he less clever, I should 
say so frivolous. He could not make 
love, he could not say in the serious 
tone of a man in earnest, *I love 
you.' He owned as much to me, * 
and owned, too, that he knew not 
even what love was. As to i^yself— 
Mr. Margrave appears rich; no 
whisper against his character or his 
honour ever reached me. Yet were 
you out of the question, and were 
there no stain on his birth, nay, were 
he as high in rank and wealth as he 
is favoured by Nature in personal 
advanti^es, I confess I could never 
consent to trust him with my 
daughter's fate. A voice at tAy 

11^ 
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heart would cry, 'No!' It may be 
an unreasoDable prejudice, but I 
could not bear to see him touch 
LiHan'8 hand ! " 

••Did she never, then — never 
suffer him even to take her hand ? " 

"Never. Do not think so meanly 
of her as to suppose that she could 
be caught by a fair face, a graceful 
manner. Beflect; just before, she 
had refused, for your sake, AsUeigh 
Sumner, whom Lady Haughton said 
* no |[irl in her senses could refuse ;' 
and this change in Lilian really 

began before we returned to L ; 

before she had even seen Mr. Mar- 
grave. I am convinced it is some- 
thing in the reach of your skill as 
physician — it is on the nerves, the 
system. I will give you a proof of 
what I say, only do not betray me to 
her. It was during your imprison- 
ment, the night before your release, 
that I was awakened by her coming 
to my bedside. She was sobbing as 
if her heart would break. *0 
mother, mother!' she cried, 'pity 
me, help me—I am so wretched.' 
'What is the matter, darling?' 'I 
have been so cruel to Allen, and I 
know I shall be so again. I cannot 
help it. Do not question me ; only 
if we are separated, if he cast me off, 
or I reject him, tell him some day— 
perhaps when I am in my grave— 
not to believe appearances; and that 
I, in my heart of hearts, never ceased 
to love him ! ' " 

. "She said that! You are not 
deceiving me ? " 

"Oh no! how can you think 
so?" 

"There is hope still," I mur- 
mured ; and I bowed my head upon 
my hands, hot tears forcing their 
way through the clasped fingers. 

" One word more," said I ; " you 
tell me that Lilian has a repugnance 
to this Margrave, and yet that she 
found comfort in his visits— a com- 
fort that could not be wholly as- 



cribed to cheering words he might 
say about myself, since it is all but 
certain that I was not, at that time, 
uppermost in her mind. Can you 
explain this apparent contradic- 
tion?" 

" I cannot, otherwise than by a 
conjecture which you would ridi- 
cule." 

"I can ridicule nothing now. 
What is your conjecture ? " 

" I know how much you disbelieve 
in the stories one hears of animal 
magnetism and electro-biology,, 
otherwise—" 

" You think that Margrave exer- 
cises some power of that kind over 
Lilian ? Has he spoken of such a 
poweir? " 

" Not exactly; but he said that he 
was sure Lilian possessed a faculty 
that he called by some hard name, 
not clairvoyance, but a faculty,, 
which he said, when I asked him to 
explain, was akin to prevision— to 
second sight. Then he talked of the 
Priestesses who had administered 
the ancient oracles. Lilian, he said, 
reminded him of them, with her 
deep eyes and mysterious smile." 

"And Lilian heard him ? What 
said she?" 

"Nothing; she seemed in fear 
while she listened." 

"He did not offer to try any of 
those arts practised by professional 
mesmerists and other charlatans ? " 

" I thought he was about to do so, 
but I forestalled him; saying I 
never would consent to any experi- 
ment of that kind, either on myself 
or my daughter." 

"And he replied-?" 

" With his gay laugh, * that I was 
very foolish ; that a person possessed 
of such a faculty as he attributed to 
Lilian, would, if the faculty were 
developed, be an invaluable adviser.' 
He would have said more, but I 
begged him to desist. Still I fancy 
at times— do not be angry- that he 
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does somehow or other bewitch her, 
unconsciously to herself; for she 
always knows when he is coming. 
Indeed, I am not sure that he does 
not bewitch myself, for I by no 
means justify my conduct in admit- 
ting him to an intimacy so familiar, 
and in spite of your wish ; I have 
reproached myself, resolved to shut 
my door on him, or to show by my 
manner that his visits were unwel- 
come ; yet when Lilian has said, in 
the drowsy lethargic tone which has 
come into her voice (her voice natu- 
rally earnest and impressive, though 
tdways low), 'Mother, he will be 
here in two minutes — I wish to leave 
the room and cannot '—I, too, have 
felt as if something constrained me 
against my will ; as if, in short, I 
were under that influence which 
Mr. Vigors — whom I will never 
forgive for his conduct to you— 
would ascribe to mesmerism. But 
will you not come in and see Lilian 
again?" 



cc 



No, not to-night ; but watch and 
heed her, and if you see aught to 
make you honestly believe that she 
regrets the rupture of the old tie 
from which I have released her— 
why, you know, Mrs. Ashleigh, that 
—that—" My voice failed— I wrung 
the good woman's hand, and went 
my way. 

I had always till then considered 
Mrs. Ashleigh — if not as Mrs. 
Poyntz described her— "common- 
place weak "—still of an intelUgence 
somewhat below mediocrity. I now 
regarded her with respect as well as 
grateful tenderness ; her plain sense 
had divined what all my boasted 
knowledge had failed to detect in 
my earlier intimacy with Margrave 
—viz. that in him there was a some- 
thing present, or a something want- 
ing, which forbade love and excited 
fear. Young, beautiful, wealthy, 
seemingly blameless in life as he 
was, she would not have given her 
daughter's hand to him ! 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 



Thb next day my house was filled 
with visitors. I had no notion that 
I had so many friends. Mr. Vigors 
wrote me a generous and handsome 
letter, owning his prejudices against 
me on account of his sympathy with 
poor Dr. Lloyd, and begging my 
pardon for what he now felt to have 
been harshness, if not distorted jus- 
tice. But what most moved me, 
was the entrance of Strahan, who 
rushed up to me with the heartiness 
of old college days. "Oh, my dear 
Allen, can you ever forgive me; 
that I should have disbelieved your 
word ^should have suspected you 



of abstracting my poor cousin's 
memoir?" 

"Is it found, then?" 

"Oh, yes ; you must thank Mar- 
grave. He, clever fellow, you 
know, came to me on a visit yes- 
terday. He put me at once on the 
right scent. Only guess; but you 
never can ! It was that wretched 
old housekeeper who purloined the 
manuscript. You remember she 
came into the room while you were 
looking at the memoir. She heard 
us talk about it ; her curiosity was 
roused; she longed to know the 
history of her old master, under his 
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own hand ; she could not sleep ; she 
beard me go up to bed ; she thought 
you might leaTe the book on the 
table wh«i you, too, went to rest 
She stole down stairs, peeped 
through the keyhole of the library^ 
saw you asleep, the book lying 
before you, entered, took away the 
book softly, meant to glanoe at its 
contents and to return it. You 
were sleeping so soundly she 
thought you would not wkke for 
an hour; she carried it into the 
library, leaving the door open, and 
there began to pore over it; she 
stumbled first on one of the pas- 
sages in Latin; she hoped to find 
some part in plain English, turned 
over the leaves, putting her candle 
dose to them, for the old woman's 
eyes were dim, when she heard you 
make some sound in your sleep. 
Alarmed, she looked round; you 
were moving uneasily in yourseati 
and muttering to yourself. From 
watching you she was soon di- 
verted by the consequence of her 
own confounded curiosity and folly. 
In moving, she had unconsciously 
brought the poor manuscript close 
to the candle; the leaves caught 
the fiame; her own cap and hand 
burning first made her aware of the 
mischief done. She threw down 
the book ; her sleeve was in flames ; 
she had first to tear off the sleeve, 
which was, luckily for her, not sewn 
to her dress. By the time she re- 
covered inresenoe of mind to attend 
to the book, half its leaves were 
reduced to tinder. She did not dare 
then to replace what was left of the 
manuscript on your table; re- 
turned, with it, to her room, hid 
it, and resolved to keep her own 
secret I should never have guessed 
it; I had never even spoken to her 
of the occurrence; but when I 
talked over the disappearance of 
the book to Margrave last night, 
•nd expressed my disbelief of your 



story, he said in his merry way : 
*But do you think that Fenwick is 
the only person curious about your 
oousla's odd ways and strange his- 
tory? Why, every servant in the 
household would have been equally 
curious. You have examined your 
servants, of course ? * * No, I never 
tiiought of it' 'Examine them 
now, then. Examine especially 
that old housekeeper. I observe 
a great change in her manner since 
I came here, weeks ago, to look 
over the house. She has something 
on her mind— I see it in her eyes.' 
Then it occurred to me, too, that 
the woman's manner had altered, 
and that she seemed always in a 
tremble and a fidget. I went at 
onoe to her room, and charged her 
with stealing the book. She fell on 
her knees, and told the whole story 
as I have told it you, and as I shall 
take care to tell it to all to whom I 
have so foolishly blabbed my yet 
more foolish suspicions of yourself 
But can you forgive me, old friend ?" 

"Heartily, heartily! And the 
book is burned ? " 

" See ; " and he produced a muti- 
lated manuscript Strange, the part 
burned— reduced, indeed, to tinder 
—was the concluding part that re- 
lated to Haroun— to Grayle: no 
vestige of that part was left; the 
earlier portions were scorched and 
mutilated, though in some places 
still decipherable ; but as my eye 
hastily run over those places, I saw 
only mangled sentences of the ex- 
perimental problems which the 
writer had so minutely elaborated. 

" Will you keep the manuscript 
as it is, and as long as you like ? " 
saidStraban. 

"No, no; I will have nothing 
more to do with it Consult some 
other man of science. And so this 
is the dd woman's whole story ? 
No accomplice— none ? No one else 
shared her curiosity and her task ? 
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** No. Oddly enough, though, she 
made much the same excuse for her 
pitiful folly that the madman made 
for his terrible crime ; she said, ' the 
Deyil put it into her head/ Of 
course he did, as he puts every- 
thing wrong into any one's head. 
That does not mend the matter.'' 

''How! did she, too, say she 
saw a Shadow and heard a 
voice ?" 

'* No ; not such a liar as that, and 
not mad enough for such a lie. But 
she said that when she was in bed, 
thinking over the book, something 
irresistible urged her to get up and 
go down into the study ; swore she 
felt something lead her by the hand ; 
swore, too, that when she first dis- 
covered the manuscript was not in 
English, something whispered in 
her ear to turn over the leaves and 
approach them to the candle. But 
I had no patience to listen to all 
this rubbish. I sent her out of the 
house, bag and baggage. But, alas ! 
is this to be the end of all my wise 
cousin's grand discoveries P " 

True, of labours that aspired to 
bring into the chart of science new 
worlds, of which even the tra- 
ditionary rumour was but a voice 
from the land of fable— nought lefb 
but broken vestiges of a daring foot- 
step ! The hope of a name im- 
perishable amidst the loftiest hier- 
archy of Nature's secret temple, 
with all the pomp of recorded 
experiment, that applied to the 
mysteries [of Egypt and Chaldaoa 
the inductions of Bacon, the tests 
of Liebig— was there nothing left 
of this but what, here and there, 
some puzzled student might ex- 
tract, garbled, mutilated, perhaps 
unintelligible, ih)m shreds of sen- 
tences, wrecks of problems! O 
mind of man, can the works, on 
which thou wouldst found immor- 
tality below, be annulled into 
smoke and tinder by an inch 



of candle in the hand of an old 
woman ! 

When Strahan lefb me, I went 
out, but not yet to visit patients. 
I stole through by-paths into the 
fields; I needed solitude to bring 
my thoughts into shi^ and order. 
What was delusion, and what not ? 
—was I right or the Public ? Wag 
Margrave really the most innocent 
and serviceable of human beings, 
kindly affectionate, employing, a 
wonderful acuteness for benignant 
ends? Was I, in truth, indebted to 
him for the greatest boon one man 
can bestow on another ? For life 
rescued, for lair name justified? 
Or had he, by some demoniac sor- 
cery, guided the hand of the mur- 
derer against the life of the person 
who alone could imperil his own ? 
had he, by the same dark spells, 
urged the woman to the act that 
had destroyed the only record of 
his monsttTous being— the only evi- 
dence that I was not the sport of an 
illusion in the horror with which he 
inspired me ? 

But if the latter suppositipn could 
be admissible, did he use his agents 
only to betray them afterwards to 
exposure, and that, without any 
I)ossible clue to his own detection as 
the instigator ? Then, there came 
over me confused recollections of 
tales of mediaeval witchcraft, which 
I had read in boyhood. Were there 
not on judicial record, attestation 
and evidence solemn and circum- 
stantial, of powers analogous to 
those now exercised by Margrave? 
Of sorcerers instigating to sin 
through influences ascribed to 
Demons— making their apparitiomi 
glide through guarded widls, their 
voices heard from afar in the soli- 
tude of dungeons or monastic cells ? 
subjugating victims to their will, hf 
means which no vigilance could 
have detected, if the victims them- 
selves had not confessed the witch- 
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9Ji^^ ^1 h««l •Qsnared— courting a 
^^<^ ^U iufamous death in that 
ggi^i^dttiokU— preferring such death 
li^ « liie M> haunted ? Were stories 
«^ WNkYely set forth in the pomp of 
jVMlioial evidence, and in the history 
gi times comparatively recent, 
indeed, to be massed — pell-mell 
together, as a moles indigesta of 
senwless superstition, — all the wit- 
neases to be deemed liars? all the 
viotims and tools of the sorcerers, 
lunatics P all the examiners or 
judges, with their solemn grada- 
tions—lay and clerical — from Com- 
missions of Inquiry to Courts of 
Appeal,— to be despised for cre- 
duUty, loathed for cruelty; or, 
amidst records so numerous, so 
imposingly attested, — were there 
the fragments of a terrible truth ? 
And had our ancestors been so 
unwise in those laws we now deem 
so savage, by which the world was 
rid of scourges more awful and 
more potent than the felon with 
his candid dagger P Fell instigators 
of the evil in men's secret hearts — 
shaping into action the vague, half- 
formed desire, and guiding with 
agencies, impalpable, unseen, their 
spell-bound instruments of calamity 
and death. 

Such were the gloomy questions 
that 1 — by repute, the sternest ad- 
vocate of common sense against fan- 
tastic errors;— by profession, the 
searcher into flesh and blood, and 
tissue, and nerve, and sinew, for 
the causes of all that disease the 
mechanism of the universal human 
firame; — I, self-boasting physician, 
sceptic, philosopher, materialist — 
revolved, not amidst gloomy pines, 
under grim winter skies, but as I 
paced slow through laughing mea- 
dows, and by the banks of merry 
streams, in the ripeness of the golden 
August : the hum of insects in the 
fragrant grass, the flutter of birds 
amid the delicate green of boughs 



chequered by playful sunbeams and 
gentle shadows, and ever in sight 
of the resorts of busy work -day 
man. Walls, roof-tops, church - 
spires rising high. There, white and 
modem, the handwriting of our 
race, in this practical nineteenth 
century, on its square plain masonry 
and Doric shafts, the Town-Hall, 
central in the animated market- 
place. And I— I— prying into long- 
neglected corners and dust-holes of 
memory for what my reason had 
flung there as worthless rubbish; 
reviving the jargon of French law, 
in the proch verbal, against a Gille 
de Eetz, or an TJrbain Grandier, and 
sifting the equity of sentences on 
witchcraft ! 

Bursting the links of this ghastly 
soliloquy with a laugh at my own 
folly, I struck into a narrow path 
that led back towards the city, by a 
quiet and rural suburb: the path 
wound on through a wide and soli- 
tary churchyard, at the base of the 
Abbey-hill. Many of the former 
dwellers on that eminence now slept 
in the lowly burifd-ground at its 
foot. And the place, mournfully 
decorated with the tombs which still 
jealously mark distinctions of rank 
amidst the levelling democracy of 
the grave, was kept trim with the 
care which comes half from piety, 
and half from pride. 

I seated myself on a bench, placed 
between the cUpped yew-trees that 
bordered the path from the en- 
trance to the church porch ; deem- 
ing vaguely that my own perplexing 
thoughts might imbibe a quiet from 
the quiet of the place. 

" And oh," I murmured to my- 
self, "oh that I had one bosom 
friend to whom I might freely con- 
fide all these torturing riddles which 
I cannot solve — one who could read 
my heart; Ught up its darkness; 
exorcise its spectres; one in whose 
wisdom I could welcome a guide 
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through the Nature which now 
suddenly changes her aspect, open- 
ing out from the walls with which 
I had fenced and enclosed her as 
mine own formal garden ; — all her 
pathways, therein, trimmed to my 
footstep; all her blooms grouped 
and harmonised to my own taste 
in colour; all her groves, all her 
caverns, but the soothing retreats of 
a Muse or a Science; opening out 
— opening out, desert on desert, 
into clueless and measureless space ! 
Gone is the garden ? Were its con- 
fines too narrow for Nature? Be 
it so ! The Desert replaces the gar- 
den, but where ends the Desert? 
Beft from my senses are the laws 
which gave order and place to their 
old questionless realm. I stand 
lost and appalled amidst Chaos. Did 
my Mind misconstrue the laws it 
deemed fixed and immutable ? Be 
it so ! But still Nature cannot be 
lawless; Creation is not a Chaos. 
If my senses decdive me in some 
things, they are still unerring in 
others ; if thus, in some things, falla- 
cious, still, in other things, truthful. 
Are there within me senses finer 
than those I have cultured, or with- 
out me vistas of knowledge which 
instincts, apart from my senses, 
divine ? So long as I deal with the 
iPinite alone, my senses suffice me ; 
but when the Infinite is obtruded 
upon me, there, are my senses faith- 
less deserters ? If so, is there aught 
else in my royal resources of Man— 
whose ambition it is, from the first 
dawn of his glory as Thinker, to 
invade, and to subjugate Nature,— 
is there aught else to supply the 
place of those traitors the senses, 
who report to my Reason, their 
judge and their sovereign, as truths, 
seen and heard, tales which my 
Reason forfeits her sceptre if she 



does not disdain as lies ? Oh, for a 
friend ! oh, for a guide ! 

And as I so murmured, my eye 
fell upon the form of a kneeling 
child;— at the farther end of the 
burial-ground, beside a grave with 
its new headstone gleaming white 
amidst the older moss-grown tombs, 
a female child, her head bowed, her 
hands clasped. I could see but the 
outline of her small form in its 
sable dress— an infant beside the 
dead. 

My eye and my thoughts were 
turned from that silent figure, too 
absorbed in my own restless tumult 
of doubt and dread, for sympathy 
with the grief or the consolation of 
a kneeling child. And yet I should 
have remembered that tomb! Again 
I murmured with a fierce impa- 
tience, " Oh, for a friend ! oh, for a 
guide ! " 

I heard steps on the walk under 
the yews. And an old man came 
in sight, slightly bent, with long 
grey hair, but still with enough of 
vigour for years to come— in his 
tread, firm, though slow — in the 
unshrunken muscle of his limbs and 
the steady light 'of his clear blue eye. 
I startedt Was it possible ? That 
countenance, marked, indeed, with 
the lines of laborious thought, but 
sweet in the mildness of humanity, 
and serene in the peace of con- 
science ! I could not be mistaken. 
Julius Faber was before me. The 
profound pathologist, to whom my 
own proud self-esteem acknowledged 
inferiority, without humiliation ; 
the generous benefactor to whom I 
owed my own smoothed entrance 
into the arduous road of fame and 
fortune. I had longed for a friend, 
a guide ; what I sought stood sud- 
denly at my side. 
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CHAPTER XLV. 



Explanation, on Faber's part, 
yna short and simple. The nephew 
whom he designed as the. heir to 
bis wealth, had largely outstripped 
the libeitil allowance made to him 
—had incurred heavy debts ; and in 
order to extricate himself firom the 
debts, had plunged into ruinous 
speciUations. Eaber had come back 
to England to save his heir from 
prison or outlawry, at the expense 
of more than three-fourths of the 
destined inheritance. To add to 
all, the young man had married a 
young lady without fortune; the 
unde only heard of this marriage 
on arriving in England. The spend- 
thrift was hiding from his creditors 
in the house of his father-in-law, 
in one of the western counties. 
Faber there sought him; and, on 
becoming acquainted with his wife, 
grew reconciled to the marriage, 
and formed hopes of his nephew's 
future redemption. He spoke, in- 
deed, of the young wife with great 
affection. She was good and sensible ; 
willing and anxious to encounter 
any privation by which her husband 
might retrieve the effects of his 
folly. "So," said Faber, "on con- 
sultation with this excellent crea- 
ture—for my poor nephew is so 
broken down by repentance, that 
others must think for him how 
to exalt repentance into reform— 
my plans were determined. I 
shall remove my prodigal from all 
scenes of temptation. He has youth, 
strength, plenty of energy, hitherto 
misdirected. I shall take him from 
the Old World into the New. I 
have decided on Australia. The 
fortune still left to me, small here, 
will be ample capital there. It is not 



enough to maintain us separately,, 
so we must all live together. Besides^ 
I feel that, though I have neither 
the strength nor the experience 
which could best serve a young set- 
tler on a strange soil, still, under 
my eye, my poor boy will be at once 
more prudent and more persevering. 
We sail next week." 

Faber spoke so cheerfully that I 
knew not how to express compas- 
sion ; yet, at his age, after a career 
of such prolonged and distinguished 
labour, to resign the ease and com- 
forts of the civilized state for the 
hardships and rudeness of an infant 
colony, seemed to me a dreary pros- 
pect; and, as delicately, as tenderly 
as I could to one whom I loved and 
honoured as a father, I placed at his 
disposal the fortune which, in great 
part, I owed to him,— pressing him 
at least to take from it enough to 
secure to himself, in his own coun- 
-try, a home suited to his years and 
worthy of his station. He rejected 
all my offers^ however earnestly 
urged on him, with his usual modest 
and gentle dignity; and assuring 
me that he looked forward with 
great interest to a residence in lands 
new to his experience, and affording 
ample scope for the hardy enjoy- 
ments which had always most allured 
his tastes, he hastened to change the 
subject. 

"And who, think you, is the ad- 
mirable helpmate my scapegrace has 
had the saving good luck to find ? 
A daughter of the worthy man who 
undertook the care of poor Dr. 
Lloyd's orphan*— the orphans who 
owed so much to your generous 
exertions to secure a provision for 
them— and that child, now just risen 
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from her lather's graTe, is my pet 
companion, my darling ewe-lamb— 
Pr. Lloyd's daughter Amy." 

Here the ohild joined us, quick- 
ening her pace as she recognised the 
old man, and nestling to his side as 
she glanced wistfully towards myself. 
A winning, candid, lovable child's 
face, somewhat melancholy, some- 
what more thoughtful than is com- 
mon to the faM of childhood, but 
calm, intelligent, and ineffably mild. 
Presently she stole from the old man, 
and put her hand in mine: 

" Are you not the kind gentleman 
who came to see Him that night 
when he passed away from us, and 
who, they all say at home, was so 
good to my brothers and me ? Yes, 
I recollect you now." And she put 
her pure face to mine, wooing me to 
kiss it. 

I kind! I good! I— I! Alas! 
she little knew, little guessed, the 
wrathful imprecation her £Either had 
bequeathed to me that fatal night ! 

I did not dare to kiss Dr. Lloyd's 
orphan daughter, but my tears fell 
over her hand. She took them as 
signs of pity, and, in her infiuit 
thankfulness, silently kissed met. 

"Oh, my friend!" I murmured 
to Faber, ** I have much that I yearn 
to say to you— alone— alone-rcome 
to my house with me, be at least my 
guest as long as you stay in this 
town." 

" Willingly," said Eaber, looking 
at me more intently than he had 
done before, and, with the true eye 
of the practised Healer, at once sofb 
and penetrating. 

He rose, took my arm, and whis- 
pering a word in the ear of the 
little girl, she went on before us, 
turning her head, as she gained the 
gate, for another look at her father's 
grave. As we walked to my house, 
Julius Faber spoke to me much of 
this child. Her brothers were all 
at school: shewae greaUy attached 



to his nephew's wife; she had be- 
come yet more attached to Fiber 
himself, though on so short an ac- 
quaintance ; it had been settled that 
she was to accompany the emigrants 
to Australia^ 

*< There," said he, '' the sum, that 
some munificent, but unknown^ 
friend of her father has settled on 
her, will provide her no mean dower 
for a colonist's wife^ when the time^ 
comes for her to bring a Uessing ta 
some other hearth than ours." He 
went on to say that she had wished 

to accompany him to L ,in order 

to visit her father's grave befiMre- 
crossing the wide seas; "and sh» 
has taken such fbnd oare of me all 
the way, that yon .might fanoy I 
were the child of tiie two. I come 
back to this town, partly to dispose 
of a few poor houses in it which 
still belcmg to me, principally to bid 
you farewdl before quitting the Old 
World, no doubt for ever. So, on 
arriving to-d^r, I left Amy by her- 
self in the churchyard while I went 
to your house, but you were from 
home. And now I must oongratu-- 
late you on the reputation you have 
so rapidly acquired, idiich has even 
surpassed my predictions." 

''You are aware," said Ifidter- 
ingly, "of the eztraordinargr charge 
from which that part of my reputa-^ 
tion dearest to all men has just 
emerged?" 

He had but seen a short account 
in a weekly journal, written after 
my release. He adied details, which 
I posl^ixmed. 

Beaching my home, I hastened to 
provide for the comfort of my two 
unexpected guests ; strove to rally 
myself— to be cheerful Not till 
nighty when Julius Faber and I 
were alone together, did I touch on 
what was weighing at my heart.. 
Then, drawing to his side, Itpld 
him dl ;— all of which the substance 
is herein written, from the death* 
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in Dr. Lloyd's chamber to the 
hour in which I had leen Dr. 
Iilofd'a child at her Ikther's gnve. 
Some of the inddentf and conTenm- 
iioos which had most impreflsed me, 
I had already committed to writing, 
in'the fear that, otherwige, my Canoy 
might forge for itf own thraldom 
ih» links of reminiscence which my 
memory might let fUl firom its 
ci^in. Faber listened with a silence 
only interrupted by short pertinent 
•qnesiions; and when I had done, 
he remained thoughtftil for some 
moments ; then the great physician 
rtiilied thus : 

"I take for granted your cona- 
tion of tiie reality of all yon tell me, 
•ven of the Luminous Shadow, of 
the bodiless Voice; but, before adr 
ffiifeting the reali^ itself we must 
Abide by the old nuudm, not to ao- 
4M|^ as cause to eflRBct tiicse agrades 
wUoh belong to the MarreUoua, 
iiriien causes less improbable for the 
edflSwt can be ratbnaliy conjectured. 
In tills case are there not such 
oansesP Certainly there are— ** 

"OJhereareP" 

"Listen; you are one of those 
men who attempt to stifle their 
own imagination. But in all com- 
pleted intellect^ imagination exists, 
and will force its way; deny it 
bealtiiful Tents, and it may stray 
into morbid channels. The death- 
room of Dr. Lloyd deeply impressed 
your heart, &r more than your pride 
would own. This is dear, firom the 
ptins you took to exonerate your 
ocmsdence, in your generosity to 
ihe orphans. As the heart was 
voicmdt >o was the imagination 
•tirred; and, unaware toyoursdl^ 
ilMrepared for much thatsubsequently 
«ppaded to it. Your sudden love, 
><modTed in the rery grounds of 
41ie house so asBodated with reoolleo- 
tins in themsdyes sfarange and 
maiatlc; the peculiar tempera- 
i and nature of the girl to whom 



your love was attracted ; her own 
visionary bdiefe, and the keen 
anxiety which infused into your love 
a deeper poetry of sentiment,— all 
insensibly tended to induce the ima- 
gination to dwdl on the Wonderful ; 
and, in overstriving to reconcile 
each rarer phenomenon to the most 
positive laws of Nature, your very 
intdlect could discover no solution 
but in the Preternatural. 

" You visit a man who tells you 
he has seen Sir Philip Derval's 
ghost: on that very evening; you 
hear a strange story, in which Sir 
Philip's name is mixed up with a 
tale of murder, implicating two 
mysterious pretenders to magic— 
Louis Grayle,andtheSageof Aleppo. 
The tale so interests your fancy that 
even the glaring imposdbility of a 
not unimportant part of it escapes 
your notice— viz. the account of a 
criminal trial in which the circum- 
stantial evidence was more easily 
attainable than in all the rest of the 
narrative, but which could not 
le^illy have taken place as told. 
Thus it is whenever the mind begins, 
unconsdously, to admit the shadow 
of the Supernatural; the Obvious 
is lost to the eye that plunges its 
gase into the Obscure. Almost im- 
meditttdy afterwards you become 
acquainted with a young stranger, 
whose traits of diaraoter interest 
and perplex, attrad* yet revolt you. 
All this time you are engaged in a 
physidopoal w<nrk which severely 
tasks the brain, and in which you 
examine tiie intricate question of 
soul distinct from mind. 

''And, hercb I can oonodve a 
cause deq>-hid amongst what meta- 
phyddans would call latent associa- 
tions; for a train of thought which 
disposed you to accept the fantastic 
impresdons afterwards made on you 
by the soene in the Museum and 
the visionary talk of Sir Philip 
DervaL Doubtiess; when, at oollege. 
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you first studied metaphysical specu- 
lation, you would have glanced over 
Beattie's Essay on Truth as one of 
the works written in opposition to 
your favourite, David Hume." 

" Yes, I read the book, but I have 
long since forgotten its arguments." 

"Well, in that essay, Beattie* 
cites the extraordinary instance of 
Simon Browne, a learned and pious 
clergyman, who seriously disbelieved 
the existence of his own soul ; and 
imagined that, by interposition of 
Divine power, his soul was annulled, 
and nothing left but a principle of 
animal life, which he held in com- 
mon with the brutes! When, 
years ago, a thoughtful imaginative 
student, you came on that story, 
probably enough you would have 
paused, revolved in your own mind 
and fancy what kind of a creature a 
man might be, if, retaining human 
life and merely human understand- 
ing, he was deprived of the powers 
and properties which reasoners have 
ascribed to the existence of soul. 
Something in this young man, un- 
consciously to yourself, revives that 
forgotten train of meditative ideas. 
His dread of death as the final ces- 
sation of being, his brute-like want 
of sympathy with his kind, his in- 
capacity to comprehend the motives 
which carry man on to scheme and 
to build for a future that extends 
beyond his grave, all start up before 
you at the very moment your rea- 
son is overtasked, your imagination 
fevered, in seeking the solution of 
problems which, to a philosophy 
baAed upon your system, must al- 
ways remain insoluble. The young 
man's conversation not only, thus 
excites your fancies, it disturbs your 
affections. He speaks not only of 
drugs that renew youth, but of 
charms that secure love. You 

♦ Beattie's Essay on Truth, part i. c. ii. 
3. The story of Simon Browne is to be 
found in The Adventurer. 



tremble for your Lilian while you 
hear him I And the brain thus 
tasked, the imagination thus in- 
fiamed, the heart thus agitated, you 
are presented to Sir Philip Derval» 
whose ghost your patient had sup- 
posed he saw weeks ago. 

**This person, a seeker after an 
occult philosophy, which had pos- 
sibly acquainted him with some 
secrets in nature beyond the pale of 
our conventional experience, though^ 
when analysed, they might prove to 
be quite reconcilable with sober 
science, startles you with an unde- 
fined mysterious charge against the- 
young man who had previously 
seemed to you different from ordi- 
nary mortals. In a room stored 
with the dead things of the brute 
soulless world, your brain becomes- 
intoxicated with the fumes of some 
vapour which produces effects not 
uncommon in the superstitious prac- 
tices of the East; your brain, thus 
excited, brings distinctly before you 
the vague impressions it had before 
received. Margrave becomes iden- 
tified with the Louis Grayle of whom 
you had previously heard an ob- 
scure and legendary tale, and all the- 
anomalies in his character are ex- 
plained by his being that which you 
had contended, in your physiologi- 
cal work, it was quite possible for 
man to be— viz. mind and body 
without soul! You were startled 
by the monster which man would 
be were your own theory possible ; 
and in order to reconcile the con- 
tradictions in this very monster, you. 
account for knowledge and for 
powers that mind without soul 
could not have attained, by ascrib- 
ing to this prodigy broken me- 
mories of a former existence, demon 
attributes from former proficiency 
in evil magic. My friend, there is 
nothing here which your own study 
of morbid idiosyncrasies should not 
suffice to solve." 
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•• So then,** said I, ** you would re- 
diMse all that have affected my senses 
^s realities into the deceit of illu- 
sions? But^" I added, in a whisper, 
terrified by my own question, ''do 
not physiologists agree in this: vis., 
that though illusory phantasms may 
haunt the sane as well as the insane, 
the sane know that they are only 
illosions, and the insane do not ? " 

*^Such a distinction," answered 
Eaber, " is far too arbitrary and rigid 
for more than a very general and 
qoalifiedacceptanoe. Miiller.indeed, 
who is, perhaps, the highest autho- 
rity on such a subject, says, with 
prudent reserve, 'When a person 
who is not insane sees spectres and 
believes them to be real, his intel- 
lect must be imperfectly exerdsed.'* 
He would, indeed, be a bold phy- 
sician who mainteined that every 
man who believed he had really 
seen a ghost was of unsound mind. 
la Dr. Abercrombie's interesting 
aooount of spectral illusions, he tells 
us of a servant-girl who believed 
she saw, at the foot of her bed, the 
apparition of Curran, in a sailor's 
jaoket and an immense pair of whis- 
ker8.t No doubt the spectre was 
an illusion, and Dr. Abercrombie 
very ingeniously suggests the asso- 
ciation of ideas by which the appari- 
tion was conjured up with the gro- 
tesque adjuncts of the jacket and the 
whiskers; but the servant-girl, in 
believing the realily of the appari- 
tion, was certainly not insane. 
When I read in the American 
public journals t of 'spirit manifes- 

• HuUer'B Physiology of the Senses, 

t Aberorombie on the Intellectoal 
Powers, p. 881. (15th edition.) 

X At the date of Faber's conversation 
^with Allen Fenwick, the (so-called) spirit 
manifefltations had not spread from 
America over Europe. But if thej had, 
X^ber^B -news would, no doubt, haye re- 
^■udned the same. 



tations,' in which large numbers of 
persons of at least the average de- 
gree of education, declare that they 
have actually witnessed various 
phantasms, much more extraordi- 
nary than all which you have con- 
fid^ to me, and arrive, at once, at 
the conclusion that they are thus 
put into direct communication with 
departed souls, I must assume that 
they are under an illusion, but I 
should be utterly unwarranted in 
supposing that, because they cre- 
dited that illusion, they were insane. 
I should only say with Miiller, that 
in their reasoning on the pheno- 
mena presented to them, 'their in- 
tellect was imperfectly exercised.' 
And an impression xnade on the 
senses, being in itself sufficiently 
rare to excite our wonder, may be 
strengthened till it takes the form 
of a positive fact, by various coinci- 
dences which are accepted as corro- 
borative testimony, yet which are, 
nevertheless, nothing more than 
coincidences found in every-day 
matters of business, but only em- 
phatically noticed when we can ex- 
claim, ' How astonishing ! ' In your 
case such coincidences have been, 
indeed, very signal, and might well 
aggravate the perplexities into which 
your reason was thrown. Sir Philip 
Derval's murder, the missing casket, 
the exciting nature of the manu- 
script, in which a superstitious in- 
terest is already enlisted by your 
expectation to find in it the key to 
the narrator's boasted powers, and 
his reasons for the astounding de- 
nunciation of the man whom you 
suspect to be his murderer ; in all 
this there is much to confirm, nay, 
to cause, an illusion, and for that 
very reason, when examined by strict 
laws of evidence, in all this there is 
but additional proof that the illu- 
sion was— only illusion. Your affec- 
tions contribute to strengthen your 
fimcy in its war on your reason. 
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The girl you so passionately loye 
develops, to your disquietude and 
terror, the visionary temperament 
which, at her age, is ever liable to 
fantastio caprices. She hears Mar- 
grave's song^ which, you say, has a 
wildness of charm that affects and 
thrills even you. Who does not 
know the power of music? and of 
all music, there is none so potential 
as that of the human voice. Thus, 
in some languages, charm and song 
are identical expressions; and even 
when a critic, in our own sober 
newspapers, extols a Malibran or a 
Orisi, you may be sure that he will 
call her * enchantress.' Well, this 
lady, your betrothed, in whom the 
nervous system is extiremely impres- 
sionable, hears a voice which, even 
to your ear, is strangely melodious, 
and sees a form and face which, 
even to your eye, are endowed with 
a singular character of beauty. Her 
fancy is impressed by what she thus 
hears and sees; and impressed the 
more because, by a coincidence not 
very uncommon, a face like that 
which she beholds has before been 
presented to her in a dream or a 
reverie. In the nobleness of gen- 
uine, confiding, reverential love, 
rather than impute to your beloved 
a levity of sentiment that would 
seem to you a treason, you accept 
the chimera of ' magical fascination.' 
In this frame of mind you sit down 
to read the memoir of a mystical 
enthusiast. Do you begin now to 
account for the Luminous Shadow ? 
A dream! And a dream no less 
because your eyes were open and 
you believed yourself awake. The 
diseased imagination resembles those 
mirrors which, being themselves 
distorted, represent distorted pic- 
tures as correct 

"And even this Memoir of Sur 
Philip Derval's;— can you be quite 
sure that you actually read the part 
which relates to Haroun and Louis 



Grayle ? You say that, while per- 
tising the manuscript, you saw the 
Luminous Shadow and became in- 
sensible. The old woman says you 
were fast asleep. May you not really 
have fallen into a slumber, and in 
that slumber have dreamed the 
parts of the tale that relate to 
Grayle? dreamed that you beheld 
the Shadow? Do you remember 
what is said so well by Dr. Aber- 
crombie,to authorise the explani^ 
tion I suggest to you: 'A person 
under the influence of some strong 
mental impression falls asleep for a 
few seconds, perhaps without being 
sensible of it : some scene or person 
appears in a dream, and he starts 
up under the conviction that it was 
a spectral appearance.' " * 

"But," said I, "the apparition 
was seen by me again, and when^ 
certainly, I was not sleeping." 

* Aberorombie on the Intellectual 
Powers, p. 278. (ISth edition.) This 
author, not more to be admired for hia 
intelligence than hia candour, and who is 
entitled to praise for a higher degree of 
original thought than that to which h« 
modestly pretends, relates a curious 
anecdote illustrating "the analogy be* 
tween dreaming and spectral illusion, 
which he reoeiyed from the gentleman to 
which it occurred — an eminent medical 
friejid : "— " Having sat up late one 
evening, under considerable anxiety for 
one of his children, who was ill, he fieU 
asleep in his chair, and had a frightful 
dream, in which the prominent figure 
was an immense baboon. He awoke with 
the fright, got up instantly, and walked 
to a table which was in the middle of the 
room. He was then quite awake, and 
quite conscious of the articles around 
him; but close by the wall in the end 
of the apartment he distinctly saw the 
baboon making the same grimaces which 
he had seen in his dream; and this 
spectre continued visible for about half a 
minute." Now, a man who saw only a 
baboon would be quite ready to admit 
that it was but an optical illusion ; but i^ 
instead of a baboon, he had seen an 
intimate friend, and that friend, by some 
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"True; and who should know 
better than a physician so well read 
as yourself that a spectral illusion 
once beheld is always apt to return 
again in the same forml Thus, 
Goethe was long haunted by one 
image ; the phantom of a flower un- 
folding itself, and developing new 
flowers * Thus, one of our most 
distinguished philosophers tells us 
of a lady known to himself, who 
would see her husband, hear him 
move and speak, when he was not 
even in the house.t But instances 
of the facility with which phantasms, 
once admitted, repeat themselves to 
the senses, are numberless. Many 
are recorded by Hibbert and Aber- 
crombie, and every physician in ex- 
tensive practice can add largely, 
from his own experience, to the list. 
Intense self-concentration is, in 
itself, a mighty magician. The 
magicians of the East inculcate the 
necessity of fast, solitude, and medi- 
tation for the due development of 
their imaginary powers. And I 
have no doubt with effect ; because 
fast, solitude, and meditation— in 
other words, thought or fancy in- 
tensely concentred, will both raise 
apparations and produce the in- 
voker's belief in them. Spinello, 
striving to conceive the image of 
Lucifer for his picture of the Pallen 
Angels, was at last actually haunted 
by the Shadow of the Fiend. New- 
ton himself has been subjected to a 
phantom, though to him. Son of 
Light, the spectre presented was 

coincidence of time, had died abont that 
date, he would be a very strong-minded 
man if he admitted for the mystery of 
seeing his firiend, the same natural solution 
which he would readily admit for seeing 
a baboon. 

* See Muller's observations on this 
phenomenon. Physiology of the Senses, 
Baley's translation, p. 1396. 

t Sir David Brewster's Letters on 
ITatoral Magic, p. 39. 



that of the sun! You remember 
the account that Newton gives to 
Locke of this visionary appearance. 
He says that * though he had looked 
at the sun with his right eye only, 
and not with the left, yet his fancy 
began to make an impression upon 
his left eye as well as his right, 
for if he shut his right and looked 
upon the clouds, or a book, or any 
bright object with his left eye, he 
could, see the sun almost as plain as 
with the right, if he did but intend 
his fancy a little while on it ; ' nay, 
' for some months after, as often as 
he began to meditate on the pheno- 
mena, the spectrum of the sun be- 
gan to return, even though he lay 
in bed at midnight, with his cur- 
tains drawn ! ' Seeing, then, how 
any vivid impression once made will 
recur, what wonder that you should 
behold in your prison the Shining 
Shadow that had first startled you 
in a wizard's chamber when poring 
over the records of a murdered 
visionary ? The more minutely you 
analyse your own hallucinations- 
pardon me the word— the more they 
assume the usual characteristics of 
a dream; contradictory, illogical, 
even in the marvels they represent. 
Can any two persons be more totally 
unlike each other, not merely as to 
form and years, but as to all the 
elements of character, than the 
Grayle of whom you read, or be- 
lieve you read, and the Margrave 
in whom you evidently think that 
Grayle is existent still? The one 
represented, you say, as gloomy, 
saturnine, with vehement passions, 
but with an original grandeur of 
thought and will, consumed by an 
internal remorse; the other you 
paint to me as a joyous and way- 
ward darling of Nature, acute yet 
frivolous, free from even the ordi- 
nary passions of youth, taking de- 
light in innocent amusements, 
incapable of continuous study, with- 
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out a single pang of repentance for 
the crimes you so fancifully impute 
to him. And now, when your 
suspicions, so romantically con- 
ceived, are dispelled by positive 
facts, now, ^when it is clear that 
Margrave neither murdered Sir 
Philip Derval nor abstracted the 
memoir, you still, unconsciously to 
yourself, draw on your imagination 
in order to excuse the suspicion 
your pride of intellect declines to 
banish, and suppose that this 
youthful sorcerer tempted the mad- 
man to the murder, the woman to 
the theft—" 

"But you forget the madman 
said *that he was led on by the 
Luminous Shadow of a beautiful 
youth,* that the woman said also 
that she was impelled by some 
mysterious agency.'* 

"I do not forget those coinci- 
dences; but how your learning 
would dismiss them as nugatory 
were your imagination not disposed 
to exaggerate them ! When you 
read the authentic histories of any 
popular illusion, such as the spu- 
rious inspirations of the Jansenist 
Convulsionaries, the apparitions 
that invaded convents, as deposed 
in the trial of Urbain G randier, the 
confessions of witches and wizards 
in places the most ren^otefrom each 
other, or, at this day, the tales of 
'spirit-manifestation' recorded in 
half the towns and villages of 
America — do not all the supersti- 
tious impressions of a particular 
time have a common family like- 
ness ? What one sees another sees, 
though there has been no communi- 
cation between the two. I cannot 
tell you why these phantasms thus 
partake of the nature of an atmo- 
spheric epidemic ; the fact remains 
incontestable. Aiid strange as may 
be the coincidence between your 
impressions of a mystic agency and 
those of some other brains not cog- 



nizant of the chimeras of your own, 
still, is it not simpler philosophy to 
say, * They are coincidences of the 
same nature which made witches in 
the same epoch all tell much the 
same story of the broomsticks they 
rode and the sahhats at which they 
danced to the fiend's piping,' and 
there leave the matter, as in science 
we must leave many of the most 
elementary and familiar phenomena 
inexpUcable as to their causes— is 
not this, I say, more philosophical 
than to insist upon an explanation 
which accepts the fiupematural 
rather than leave the extraordinary 
unaccounted for ? " 

"As you speak," said I, resting 
my downcast face upon my hand, 
" I should speak to any patient who 
had confided to me the tale I have 
told to you." 

"And yet the explanation does 
not wholly satisfy you ? Very 
likely: to some phenomena there 
is, as yet, no explanation. Perhaps 
Newton himself could not explain 
quite to his own satisfaction why 
he was haunted at midnight by the 
spectrum of a sun ; though I have 
no doubt that some later philoso- 
pher, whose ingenuity has been 
stimulated by Newton's account, 
has, by this time, suggested a 
rational solution of that enigma.* 



* Newton's explanation is as follows : — 
" Tlus story I tell you to let you under- 
stand, that in the observation related by 
Mr. Boyle, the man's fancy probably 
concurred with the impression made by 
the sun's light to produce that phantasm 
of the sun which he constantly saw in 
bright objects, and so your question 
about the cause of this phantasm involves 
another about the power qf the faney, 
whieh I mutt eot^e»M m too hard a knot for 
me to untie. To place this effect in a con- 
stant motion is hard, because the sun 
ought then to appear perpetually. It 
seems rather to consist in a disposition of 
the sensorium to move the imagination 
strongly, and to be easily moved both by 
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To return to your own case. I have 
offered such interpretations of the 
mfstories that oonfound you, as 
aiipear to me authorized by physio- 
lo^flal floieno& Should you adduce 
other fiietB whidi phynological 
floenoe wants the data to resohe 
into phenomena always natural, 
however rare, still hxAd. iiMt to that 
le saying of GoetheTs,— 'Mys- 



teries are not necessarily miracles.' 
And, if all which physiological 
scnence oomprehends in its expe- 
rience wholly foils us, I may then 
hasard certain conjectures which, 
by acknowledging ignorance, is com- 
piled to recognise the Manrellous— • 
(finr as where knowledge enters the 
Marvellous recedeef, so where know- 
ledge fidters the Marvellous ad- 



the imagiiuktioii tad by the li^^ m often 
as brig^ olgectt era looked upon." — 
Ltit0r/rw» Sir J. Nuoian to Loeke, Lord 
XSm^9 Itfe qfLoiAe, toL i. pp. 405—8. 

Dr. Boget (Animal and Tegetable 
Pliy-nology considered with reference to 
Katoral Theology, Bndgewater Treatise, 
pp. tSA, 5^) thus refbrs to tiiis pheno- 
which ha states "all of ns ro»cj 



" When the impressions are Tery Tivid " 
(Br. Boget is speaking of Tisnal impres- 
aions), " another phenomenon often takes 
place, namety, ffUir nib$equeni reeurrenee 
€ffier a certain imterval, dwrinff wkieh Gteg 
mrt motfeit, amd quUe ini^teudtntig of amg 
T9»ew9 d mppUeaUoH qf^catue wkich had 
oripmaUjf excited tkem." (I mark bj 
italics the words which more precisely 
coincide with Julius Fabei^s explana- 
tions.) "I^ for example, we look stead- 
fiistly at the sun for a second or two, and 
then immediately dlose oar eyes, the 
image or spectrum of tiie son remains for 
a long time present to the mind as if the 
light ware still actmg 'on the retina. It 
then gradually fades and disappears; but 
if we oontinue to keep the eyes shut, the 
•asM impretgion wiUt after a certain timet 
rtewr emd e^gmin vemieks aad this ph^io- 
Bwnon will be repeated at intervals, tiie 
beeonring fiuatnr at each 
It then gradnal^y fiidea and dia- 
botifweeontinae to keep the 
ayes ahnt^ the aame impresaum will after 
a timte reenr, and then Taaiah, and this 
phenomenon will be r^eatedatinterrals, 
tihe seosatioai beoomisg £uata* at each 
nnewal. It la probalde Hiat theae la- 
appaanuieea of the iaiagfy after the Hght 
wUeh prodnoed liie original impro a si on 
has been withdrawn, are oeeaaioned by 
ipontaaecaa affiBctiona of the retina itself 
wfaiefa are eonveyed to the aensoriiDB. 
In other eases, where the imp res e i ons are 
tilie pl^tical ehangei ^o- 



dnoing these dianges are perhaps con- 
flned to the sensorium." 

It may be said that there is this differ- 
ence between the spectrum of the tiun 
and such a phantom as 'that which per- 
plexed Allen Fenwick — ^viz. that the sun 
has been actually beheld before its Tision- 
axy appearance can be reproduced, and 
that Allen Fenwick only imagines he has 
seen the apparition which repeats itself 
to his fancy. " But tiiere are grounds for 
the suspicion" (says Dr. Hibbert, Philo- 
sophy of Apparitions, p. 260), " 0uxt when 
ideae pf virion are vioifled to the ke^ht qf 
eeneaHom, a eorreeponding affection ttftts 
optie nerve meeompamee ike iUueion." 
MuUer (Physiology of the Senses, p« 
1392, Haley's translation) states the same 
opinion still more strongly, and Sir David 
Brewster, quoted by Dr. Hibbert (p. 
261), says : ** In examining these mental 
impreasions, I hsTe found that they follow 
tiM motums of the eyeball exactly like the 
spectral impressions of luminous objects, 
and that they resemble them also in their 
apparent immobility when the eye is dis- 
placed by an external force. If this result 
(which I state with much diffidence, from 
haying only my own experience in its 
fiwour) shall be fonnd generally true by 
others, it will follow that the objectt of 
mental eonUmplation may be eeen at die- 
Onetlg at extemalolijeete, and viU occupy the 
eame local poeUion in the axit ofvieion, as if 
they had been formed by the agency of 
light.*' Hence tiie impression of an image 
once eonreyed to the senses, no matter 
how, whether by actual or illusory yision, 
is liable to renewal, *' independently of 
any renewed application of the cause 
which had originally excited it," and the 
image can be seen in that renewal '*as 
distinctly as external objects," for indeed 
*'1he reiiTal of the fantastic figure really 
does afBset those points of tiie retina 
wfaidh had been prerioasly impreasad." 



A STEANGB STOET. 



179 



^snces)~yet still, efven in fhose 
<K)DJectares, I will distiiigaish the 
Marvellous from the SupernaturaL 
But, for the present, I advise you to 
accept the guess that mayhest quiet 
the feared imagination which any 
bolder guess would only more 
excite." 
"You are right," said I, rising 



proudly to the fdll height of my 
stature, my head erect and my heart 
defying. ''And so let this subject 
be renewed no more between us. I 
will brood over it no more myself. 
I regain the unclouded realm of my 
human intelligence ; and, in that in- 
telligence. I mock the sorcerer and 
disdain tl^ spectre." 



CHAPTER XLVI. 



JuLirs Fabeb and Amy Lloyd 
stayed in my hpuse three days, and 
in their presence I felt a healthful 
sense of security and peace. Amy 
wished to visit her father's house, 
imd I asked Faber, in taking her 
there, to seize the occasion to see 
liiHan, that he might oommunicate 
to me his impression of a case so 
peculiar. I prepared Mrs. Asfalde^ 
for this visit by a previous note. 
When the old man and the child 
•came back, both brought me com- 
fort. Amy was charmed wi13i 
liilian, who had received her witii 
the sweetness natural to her real 
oharacter, and I loved to hear 
Lilian's praise from those innocent 
lips. 

Paber's report was still more cal- 
-culated to console me : 

"I have seen, I have conversed 
with her long and fknuhariy. You 
were quite right, there is no ten- 
dency to consumption in that ex- 
quisite, if delicate, organization; 
nor do I see cause for the fear to 
which your statement had pre- 
inclinedme. That head is too nobly 
formed for any constitutional cere- 
bral intently. In its organization, 
ideality, wonder, veneration are 
large, it is tntt^ hut they axe 



balanced by other organic now per- 
haps almost dormant, but whidi 
will oome into play as life passes 
from romance into dulgr. Some- 
thing at this moment evidentiy 
oppresses her mind. In conveniag 
wi^ her, I observe abstractLon^ 
listlessness; but I am so oonviaoed 
of her truthf ulnesfl^ that if she has 
once told you she returned your 
affection, and pledged to you her 
faitl^ I should, in your places rest 
perfectly satisfied that whatever be 
the doud that now rests on her 
imagination, and for the time ob- 
scures the idea of yourself H will 
pass away." 

Faber was a believer in the aMJO 
divifflons of phrenology, though be 
did not accept all the dogmas of 
Gall and Spurzheim; while, to my 
mind, the refutation of phrenology 
in its frmdamental propositions had 
been triumphantly established by 
the lucid arguments of Sir W. 
Hamilton.* But when Eaber rest- 
ed on phrenological observations. 



* TkB wataxxMry of this diBtrngnished 
leotnrer'B olgections to pbrenologj is to 
be found in th« iippendix to vol. i. of 
Leotnres on MetapliyBieB, p. 404^ et eeq. 
Edition 1869. 
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usauruuoos in honour of Lilian, I 
foTKOt 8ir W. Hamilton, and be- 
\m^ in phrenology. As iron gird- 
en and pillari expand and contract 
with the mere variations of tempe- 
TAture, to will the strongest convic- 
iion on which the human intellect 
reata its judgment, vary with the 
ohanges of the human heart; and 
the building is only safe where these 
variations are foreseen and allowed 
for by a wisdom intent on self- 
knowledge."* 

There was much in the affection 
that had sprung up between Julius 
Paber and Amy Lloyd which 
touched my heart and softened all 
its emotions. This man, unblessed, 
like myself, by conjugal and parental 
ties, had, in his solitary age, turned 
for solace to the love of a child, as I, 
in the pride of manhood, had turned 
to the love of woman. But his love 
was without fear, without jealousy, 
without trouble. My sunshine 
came to me, in a fitf\il ray, through 
clouds that had gathered over my 
noon ; his sunshine covered all {his 
landscape, hallowed, and hallowing, 
by the calm of declining day. 

And Amy was no common child. 
She had no exuberant imagination ; 
she was haunted by no whispers 
firom Afar; she was a creature 
fitted for the earth— to accept its 
duties and to gladden its cares. Her 
tender observation, fine and tranquil, 
was alive to all the important house- 
hold trifles by which, at the earliest 
age, man's allotted soother asserts 
her privilege to tend and to comfort. 

* The change of length in iron girders 
oaosed by variation of temperature, has 
not unfrequently brought down the whole 
edifice into which they were admitted. 
Good engineers and architects allow for 
snoh changes produced by temperature. 
In the tubular bridge across the Menai 
Steaits, a self-acting record of the daily 
■mount of its contraction and expansion 
Jg ktgeniomly contriyed. 



It was pleasant to see her moving so 
noiselessly through the rooms I had 
devoted to her venerable protector,, 
knowing all his simple wants, and 
providing for them as if by the 
mechanism of a heart exquisitely 
moulded to the loving uses of life. 
Sometimes when. I saw her setting 
his chair by the window (knowing, 
as I did, how much he habitually 
loved to be near the light) and 
smoothing his papers (in which he 
was apt to be unmethodical), placing 
the mark in his book when he 
ceased to read, divining, almost 
without his glance, some wish pass- 
ing through his mind, and thea 
seating herself at his feet, often with 
her work — which was always des- 
tined for him or for one of her absent 
brothers— now and' then, with the 
one small book that she had carried 
with her, a selection of Bible stories 
compiled for children ;— sometimes 
when I saw her thus, how I wished 
that Lilian, too, could have seen 
her, and have compared her own 
ideal phantasies with those young 
developments of the natural 
heavenly Woman! 

But was there nothing in that 
sight from which I, proud of my 
arid reason even in its perplexities, 
might have taken lessons for myself? 
. On the second evening of Faber's 
visit I brought to him the draft of 
deeds for the sale of his property. 
He had never been a man of 
business out of his profession ; he 
was impatient to sell his property, 
and disposed to accept an offer at 
half its value. I insisted on taking 
on myself the task of negotiator; 
perhaps, too, in this office I was 
egotistically anxious to prove to the 
great physician that that which he 
beUeved to be my " hallucination " 
had in no way obscured my common 
sense in the daily affairs of life. So 
I concluded, and in a few hours, 
terms for his property that were 
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only just, but were infinitely more 
advantageous than had appeared to 
himself to be possible. But, as I 
approached him with the papers^ he 
put his finger to his lips. Amy was 
standing by him with her little book 
in her hand, and his own Bible lay 
open on the table. He was reading 
to her from the Sacred Volume 
itself, and impressing on her the 
force and beauty of one of the 
Parables, the adaptation of which 
had perplexed her; when he had 
done, she kissed him, bade him good 
night, and went away to rest. Then 
said Eaber thoughtfully, and as if to 
himself more than me— 

"What a lovely bridge between 
old age and childhood is religion! 
How intuitively the child begins 
with prayer and worship on entering 
Ufe, and how intuitively on quitting 
life the old man turns back to prayer 
and worship, putting himself agaui 
side by side with the infant ! " 

I made no answer, but, after a 
pause, spoke of fines and freeholds, 
title-deeds and money; and when 
the business on hand was concluded, 
asked my learned guest if, before he 
departe(^ he would deign to look 
over the pages of my ambitious 
Physiological Work. There were 
parts of it on which I much desired 
his opinion, touching on subjects in 
which his special studies made him 
an authori^ as high as our land 



He made me bring him the manu- 
script, and devoted much of that 
night and the next day to its perusal. 

When he gave it me back, wMch 
was not till the morning of his 
departure, he commenced with 
eulogies on the scope of its design, 
and the manner of its execution, 
which flattered my vanity so much 
that I could not help exclaiming, 
** Then, at least, there is no trace of 
* hallucination ' here ! ** 

" Alas, my poor Allen ! here, 



perhaps, hallucination, or self- 
deception, is more apparent than in 
all the strange tales you confided to 
me. Por here is the hallucination 
of the man seated on the shores of 
Nature^ and who would say to its 
measureless sea, 'So far shalt thou 
go and no farther;'— here is the 
hallucination of the creature, who, 
not content with exploring the laws 
of the Creator, ends with submitting 
to his interpretation of some three 
or four laws, in the midst of a code 
of which all the rest are in language 
unknown to him— the powers and 
free-will of the Lawgiver Himself; 
here is the hallucination by which 
Nature is left Godless— because Man 
is left soulless. What would matter 
all our speculations on a Deit^ who 
would cease to exist for us when we 
are in the grave ? Why mete out, 
like Archytas, the earth and the 
sea» and number, the sands on the 
shore that divides them, if the end 
of this wisdom be a handful of dust 
sprinkled over a skull ! 

'Neo qaidquaxn tibi prodeet 
Aerias tentaase domes, animoque 
rotondam 
Feroorrisse poltim moritwro* 

Your book is a proof of the soul that 
you fail to discover. Without a soul, 
no man would work for a Puture 
that begins for his fame when the 
breath is gone Arom his body. Do 
you remember how you saw that 
little child praying at the grave of 
her father ? Shall I tell you that in 
her simple orisons she prayed for the 
benefactor— who had cared for the 
orphan ; who had reared over dust 
that tomb which, in a Christian 
burial-ground, is a mute but per- 
ceptible memorial of Christian 
hopes; that the child prayed, 
haughty man, for you? And you 
sat by, knowing nought of this ; sat 
by, amon^\> VJtkft ^w^A^wiJ^^ 
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vain of a reason that was sceptical of 
eternity, and yet shaken like a reed 
by a moment's marveL Shall I tell 
the child to pray for you no more ? 
^-that you disbelieve in a soul ? If 
you do so, what is the ef&cacy of 
prayer? Speak— shall I tell her 
this ? Shall the infant pray for you 
nevermore?" 
I was silent— I was thrilled* 
'*Has it never occurred to you, 
who, in denying all innate percep- 
tions as well as ideas, have passed 
on to deductions from which poor 
Locke, humble Christian that he 
was, would have shrunk in dismay ; 
has it never occurred to you as a 
wonderftil &ct, that the eaaest thing 
in the world to teach a child is that 
which seems to metaphysical schodr 
men the abstrusest of all problems ? 
Bead all those philosophers wrang- 
ling about a first Cause, deciding 
on what are miracles, and then 
again deciding thait such miracles 
cannot be ; and when one has an- 
swered another, and left in the cru- 
cible of wisdom a ca/put mortuum of 
ignorance, then torn your eyes, and 
look at the infant praying to the 
invisible Gk)d at his mother's knees. 
This idea, so miraculously abstract, 
of a Power that the infant has never 
seen, that cannot be symbolled fortii 
and explained to him by the most 
erudite sage,— a Power, neverthe- 
less, that watches over him, that 
hears himTthat sees him, that will 
carry him across the grave, that wUl 
enable him to live on for ever ;— this 
double mystery of a Divinity and of 
a Soul the infant learns with the 
most facile readiness, at the &st 
glimpse of his reasoning &oulty. 
Before you can teach him a rule in 
addition, before you can venture to 
drill him into his horn-book, he 
leaps, with one intuitive spring of 
all his ideas, to the comprehension 
of the truths which are only incom- 
preitenaable to blundering sages! 



And you, as you stand before me,. 
dare not say, * Let the child pray for 
me no more ! ' But will the Creator 
' accept the child's prayer fbr the man 
who reftises prayer Ux himself? 
Take my advice;— pray ! And in 
this counsel I do not overstep my 
province. I speak not as a preacher, 
but as a physician. For health is a» 
word that comprehends ourwhol& 
organisatum, and a just equilibrium, 
of all facult^ and functions \a the 
ocmdition of health. As in your 
Lilian, the equilibrium is deranged 
by the over-indulg«aoe of a spiritual 
mysticism which withdraws from 
the nutriment of duty the essential 
pabulum of sober sense,^so in you,, 
the resolute negation of disciplined 
spiritual communion between^ 
Thought and Divinity robs imagU 
nation of its noblest and safest vent. 
Thus, from qpposite extremes, you< 
and your Lilian meet in the same^ 
region of mist anddoud, losing sight' 
of each other and of the true ends of 
life, as her eyes only gaze on the^ 
stars and yours only bend to the- 
earth. Were I advising &er, I 
should say: 'Tour Creator hafr 
placed the scene of your trial below, 
and not in the stars.' Advisuig ^o«,. 
I say : * But in the trial below, man 
should recognise education for 
heaven.' In a word, I would draw 
somewhat more downward her 
fancy, raise somewhat more upward 
your reason. Take my advice then 
—Pray. Your mental system needs 
the support of prayer in order to 
preserve its balance.. In the embar- 
rassment and confusion of your 
senses^ clearness of perception will 
come with habitual and tranquil 
confidence in Him who alike rules 
the universe andreads the heart. I 
only say here what has been said 
mudL better before by a reasoner in 
whom all students of Nature recog- 
nise a guide. I see on your table 
the very volume of Bacon which 
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contains the passage I commend to 
your reflection. Here it is. Listen : 
' Take an example of a dog, and mark 
what a generosity and courage he 
will put on when he finds himself 
maintained by a man who, to him, 
is instead of a God, or melior natura, 
which courage is manifestly such as 
that creature without that confi- 
dence of a better nature than his 
own, could never attain. So man, 
when he resteth and assureth him- 
self upon Divine protection and 
favour, gathereth a force and futh 
which human nature could not ob- 
tain.'* You are silent, but your 
gesture tells me your doubt^a doubt 
which your heart, so femininely 
tender, will not speak aloud lest you 
should rob the old man of a hope 
with which your strength of man- 
hood dispenses— you doubt the effi- 
cacy of prayer ! Pause and reflect, 
bold but candid inquirer into the 
laws of that guide you call Nature. 
If there were no efficacy in prayer 
— ^if prayer were as mere an illusion 
of superstitious phantasy as aught 
against which your reason now 
struggles— do you think that Nature 
herself would have made it amongst 
the most common and facile of all 
her dictates ? Do you beUeve that 
if there really did not exist that tie 
between Man and his Maker — that 
link between life here and life here- 
after which is found in what we call 
Soul, alone— that wherever you look 
through the universe, you would 
behold a child at prayer? Nature 

* Bacon's Essay on Atheism. This quo- 
tation is made with admirable felicity and 
force by Dr. Whewell, page 378 of Bridge- 
water Treatise on Astronomy and General 
Physics considered with reference to 
If atoral Theology. 



inculcates nothing that is super- 
fluous. Nature does not impel the 
leviathan or the lion, the eagle or 
the moth, to pray ; she impels only 
man. Why? Because man only 
has soul, and Soul seeks to commune 
with the Everlasting, as a fountain 
struggles up to its source. Bum 
your book. It would found you a 
reputation for learning and inteUect 
and courage, I allow ; but learning 
and intellect and courage wasted 
agamst a truth— like spray against 
a rock! A truth valuable to the 
world,- the world will never part 
with. You will not injure the truth, 
butyon will mislead and may destroy 
many, whose best security is in the 
truth which you so eruditely in- 
sinuate to be a fable. Soul and 
Hereafter are the heritage of all 
men ; the humblest journeyman in 
those streets, the pettiest trader be- 
hind those counters, have in those 
beliefs their preroga^ves of royalty. 
You would dethrone and embrute 
the lords of the earth by your theo^ 
ries. Por my part, having given the 
greater part of my life to the studj 
and analysis of facts, I would rather 
be the author of the tritest homily, 
or the baldest poem, that inculcated 
that imperishable essence of the soul 
to which I have neither scalpel nor 
probe, than be the founder of the 
subtlest school, or the framer of the 
loftiest verse, that robbed my fellow- 
men of their faith in a spirit that 
eludes the dissecting-knife— in a 
being that escapes the grave-digger. 
Bum your book— Accept This Book 
instead ; Bead and Pray." 

He placed his Bible in my hand, 
embraced me, and, an hour after- 
wards, the old man and the child left 
my hearth solitary once more. 
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CHAPTEE XLVII. 



That night, as I sat in my study, 
Tery thoughtful and very mournful, 
I revolved all that Julius Faber had 
said; and the impression his words 
bad produced became gradually 
weaker and weaker, as my reason, 
naturally combative, rose up with 
all the repUes which my philosophy 
suggested. No ; if my imagination 
had really seduced and betrayed me 
into monstrous credulities, it was 
dear that the best remedy to such 
morbid tendencies towards the 
Superstitious was in the severe ex- 
ercise of tiie faculties most opposed 
to Superstition— in the culture of 
pure reasoning — in the science of 
absolute fact Accordingly, I placed 
before me the very book which 
Julius Faber had advised me to 
bum; I forced all my powers of 
mind to go again over the passages 
which contained the doctrines that 
his admonition had censured; and 



before daybreak, I had stated the 
substance of his argument, and the 
logical reply to it, in an elaborate 
addition to my chapter on " Senti- 
mental Philosophers." While thus 
rejecting the purport of his parting 
counsels, I embodied in another por- 
tion of my work his views on my 
own "illusions," and as here my 
common sense was in concord with 
his, I disposed of all my own pre- 
vious doubts in an addition to my 
favourite chapter " On the Cheats 
of the Imagination." And when 
the pen dropped from my hand, and 
the day-star gleamed through the 
window, my heart escaped from the 
labour of my mind, and flew back to 
the image of Lilian. The pride of 
the philosopher died out of me, the 
sorrow of the man reigned supreme, 
and I shrank from the coming of 
the sun, despondent. 



CHAPTEE XLVIII. 



Not till the law had completed its 
proceedings, and satisfied the public 
mind as to the murder of Sir Philip 
Derval, were the remains of the 
deceased consigned to the family 
mausoleum. The funeral was, as 
may be supposed, strictly private, 
and when it was over, the excite- 
ment caused by an event so tragical 
and singular, subsided. New topics 
engaged the public talk,'and— in my 



presence, at least— the delicate con- 
sideration due to one whose name 
had been so painfully mixed up in 
the dismal story, forbore a topic 
which X could not be expected to 
hear without distressful emotion. 
Hrs. Ashleigh I saw frequently at 
my own house; she honestly con- 
fessed that Lilian had not shown 
that grief at the cancelling of our 
engagement which would alone 
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justify Mrs. Ashleigh in asking me 
again to see her daughter, and re- 
tract my conclusions against our 
union. She said that Lilian was 
quiet, not uncheerful, never spoke 
of me nor of Margrave, but seemed 
absent and pre-occupied as before, 
taking pleasure in nothing that had 
been wont to please her; not in 
music, nor books, nor that tranquil 
pastime which women call work, 
and in which they find excuse to 
meditate, in idleness, their own 
fancies. She rarely stirred out — 
even in the garden ; when she did, 
her eyes seemed to avoid the house 
in which Margrave had lodged, and 
her steps the old favourite haunt 
by the Monks* Well. She would 
remain silent for long hours to- 
gether, but the silence did not appear 
melancholy. For the rest, her health 
was more than usually good. Still, 
Mrs. Ashleigh persisted in her belief 
that, sooner or later, Lilian would 
return to her former self, her former 
sentiments for me ; and she entreated 
me not, as yet, to let the world know 
that our engagement was broken off. 
For if," said she, with good sense, 
if it should prove not to be broken 
off, only suspended, and afterwards 
happily renewed, there will be two 
stories to tell when no story be 
needed. Besides, I should dread the 
effect on Lilian, if offensive gossips 
babbled to her on a matter that 
would excite so much curiosity as 
the rupture of a union in which our 
neighbours have taken so general an 
interest." 

I had no reason to refuse acqui- 
escence in Mrs. Ashleigh's request^ 
but 1 did not share in her hopes ; I 
felt that the fair prospects of my life 
were blasted; I could never love 
another, never wed another ; I re- 
signed myself to a solitary hearth, 
rejoiced, at least, that Margrave had 
not revisited at Mrs. Ashleigh's— 
had not, indeed, reappeared in the 
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town. He was still staying with 
Strahan, who told me that his guest 
had ensconced himself in Porman's 
old study, and amused himself with 
reading— though not for long at a 
time — the curious old bookstand 
manuscripts found in the library, or 
climbing trees like a schoolboy, and 
familiarizing himself with the deer 
and the cattle, which would group 
round him quite tame, and feed 
from his hand. Was this the de- 
scription of a criminal ? But if Sir 
Philip's assertion were really true ; 
if the criminal were man without 
soul; if without soul, man would 
have no consoienoe,never be troubled 
by repentance, and the vague dread 
of a future world,— why, then, should 
not the criminal be gay despite his 
crimes, as the white bear gambols as 
friskly after his meal on human 
flesh ? These questions would haunt 
me, despite my determination to 
accept as the right solution of all 
marvels the construction put on my 
narrative by Julius Paber. 

Days passed; I saw and heard 
nothing of Margrave. I began half 
to hope that, in the desultory and 
rapid changes of mood and mind 
which characterised his restless na- 
ture, he had forgotten my existence. 

One morning 1 went out early on 
my rounds, when I met Strahan 
unexpectedly. 

** I was in search of you," he said, 
" for more than one person has told 
me that you are looking ill and 
jaded. So you are ! And the town 
now is hot and unhealthy. You 
must come to Derval Court for a 
week or so. You can ride into town 
every day to see your patients. 
Don't refuse. Margrave, who is still 
with me, sends all kind messages, 
and bade me say that he entreats 
you to come to the house at which 
he also is a guest ! " 

I started. What, had the Scin- 
Lseoa required of me, and obtained 
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to that conditiaik my promise ? "If 
jou are asked to the house at which 
I also am a gnest, you will come; 
you will meet and converse with me 
18 guest speaks to guest in the house 
of a host!^ Was this one of the 
mnddenoes which my reason was 
Iwund to accept as ooincidences, and 
nothing more ? Tut, tut ! Was I 
reluming again to my " hallucina- 
tions ?" Granting that Pkber and 
common sense were in the right, 
what was this Margrave? A man 
to whose friendship, acuteness, and 
oiergy I was under the de^>est 
obligations— to whom I was indebted 
for active services that had saved my 
life from a serious danger, acquitted 
my honour of a horrible suspicion. 
** I thank you/* I said to Strahan, 
**! will come; not^ indeed, for a 
week, but, at all events, for a day or 
twa" 

" ThaVs rigiht ; I will call for you 
in the carriage at six o'clock. Ton 
irill have done your^ day's vrork by 
then?" 

"Yes ; I will so arrange." 

On our way to Derval Court that 
evening, Strahan talked much about 
Margrave, of whom, nevertheless, 
he seemed to be growing weary. 

*' His high spirits are too much for 
one," said he ; " and then so restless 
— fio incapable of sustained quiet 
conversatioD. And, clever though 
he is, he can't help me in the least 
about the new house I shall build. 
He has no notion of construction. 
I don't think he could build a 
bam." 

"I thought you did not like to 
demolish the old house, and would 
content yourself with pulling down 
the more ancient part of it ? " 

" True. At first it seemed a pity 
to destroy so handsome a mansion ; 
but you see, since poor Sir Philip's 
manuscript, on which he set such 
store, has been too mutilated, I fear, 
to allow me to effect his wish with 



regard to it, I think I ought, at 
leasts scrupulously to obey his oUier 
whixns. And, besides, I don't know, 
there! are odd noises about the old 
house. I don't believe in haunted 
houses, still there is something 
dreary in strange sounds at the dead 
of night, even if made by rats, or 
winds through decaying rafters. 
Ton, I remember at college, had a 
taste for architecture, and can draw 
plans. I wish to follow out Sir 
Philip's design, but on a smaller 
scale, and with more attention to 
comfort" 

Thus he continued to run on» 
satisfied to find me a silent and at- 
tentive listener. We arrived at the 
mansion an hour before sunset, the 
westering light shining full against 
the many windows cased in moulder- 
ing pilasters, and making the general 
dih4>idation of the old place yet 
more moumfully evident. 

It was but a few minutes to the 
dinner-hour. I went up at once to 
the room appropriated to me — not 
the one I had before occupied. Stra- 
han had already got together a new 
establishment I was glad to find 
in the servant who attended me an 
old acquaintance. He had been in 
my own employ when I first settled 
at L , and left me to get mar- 
ried. He and his wife were now 
both in Strahan's service. He spoke 
warmly of his new master and his 
contentment with his situation, 
while he unpacked my carpet-bag 
and assisted me to change my dress. 
But the chief object of his talk and 
his praise was Mr. Margrave. 

" Such a bright young gentleman, 
like the first fine day in May ! " 

When I entered the drawing- 
room. Margrave and Strahan were 
both there. The former was blithe 
and genial, as usual, in his welcome. 
At dinner, and during the whole 
evening till we retired severally to 
our own rooms, he was the pnnci- 
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pal talker ; recoimtiDg xncidentB of 
travel, always verj loosdy strung 
together, jesting, good-hmnouredly 
enough, at Strahan's sodden hobl^y 
for building, then putting questions 
to me about mutual acquaintances!, 
but never waiting for an answer; 
and every now and then, as if at 
random, startling us with some bril- 
liant aphorism, or some suggestion 
drawn from abstract science or uny 
familiar erudition. GRie whole effect 
was sparkling, but I could well 
understand that, if long continued, 
it would become oppressive. The 
soul has need of pauses of repose- 
intervals of escape, not only from 
the flesh, but even firom the mind. 
A man of the loftiest intellect will 
experience times when mere intel- 
lect not only fatigues him, but 
amidst its most original eonceptions, 
amidst its proudest tmunphs, has a 



Bome&ing trite and commonplace 
oompared with one of those vague* 
intimations of a spiritual destiny 
which are net withki the ordinary 
domain of reason ; and, gazing ab-^ 
straetedlj into space, will leave sua- 
pended some prebl^ of sevw est 
thought, or uncompleted some 
goMoi palace of imperial poetrj» 
to indulge in hazy reveries, that do 
not differ from those ol an innocent 
quiet child! The soul has a long; 
road to travel— from time through, 
etemily. It demands its halting, 
hours of oontenm^ktiim. Contenw 
platicHi is serene* But with suok 
wants of an immortal immaterial 
spirit. Margrave had na fellowsh^^ . 
no sympathy; and for myself I need 
scarcely add that the lines I have- 
just traced I should not have- 
written at the date at which my 
narrative has now arrived. 



CHAPTEE XLIX 



I HAD no case that necessitated my 

return to L the following dgy. 

The earlier hours of the forenoon I 
devoted to Strahan and his building 
plans. Margrave flitted in and out 
of the room, fitfully as an April 
sunbeam, sometimes flinging himself 
on a sofo, and reading fbr a few 
minutes one of the vokunes of tiie 
andent mystics,in which Sir FluMp^ 
library was sa rich. I remember it 
was a volume of Prochn. He read 
that crabbed and difficult Ghreek 
with a fluency that surprised me. 
'* I picked up the aadent Greek," 
said he, ** yeara ago, m learning the 
modern.'' But the book soon tired 
him; then he would oome and dis- 



turb us» archly enjoying Strahan's 
peevishness at interruption; then 
he would throw open the window 
and leap down, chanting one of lu» 
wild savage airs; and in another 
moment he was half hid under the 
drooping boughs of a broad lime- 
tre^ amidst the antlers of deer that 
gathered fondly round him. In the 
afternoon, my host was called away 
to attend Kme viritora of import- 
ance, and I found mysdf on the 
sward before the house, right in 
view of the mausoleum and alone 
with Margrave. 

I turned my eyes fh>m that dumb 
House of Death wherein rested the 
oorpse of the last lord of the soi^ 
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10 strangely murdered, with a strong 
desire to speak out to Margrave the 
doubts respecting himself that tor- 
tured me. But-Hsetting aside the 
promise to the contrary, which I 
had given, or dreamed I had given, 
to the Luminous Shadow— to fulfil 
that desire would have been impos- 
nble— impossible to any one gazing 
on that radiant youthful face! I 
think I see him now as I saw him 
then: a white doe, that even my 
presence could not scare away from 
him, clung lovingly to his side, look- 
ing up at him with her soft eyes. 
He stood there like the incarnate 
principle of mjrthologioal sensuous 
life. I have before applied to him 
that illustration ; let the repetition 
be pardoned. Impossible, I repeat 
it, to say to that creature, face to 
face, *' Art thou the master of de- 
^moniac arts, and the instigator of 
secret murder?'* As if from re- 
dundant happiness within himself, 
he was humming, or rather coo- 
ing, a strain of music, so sweet, 
so wildly sweet, and so unlike the 
music one hears from tutored lips 
in crowded rooms! I passed my 
hand over my forehead in bewilder- 
ment and awe. 

** Are there," I said, unconsciously 
- — ** are there, indeed, such prodigies 
in Nature ? " 

" Nature ! " he cried, catching up 
the word ; " talk to me of Nature ! 
Talk of her, the wondrous blissful 
mother! Mother I may well call 
her. I am her spoiled child, her 
darling—. But oh, to die, ever to 
die, ever to lose sight of Nature !— 
to rot, senseless, whether under these 
turfs or within those dead walls—" 

I could not resist the answer. 

" like yon murdered man ! mur- 
dered, and by whom ? " 

" By whom ? I thought that was 
• clearly proved.*' 

" The hand was proved ; what in- 
•^uence moved the hand P " 



"Tush! the poor wretch spoke 
of a Demon* Who can tell? Nature 
herself is a grand destroyer. See 
that pretty bird, in its beak a writh- 
ing worm! All Nature's children 
live tq take life; none, indeed, so 
lavishly as man. What hecatombs 
slaughtered, not to satisfy the irre- 
sistible sting of hunger, but for the 
wanton ostentation of a feast, which 
he may scarcely taste, or for the 
mere sport that he finds in destroy- 
ing. We speak with dread of the 
beasts of prey : what beast of prey 
is so dire a ravager as man? — so 
cruel and so treacherous ? Look at 
yon flock of sheep, bred and fattened 
for the shambles ; and this hind 
that I caress,— if I were the park- 
keeper, and her time for my bullet 
had come, would you think her life 
was the safer because, in my own 
idle whim, I had tamed her to trust 
to the hand raised to slay her ? " 

"It is true," said I— "a grim 
truth. Nature, on the surface so 
loving and so gentle, is full of terror 
in her deeps when our thought de- 
scends into their abyss ! " 

Strahan now joined us with a 
party of country visitors. 

"Margrave is the man to show 
you the beauties of this park," said 
he. "Margrave knows every bosk 
and dingle, twisted old thorn-tree, 
or opening glade, in its intricate, 
undulating ground." 

Margrave seemed delighted at this 
proposition ; and as he led us through 
the park, though the way was long, 
though the sun was fierce, no one 
seemed fatigued. Por the pleasure 
he felt in pointing out detached 
beauties which escaped an ordinary 
eye was contagious. He did not 
talk as talks the poet or the painter : 
but at some lovely effect of light 
amongst the tremulous leaves, some 
sudden glimpse of a sportive rivulet 
below, he would halt, point it out 
to us in silence, and with a kind of 
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childlike ecstasy in his own hright 
face, that seemed to reflect the life 
and the bliss of the blithe summer- 
day itself. 

Thus seen, all my doubts in his 
dark secret nature faded away— all 
my horror, all my hate ; it was im- 
possible to resist the charm that 



breathed round him, not to feel a 
tender,aSectionate yearning towards 
him as to some fair happy child. 
Well might he call himself the 
Darling of Nature. Was he not 
the mysterious likeness of that awful 
Mother, beautiful as Apollo in one as- 
pect, direful as Typhon in another ^ 



CHAPTEE L. 



" Whit a strange-looking cane you 
have, sir ! " said a little girl, who 
was one of the party, and who had 
entwined her arm round Margrave's. 
" Let me look at it." 

" Yes," said Strahan ; " that cane, 
or rather walking-staff, is worth 
looking at. Margrave bought it 
in Egypt, and declares that it is 
very ancient." 

This staff seemed constructed 
from a reed : looked at, it seemed 
light, in the hand it felt heavy ; it 
was of a pale, faded yellow, wrought 
with black rings at equal distances, 

* The following description of a stone 
at Corfa, celebrated as an antidote to the 
yenom of the serpent's bite, was given to 
me by an eminent scholar and legal fane- 
tionarj in that island : — 

" Dbscbxptxgk of thb Blub Stohii.— 
This stone is of an oyal shape 1^ in. long, 
■fs broad, -^ thick, and, having been 
broken formerly, is now set in gold. 

" When a person is bitten by a poison- 
ous snake, the bite must be opened by a 
cnt of a lancet or razor longways, and the 
stone applied within twenty-fonr hours. 
The stone then attaches itself firmly on 
the wound, and when it has done its office 
falls off; the cure is then complete. The 
stone must then be thrown into milk, 
whereupon it vomits the poison it has 
absorbed, which remains green on the 
top of the milk, and the stone is then 
again fit for use. 



and graven with half-obliterated^ 
characters that seemed hierogly- 
phic. I remembered to have seen 
Margrave with it before, but 
I had never noticed it with any 
attention until now, when it was- 
passed from hand to hand. At 
the head of the cane there was a 
large unpolished stone of a dark 
blua 

** Is this a pebble or a jewel ? '^ 
asked one of the party. 

"I cannot tell you its name or 
nature," said Margrave ; " but it is 
said to cure the bite of serpents,* 

''This stone has been from time imr 
memorial in the family of Ventura, of 
Corfu, a house of Italian origin, and is 
notorious, so that peasants immediately 
apply for its aid. Its virtue has not been 
impaired by the firacture. Its nature or 
composition is unknown. 

"In a case where two were stung at 
the same time by serpents, the stone was- 
applied to one, who recovered ; but the 
other, for whom it could not be used, died. 

" It never failed but once, and then it 
was applied qfter the twenty-four hours; 

" Its colour is so dark as not to be dis- 
tinguished from black. 

" P. M. COLQUHOUir. 

" Corfu, 7th Nov., 1860." 

Sir Emerson Tennent, in his popular 
and excellent work on Ceylon, gives an 
account of "snake stones" apparently 
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and has other snpposed 
taiiwiMHijiii liiort." 

He hm placed the staff in my 
liaadf, and bade me look at it with 
care. Thett he changed the con- 
▼firaatkm and renewed the waj, 
karing the staff with me, tiU, and- 
denlf , I finroed it back on him. I 
could not have explained why, but 
its touch, as it warmed in my dasp, 
seemed to send through my whole 
frame a singular thrill, and a sen- 
sation as if I no longer felt my 
-own weight—as if I walked on 
air. 

Our rambles came to a close ; the 
Tisitors went away; I re-entered 
the house through the sash-window 
of Forman's study : Margrave ikxew 
Im hat and staff on ihe table, and 
smused himself with examining 
minutely the tracery on the nnntel- 
-piece. Slarahan and myself left him 
Hius occupied, and, going into ihe 
adjoining library, resumed our tadc 
of examining the plans for the new 
house. I continued to draw out- 
lines and sketches of various altera- 
tions, tending to simplify and con- 
tract Sir Philip's general design. 
Margrave soon joined us, and, this 
time, took his seat patiently beside 
our table, watching me use ruler 
and compass with unwonted atten- 
tioo. 

"I wish I could draw," he said, 
"but I can do nothing useful" 

*'Ridi men like you," aaid 
Strahan, peevishly, ''can engage 

idmilv to tlie one at Corfii, except ilut 
tiiey «re "intensely black and highlj 
polished," and which are applied, in mnch 
the same manner, to the woonds inflicted 
by the oobra-capeQa. 

Qnery.—Might it not be worth while to 
asoertain the ohenloel properties of these 
stones, and, if they be effioaoions in the 
extraction of venom oonyeyed by a bite, 
might they not be as suooesafol if applied 
to tike bite of a mad dog as to that of a 
'^chrxapellay 



others, and are better employed 
in rewarding good artists than 
in making bad drawings them- 
selves." 

*'Yei^ I can employ others; and 
— Eenwick, when you have finished 
with Strahan, I will ask permission 
to employ yon, though withont 
reward; the task I would impose 
will not take you a minute." 

He then threw himself back in his 
chair, and seemed to fall into a 
doze. 

The dressing-bell rang; Strahan 
put away the plans—indeed, they 
were now pretty well finished and 
decided on. 

Margrave woke up as our host^ft 
the room to dress, and drawing me 
towards another table in the room, 
placed befiore me one of his favourite 
mystic books, and, pointing to an old 
woodcut, said: 

"l will ask you to copy this for 
me; it pretends to be a fao-simile 
of Solomon's fiunons seal. I have a 
whimsical desire to have a copy 
of it. You observe two triangles 
interiaced and inserted in a circle ? 
—the pentacle,in short. Tes, just 
so. You need not add the astro- 
logical characters: they are the 
senseless superfluous accessoHes of 
the dreamer who wrote the book. 
But the pentade itself has an inteU 
li|i^ble meaning; it belongs to the 
only universal language, the lan- 
guage of symbol, in which all races 
tint think—around, and above, and 
bek)w us— can establish communion 
of fiiougfat If in the external 
universe any one constructive 
principle can be detected, it is the 
geometrical; and in every part of 
the world in which magic pretends 
to a written character, I find that 
its hieroglyphics are geometrical 
figures. Is it not laughable that 
the most positive of all the sciences 
should thus lend its angles and 
circles to the use of— what shall I 
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«all it?— the ignorance ?— ay, that 
is the word—the ignorance of deal- 
ers in magic?" 
He took up the paper, on which 



I had hastily described the triangles 
and the cirde, and left the room 
chanting the eerpent-charmenr's 
song. 



CHAPTEB LI. 



WSBS we separated for the nighty 
which we did at eleven o'clock. 
Margrave said : 

"Good night and good-bye. I 
must leave you to-morrow, Stra- 
lian, and before your usual hour for 
rising. I took the liberty of request- 
ing one of your men to order me a 
•chaise from L Pardon my 

«eeming abruptness, but I always 
^void long leave-takings, and I had 
fixed the date of my departure 
almost as soon as I accepted your 
invitation." 

"I have no right to complain. 
The place must be dull, indeed, to a 
gay young fellow like you. It is 
<lull even to me. I am meditating 
flight already. Are you going back 
toL ?" 



w 



Not even for such things as I 
left at my lodgings. When I settle 
somewhere and can give an address, 
I shall direct them to be sent to me. 
There are, I hear, beautiful patches 
of scenery towards the nortti, only 
known to pedestrian tourists. lam 
a good walker; and you know, 
J'enwick, that I am also a child of 
Nature. Adieu to you both; and 
many thanks to you, Strahan, for 
jour hospitality." 

He left the room. 

** I am not sorry he is going," 
said Strahan, after a pause, and wiUi 
a quick breath as if of relief ** Do 
you not feel tiiat he exhausts one ? 
An excess of oxygen, as you would 
«ay in a lecture." 



I was alone in my own chamber ; I 
felt indisposed for bed and for sleep ; 
the curious conversation I had held 
with Margrave weighed on me. In 
that conversation, we had indirectly 
touched upon the prodigies which 
I had not brought myself to speak 
of with frank courage, and certainly 
nothing in Margrave's manner had 
betrayed consciousness of my sus- 
picions; <m the contrary, tiie open 
frankness with which he evinced his 
predilection for mystic speculation^ 
or uttered his more unamiable sen- 
timents, rather tended to disarm 
than encourage belief in gloomy 
secrets or sinister powers. And as 
he was about to quit the neighbour* 
hood, he would not again see LiUan, 
not even enter the town of L— — . 
Was I to ascribe this relief fh>m 
his presence to the promise of the 
Shadow, or was I not rather right 
in battling firmly against any gro- 
tesque illusion, and accepting his 
departure as a simile proof that my 
jealous fears had been amongrt my 
other chimeras, and that as he had 
really only visited Mian out of 
friendship to me, in my peril, so he 
might, with his characteristic acute- 
ness, have guessed my jealousy, and 
ceased his visits from a kindly mo- 
tive delicately concealed? And 
might not the same motive now 
have dictated the words which were 

intended to assure me that L 

contained no attractions to tempt 
lum to return to it? Thus, gra- 
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dually soothed and cheered by the 
ooorse to which my reflections led 
me, I continued to muse for hours. 
At length, looking at my watch, I 
was surprised to find it was the 
second hour after midnight. I was 
just about to rise from my chair to 
undress, and secure some hours of 
sleep, when the well -remembered 
cold wind passed through the room, 
stirring the roots of my hair ; and 
before me stood, against the wall, 
the Luminous Shadow. 

** Eise and follow me," said the 
Yoice, sounding much nearer than it 
had ever done before. 

And at those words I rose me- 
chanically, and like a sleep-walker. 

« Take up the Ught." 

I took it. 

The Scin-Lseca glided along the 
wall towards the threshold, and 
motioned me to open the door. I 
did so. The Shadow flitted on 
through the corridor. I followed, 
with hushed footsteps, down a small 
Blair into Fofman's study. In all 
my subsequent proceedings, about 
to be narrated, the Shadow guided 
me, sometimes by voice, sometimes 
by sign. I obeyed the guidance not 
only unresistingly, but without a 
desire to resist. I was unconscious 
either of curiosity or of awe — only 
of a calm and passive indifference, 
neither pleasurable nor painful. In 
this obedience, from which all will 
seemed extracted, I took into my 
hands the staff which I had exa- 
mined the day before, and which 
lay' on the table, just where Mar- 
grave had cast it on re-entering the 
house. I unclosed the shutter to 
the casement, lifted the sash, and, 
with the light in my left hand, the 
staff in my right, stepped forth into 
the garden. The night was still; 
the flame of the candle scarcely 
trembled in the air; the Shadow 
moved on before me towards the old 
pavilion described in an earlier part 



of this narrative, and of which the 
mouldering doors stood wide open. 
I followed the Shadow into the 
pavilion, up the crazy stair to the 
room above, with its four great 
blank imglazed windows, or rather 
arcades, north, south, cast, and west. 
I halted on the middle of the floor r 
right before my eyes, through the 
vista made by breathless boughs,^ 
stood out from the moonlit air the 
dreary mausoleiun. Then, at the 
command conveyed to me, I placed 
the candle on a wooden settle, 
touched a spring in the handle of 
the staff, a lid flew back, and I drew 
from the hollow, first a lump of 
some dark {bituminous substance, 
next a smaller slender wand of 
polished steel, of which the point 
was tipped with a translucent mate- 
rial, which appeared to me like 
crystal. Bending down, still obe- 
dient to the direction conveyed to 
me, I described on the floor with 
the lump of bitumen (if I may so 
call it) the figure of the pentacle 
with the interlaced triangles, in a 
circle nine feet in diameter, just as 
I had drawn it for Margrave the 
evening before. The material used 
made the figure perceptible, in a 
dark colour of mingled black and 
red. I applied the flame of the 
candle to the circle, and immediately 
it became lambent with a low steady- 
splendour that rose about an inch 
ftrom the floor, and gradually front 
this light there emanated a soft grey- 
transparent mist and a faint but 
exquisite odour. I stood in the 
midst of the circle, and within the 
circle also, dose by my side, stood 
the Scin-Lseca ; no longer reflected 
on the wall, but apart from it, erect, 
rounded into more integral and dis- 
tinct form, yet impalpable, and from 
it there breathed an icy air. Then 
lifting the wand, the broader en,d 
of which rested in the palm of my 
hand, the two forefingers closing 
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lightly oyer it in a line parallel with 
the point, I directed it towards the 
wide aperture before me, fronting 
the mausoleum. I repeated aloud 
some words whispered to me in a 
language I knew not : those words 
I would not trace on this paper, 
could I remember them. As they 
came to a close, I heard a howl from 
the watch-dog in the yard— a dismal, 
lugubrious howL Other dogs in the 
distant village caught up the sound, 
and bayed in a dirge-Uke chorus; 
and the howling went on louder and 
louder. Again strange words were 
whispered to me, and I repeated 
them in mechanical submission; 
and when they, too, were ended, I 
felt the ground tremble beneath 
me, and as my eyes looked straight 
forward down the vista, that, stretch- 
ing from the casement^ was bounded 
by the solitary mausoleum, vague 
formless shadows seemed to i)as8 
cross the moonlight— below, along 
the sward— above, in the air; and 
then suddenly a terror, not before 
conceived, came upon me. 

And a third time words were 
whispered ; but, though I knew no 
more of their meaning than I did of 
those that had preceded them, I felt 
a repugnance to utter them aloud. 
Mutely I turned towards the Scin- 
Lseca, and the expression of its face 
was menacing and terrible ; my will 
became yet more compelled to the 
control imposed upon it, and my 
Ups commenced the formula again 
whispered into my ear, when I 



heard distinctly a voice of warning 
and of anguish, that murmured 
** Hold ! " I knew the voice ; it was 
Lilian's. I paused— I turned to- 
wards the quarter from which the 
voice had come, and in the space 
afar I saw the features, the form of 
Lilian. Her arms were stretched 
towards me in supplication, her 
countenance was deadly pale and 
anxious with unutterable distress. 
The whole image seemed in unison 
with the voice ;— the look, the atti- 
tude, the gesture of one who sees 
another in deadly peril, and cries, 
"Beware!" 

This apparition vanished in a mo- 
ment ; but that moment sufficed to 
free my mind from the constraint 
which had before enslaved it. I 
dashed the wand to the ground, 
sprang from the circle, rushed from 
the place. How I got into my own 
room I can remember not— I know 
not; I have a vague reminiscence 
of some intervening wanderings, of 
giant trees, of shroud-like moon- 
light, of the Shining Shadow and 
its angry aspect, of the blind walls 
and the iron door of the House of 
the Dead, of spectral images— a con- 
fused and dreary phantasmagoria. 
But all I can recall with distinctness 
is the sight of my own hue)ess face 
in the mirror in my own still room, 
by the Ught of the white moon 
through the window; and sinking 
down, I said to myself, "This, at 
least, is an hallucination or a 
dream ! " 
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CHAPTER LII. 



A HEAVY sleep came over me at 
daybreak, but I did not undress nor 
go to bed. The son was high in the 
heavens when, on waMng, I qaw the 
servant who had attended me bust- 
ling about the room. 
- **! beg your pojrdon, sir, I am 
afraid I disturbed you; but I have 
been three times to see if you were 
not coming down, and I found you 
so soundly asleep I did not like to 
wake you. Mr. Strahan has'finished 
breakfast^ and gone out riding ; Mr. 
Margrave has left—- left before six 
o'clock." 

** Ah, he said he was going early." 

''Yes, sir; and he seemed so cross 
when he went. I could never have 
supposed so pleasant a gentleman 
could put himself into such a pas- 
sion!" 

** What was the matter ? " 

"Why, his walking-stick could 
not be found; it was not in the 
halL He said he had left it in 
the study; we could not find it 
there. At last he found it himself 
in the old summer-house, and said 
— I beg pardon, he said—* he was 
sure you had taken it there: that 
some one, at all events, had been 
meddling with it.' However, I am 
very glad it was found, since he 
seems to set such store on it." 

" Did Mr. Margrave go himself 
into the summer-house to look 
for it?" 

" Yes, sir ; no one else would have 
thought of such a place: no one 
likes to go there, even in the day- 
time." 

" Why ? " 

"Why, sir, they say it is haunted 
since poor Sir Philip's death ; and, 
indeed, there are strange noises in 



every part of the house. I am afraid 
you had a bad night, sir," continued 
the servant, with evident curiosity 
glancing towards the bed, which I 
had not pressed, and towards the 
evening-dress,'which, while he spoke, 
I was rapidly changing for that 
which I habitually wore in the 
morning. " I hope you did not feel 
yourself ill?" 

" No ! but it seems I fell asleep in 
my chair." 

**Did you hear, sir, how the dogs 
howled about two o'clock in the 
morning? They woke me. Very 
frightful!" 

"Themoon wasather full Dogs 
will bay the moon." 

I felt relieved to think that I 
should not find Strahan in the 
breakfast - room, and hastening 
through the ceremony of a meal 
which I scarcely touched, I went 
out into the park unobserved, fand 
creeping round the copses and into 
the neglected gardens, made my way 
to the pavilion. I mounted the 
stairs— I looked on the floor of the 
upper room ; yes, there still was the 
black figure of the pentacle — the 
circle. So, then, it was not a dream ! 
Till then I had doubted. Or might 
it not still be so far a dream, that I 
had walked in my sleep, and with 
an imagination preoccupied by my 
conversations with Margrave — by 
the hieroglyphics on the staff I had 
handled — by the very figure asso- 
ciated with superstitious practices 
which I had copied from some weird 
book at his request — by all the 
strange impressions previously 
stamped on my mind ;— might I not, 
in truth, have carried thither in 
sleep the staff, des^bed the circle, 
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•8iid«ll the rest been butvisionary de- 
Insion P Surely-^snrely, so common 
sense and so Julius Faber would in- 
terprettheriddleethatperplezedme ! 
Be that as it may, my first thought 
was to efface the marks on the floor. 
I found this easier than I had ven- 
tured to hope. I rubbed the circle 
and the pentacle away from the 
boards with the sole of my foot, 
leaving but an undistinguishable 
fimudge behind. I know not why, 
but I felt the more nervously anxious 
to remove all such evidences of my 
nocturnal visit to that room, be- 
cause Margrave had so openly gone 
thither to seek for the staJBT, and had 
so rudely named me to the servant 
as having meddled with it. Might 
he not awake some suspicion against 
me ? Suspicion, what of? I knew 
mot, but I feared ! 

The healthful air of day gradually 
nerved my spirits and relieved my 
thoughts. But the place had be- 
come hateful to me. I resolved not 
to wait for Strahan's return, but to 

vralk back to L , and leave a 

message for my host. It was suffi- 
•cient excuse that I could not longer 
absent myself from my patients; 
accordingly, I gave directions to 
have the few things which I had 
brought with me sent to my house 
by any servant who might be going 
to ]j-- — , and was soon pleased to 
find myself outside the park-gates 
and on the high-road. 

I had not gone a mile before I met 
Strahan on horseback. He received 
my apologies for not waiting his 
return to bid him farewell, without 
observation, and, dismounting, led 
his horse and walked beside me on 
my road. I saw that there was some- 
tbdng on his mind ; at last he said, 
looking down: 

" Did you hear the dogs howl last 
night?" 

"Tes! the full moon!" 

**Tou were awake, then, at the 



time. Bid you bear any other 
sound ? Bid you see anything ? ** 

•* What should I hear or see?" 

Strahan was silent for some mo- 
ments; then he said, with great 
seriousness : 

" I could not sleep when I went to 
bed last night ; I felt feverish and 
restless. Somehow or other. Mar- 
grave got into my head, mixed up 
in some strange way with Sir Philip 
Berval. I heard the dogs howl, and 
at the same time, or rather a few 
minutes later, I felt the whole house 
tremble, as a frail comer-house in 
London seems to tremble at night 
when a carriage is driven past it. 
The howling had then ceased, and 
ceased as suddenly as itlhad begun. 
I felt a vague superstitious alarm ; 
I got up, and went to my window, 
which was unclosed (it is my habit 
to sleep with my windows open) — 
the moon was very bright— and I 
saw, I declare I saw, along the green 
alley that leads from the old part of 
the house to the mausoleum— No, I 
will not say what I saw or believed I 
saw— you would ridicule me, and 
justly. But, whatever it might be, 
on the earth without or in the fanoy 
within my brain, I was so terrified, 
that I rushed back to my bed, and 
buried my face in my pillow. I 
would have come to you ; but I did 
not dare to stir. I have been riding 
hard all the morning in order to 
recover my nerves. But I dread 
sleeping i^ain under that roof, and 
now that you and Margrave leave 
me, I shall go this very day to Lon- 
don. I hope all that I have told you 
is no bad sign of any coming dis- 
ease; blood to the head, eh?" 

"No; but imagination over- 
strained can produce wondrous 
effects. You do right to change the 
scene. Go to London at once 
amuse yourself, and—" 

** Not return, till the old house 
is razed to the ground. That is my 
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resolve. You approve? That's well. I So then he, too, had seen— what ? 
All success to you, Fenwick. I will I did not dare and I did not desire 



oanter back and get my portman- 
teau ready and the carriage out, in 
time for the five o'clock train." 



to ask him. But he, at least, was 
not .walking in his sleep ! Did we 
both dream, or neither ? 



CHAPTEE LIII. 



TflBBB is an instance of the ab- 
sorbing tyranny of every-day life 
which must have struck all such of 
my readers as have ever experienced 
one of those portents which are so 
at variance with every-day life, that 
the ordinary epithet bestowed on 
them is ** supernatural." 

And be my readers few or many, 
there will be no small proportion of 
them to whom, once, at least in the 
course of their existence, a some- 
thing strange and eirie has occurred 
— a something which perplexed 
and baffled rational conjecture, and 
struck on those chords which vi- 
brate to superstition. It may have 
been only a dream unaccountably 
verified— an undefinable presenti- 
ment or forewarning ; but up from 
such slighter and vaguer tokens of 
the realm of marvel — up to the 
portents of ghostly apparitions or 
haunted chambers, I believe that 
the greater number of persons 
arrived at middle age, however in- 
structed the class, however civilized 
the land, however sceptical the 
period, to which they belong, have 
either in themselves experienced, or 
heard recorded by intimate associ- 
ates whose veracity they accept as 
indisputable in all ordinary trans- 
actions of life — phenomena which 
are not to be solved by the wit that 
mocks them, nor, perhaps, always 
and entirely, to the contentment of 
the reason or the philosophy that 



explains them away. Such pheno- 
mena, I say, are infinitely more 
numerous than would appear from 
the instances currently quoted and 
dismissed with a jest; for few of 
those who have witnessed them are 
disposed to own it, and they who 
only hear of them through others, 
however trustworthy, would not 
impugn their character for common 
sense by professing a belief to which 
common sense is a merciless perse- 
cutor. But he who reads my asser- 
tion in the quiet of his own room 
will, perhaps, pause, ransack his 
memory, and find there, in some 
dark corner which he excludes 
from " the babbling and remorseless 
day," a pale recollection that proves 
the assertion not untrue. 

And it is, I say, an instance of the 
absorbing tyranny of every-day life^ 
that whenever some such startling 
incident disturbs its regular tenor 
of thought and occupation, that 
same every-day life hastens to bury 
in its sands the object which has 
troubled its surface ; the more un- 
accountable, the more prodigious 
has been the phenomenon which 
has scared and astounded us; the 
more, with involuntary effort, the 
mind seeks to rid itself of an enigma 
which might disease the reason that 
tries to solve it. "We go about our 
mundane business with renewed 
avidity; we feel the necessity of 
proving to ourselves that we are 
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still sober practical men, and refuse 
to be unfitted for the world which 
we know, by unsolicited visitations 
from I worlds into which every 
glimpse is soon lost amid shadows. 
And it amazes us to think how soon 
such incidents, though not actually 
forgotten, though they can be re- 
called — and recalled too vividly 
for health— at our will, are, never- 
theless, thrust, as it were, out 
of the mind's sight as we cast 
into lumber-rooms the crutches 
and splints that remind us of a 
broken limb which has recovered 
its strength and tone. It is a feli- 
citous peculiarity in our organiza- 
tion, which all members of my 
profession will have noticed, how 
soon, when a bodily pain is once 
past, it becomes erased from the 
recollection — how soon and how 
invariably the mind refuses to linger 
over and recall it. No man freed 
an hour before from a raging tooth- 
ache, the rack of a neuralgia, seats 
himself in his armchair to recollect 
and ponder upon the anguish he 
has undergone. It is the same with 
certain afflictions of the mind — not 
with those that strike on our afifec- 
tions, or blast our fortunes, over- 
shadowing our whole future with a 
sense of loss ; but where a trouble 
or calamity has been an accident, 
an episode in our wonted life, where 
it affects ourselves alone, where it 
is attended with a sense of shame 
and humiliation, where the pain of 
recalling it seems idle, and if in- 
dulged would almost madden us— 
agonies of that kind we do not brood 
over as we do over the death or 
falsehood of beloved friends, or the 
train of events by which we are 
reduced from wealth to penury. 
No one, for instance, who has 
escaped from a shipwreck, from the 
brink of a precipice, from the jaws 
of a tiger, spends his days and 
nights in reviving his terrors past. 



re-imagining dangers not to occur 
again, or, if they do occur, from 
which the experience undergone 
can suggest no additional safe- 
guards. The current of our life, 
indeed, like that of the rivers, is 
most rapid in the midmost channel, 
where all streams are alike com- 
paratively slow in the depth and 
along the shores in which each life, 
as each river, has a character pecu- 
liar to itself. And hence, those who 
would sail toith the tide of the world, 
as those who sail with the tide of a 
river, hasten to take the middle of 
the stream, as those who sail against 
the tide are found clinging to the 
shore. I returned to my habitual 
duties and avocations with renewed 
energy; I did not suffer my thoughts 
to dwell on the dreary wonders that 
had haunted me, from the evening 
I first met Sir Philip Derval to the 
morning on which I had quitted 
the house of his heir: whether 
realities or hallucinations, no guess 
of mine could unravel such marvels, 
and no prudence of mine guard me 
against their repetition. But I had 
no fear that they would be repeated, 
any more than the man who had 
gone through shipwreck, or the 
hairbreadth escape from a fall 
down a glacier, fears again to be 
found in a similar peril. Margrave 
had departed, whither I knew not, 
and, with his departure, ceased all 
sense of his influence. A certain 
calm within me, a tranquillizing 
feeling of relief, seemed to me like a 
pledge of permanent delivery. 

But that which did accompany 
and haunt me, through all my occu- 
pations and pursuits, was the melan- 
choly remembrance of the love I 
had lost in Lilian. I heard from 
Mrs. Ashleigh, who still frequently 
visited me, that her daughter 
seemed much in the same quiet 
state of mind— perfectly reconciled 
to our separation — seldom mention- 
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ing my name— if mentioning it, 
with indifference; the only thing 
remarkable in her state was her 
aversion to all society, and a kind of 
lethargy that would come over her, 
often in the daytime. She would 
suddenly fall into sleep and so re- 
main for hours, but a sleep that 
seemed very serene and tranquil, 
and from which she woke of herselt 
She kept much within her own 
room, and always retired to it wh&a. 
visitors were announced. 

Mra Ashleigh began reluctantly 
to relinquish the persuasion she had 
so long and so obstinately main- 
tained, that this state of feeling 
towards myself-— and, indeed, this 
general change in Lilian— was but 
temporary and abnormal'; she began 
to allow tiiat it was best to drop all 
tiioughts of a renewed engagement 
—a future union. I proposed to 
see Lilian in her presence and in 
my professional capacity; perhaps 
some physical cause, especially for 
this lethargy, might be detected and 
removed. Mrs. Ashleigh owned to 
me that the idea had occurred to 
herself: she had sounded Lilian 
upon it; but her daughter had so 
resolutely opposed it— had said with 
so quiet a firmness " that all being 
over between us, a visit from me 
would be unwelcome and painful ;" 
that Mrs^ Ashleigh felt that an 
interview thus deprecated would 
only confirm estrangement. One 
day, in calling, she asked my advice 
whether it would not be better to 
try the effect of change of air and 
scene, and, in some other place, 
some other medical opinion might 
be taken P I approved of this sugges- 
tion with unspeakable sadness. 

" And," said Mrs. Ashleigh, shed- 
ding tears, *'if that experiment 
prove unsuccessful, I will write and 
let you know; and we must then 
eoasider what to say to the world as 
a reason why the marriage is broken 



off I can ronder this more easy by- 
staying away. I will not return to- 
L till the matter has ceased to- 
be the topic of talk, and at a dis» 
tanoe any excuse will be less ques- 
tioned, and seem more natural. 
But still— still— let us hope still." 

" ELave you one ground for hoi>e ?" 

" Perhaps so ; but you will think 
it very frail and fallacious." 

*'Name it, and let me judge." 

"One night— in which you wero 
on a visit to Deival Court " 

"Ay, that night." 

"Lilian woke me by a loud cry 
(she sleeps in the next room to me» 
and the door was left open) ; I has* 
tened to her bedside in alarm; she- 
was adeep, but appeared extremely 
agitated and convulsed. She kept 
calling on your name in a tone of 
passionate fondness, but as if in 
great terr(»*. She cried, 'Do not 
go, Allen I— do not go !— you know 
not what you brave!— what you. 
do!' Then she rose in her bed, 
clasping her hands. Her face waa 
set and rigid: I tried to awake her, 
but could not. After a little time,, 
she broathed a deep sigh, and mur^ 
mured, * Allen, Allen! dear love! 
did you not hear ?— did you not see 
me ? What could thus baffle mat- 
ter and traverse space but love and 
soul? Can you still doubt me, 
Allen ?— doubt that I love you now, 
shall bve you evermore ?— yonder,. 
yonder, as here below P' She then 
sank back on her pillow, weeping,^ 
and then I woke her." 

*'And what did she say oa- 
waking P" 

" She did not remember what she 
had dreamed, except that she had 
passed through some great terror ; 
but added, with a vague smile, * It is- 
over, and I feel happy now.* Then 
she turned round and fell asleep 
again, but quietly as a child, the 
tears dried, the smile resting." 

"Go,. my dear friend, go; take 
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Lilian away from this place as soon 
as you can ; divert her mind with 
fresh scenes. I hope I—I do hope ! 
Let me know where you fix your- 
self. I will seize a holiday— I need 



one ; I will arrange as to my pa- 1 do hope ! " 



tients— I will come to the same 
place ; she need not know of it— hut 
I must he by to watch, to hear your 
news of her. Heaven bless you for 
what you \ have said! I hope!— I 
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S6me days after, I received a few 
lines from Mrs. Ashleigh. Her ar- 
rangements for departure were 
made. They were to start the next 
morning. She had fixed on gmng 
into the north of Devonshire, and 
staying some weeks either at Bfra- 
combe or Lynton, whichever place 
Lilian preferred. She would write 
as soon as they were settled. 

I was up at my usual early hour 
the next morning. I resolved to go 
out towards Mrs. Ashleigh's house, 
and watch, unnoticed, where I 
might, perhaps, catch a glimpse of 
Lilian as the carriage that would 
convey her to the railway passed my 
hiding-place. 

I was looking impatiently at the 
clock ; it was yet two hours before 
the train by which Mrs. Ashl^gh 
proposed to leave. A loud ring at 
my bell ! I opened the door. Mrs. 
Ashleigh rushed in, falling on my 
Inreast. 

"Lilian! Lilian!" 

""Heavens! What has happened?" 

"She has leftr— she is gone— gone 
away ! Oh, Allen ! how ?— whitbwr? 
Advise me. What is to be done?" 

"Come in — compose yourself— 
tell me all— dearly, quickly. Lilian 
gone? — gone away? Impossible! 
She- must be hid somewhere in the 
house— the gazdMi; she, perhaps, 



did not like the journey. She may 
have crept away to some young 
friend's house. But I talk when 
you should talk : tell me all." 

Little enough to tell ! Lilian had 
seemed unusually cheerfiil the night 
before^, and pleased at the thought 
of the excursion. Mother and 
daughter retired to rest early: Mrs. 
Ashleigh saw Lilian sleeping quietly 
before she herself went to bed. She 
woke betimes in the morning; 
dressed herseli^ went into the next 
room to call Lilian— Lilian was not 
there. No suspidon of flight oo» 
curredtoher. Perhaps her daughter 
might be up already, and gone 
downstairs, remembering something^ 
she might wish to pack and take 
with her on the journey. Mrsu 
Ashleigh was confirmed in this idea 
when she noticed that her own 
room door was Idt open. She went 
downstairs, met a maidservant in 
the' hall, who told her, with alarm 
and surprise,' that both the street 
and [garden doors were found un- 
closed. No one had seen Lilian. 
Mrs. Ashleigh now became seriously 
uneasy. On remounting to her 
daughter's room, she missed Lilian's 
bonnet and mantle. The house and 
garden were both searched in vain. 
There could be no doubt that 
Lilian had gone— must have stolen 
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^ » ^ 8N* » w>^- 111 1^^ tbiough her 
-W4M-V qviW^Mid 1^ herself out 
^ >i^ lM«f% Md through the 

"^IV 9v« thmk she ooold have 
iHiN>ti>^ )M\jr WItcr, way message, any 
VNi>Nr mikikown to you ?" 

"^ I vtmttot think it. Why do you 
#lk ^ ^>h> Allen, you do not believe 
^W<^ uk any accomplice in this dis- 
Idlfil^iMMiice ! No, you do not believe 



it. But my child's honour ! What 
will the world think?" 

Not for the world cared I at that 
moment I could think only of 
Lilian, and without one suspicion 
that imputed blame to her. 

** Be quiet, be silent ; perhaps she 
has gone on some visit, and will 
return. Meanwhile, leave inquiry 
to me." 
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It seemed incredible that Lilian 
could wander far without being 
observed. I soon ascertained that 
she bad not gone away by the rail- 
way—by any pubUo conveyance- 
had hired no carriage ; she must 
therefore be still in the town, or 
have left it on foot. The greater 
part of the day was consumed in 
unsuccessful inquiries, and faint 
hopes that she would return ; mean- 
while, the news of her disappear- 
ance had spread : how could such 
news fail to do so ? 

An acquaintance of mine met me 
under the archway of Monks' Gate. 
He wrung my hand, and looked at 
me with great compassion. 

"I fear," said he, "that we were 
all deceived in that young Mar- 
grave. He seemed so well conducted, 
in spite of his lively manners. 
But—" 

" But what?" 

"Mrs. Ashleigh was, perhaps, im- 
prudent to admit him into her 
house so familiarly. He was cer- 
tainly very handsome. Young 
ladies will be romantic." 

"How dare you, sir!" I cried, 
choked with rage. "And without 



any colouring to so calumnious a 
suggestion ! Margrave has not been 
in the town for many days. No 
one knows even where he is." 

" Oh yes, it is known where he 
is. He wrote to order the effects 
which he had left here to be sent to 
Penrith." 

"When?" 

" The letter arrived the day before 
yesterday. I happened to be calling 
at the house where he last lodged, 

when at L , the house opposite 

Mrs. Ashleigh's garden. No doubt 
the servants in both houses gossip 
with each other. Miss Ashleigh 
could scarcely fail to hear of Mr. 
Margrave's address from her maid ; 
and since servants will exchange 
gossip, they may also convey letters. 
Pardon me, you know I am your 
friend." 

"Not from the moment you 
breathe a word against my betrothed 
wife," said I, fiercely. 

I wrenched myself from the clasp 
of the man's hand, but bis words 
still rang in my ears. I mounted 
my horse ; I rode into the adjoining 
suburbs, the neighbouring villages ; 
there, however, I learned nothing 
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till, just at nightfall, in a hamlet 

about ten miles from L ^ a 

labourer declared he had seen a 
young lady dressed as I described, 
who passed by him in a path through 
the fields a little before noon ; that 
he was surprised to see one so young, 
so well dressed, and a stranger to 
the neighbourhood (for he knew by 
sight the ladies of the few famiUes 
scattered round), walking alone; 
that as he stepped out of the path 
to make way for her, he looked hard 
into her face, and she did not heed 
him— seemed to gaze right before 
her, into space. If her expression 
had been less quiet and gentle, he 
should have thought, he could 
scarcely say why, that she was not 
quite right in her mind— there was 
a strange unconscious stare in her 
eyes, as if she were walking in her 
sleep. Her pace was very steady- 
neither quick nor slow. He had 
watched her till she passed out of 
sight, amidst a wood through which 
the path wound its way to a village 
at some distance. 

I followed up this clue. I arrived 
at the village to which my informant 
directed me, but night had set in. 
Most of the houses were closed, so 
I could glean no further informa- 
tion from the cottages or at the inn. 
But the police superintendent of 
the district lived in the village, and 
to him I gave instructions which I 
had not given, and, indeed, would 
have been disincUned to give, to the 

poUce at L . He was intelligent 

and kindly: he promised to com- 
municate at once with the different 
police-stations for miles round, and 
vnth all delicacy and privacy. It 
was not probable that Lilian could 
have wandered in one day much 
farther than the place at which I 
then was; it was scarcely to be 
conceived that she could baffle my 
pursuit and the practised skill of 
the police. I rested but a few hours. 



at a small public-house, and was on 
horseback again at dawn. A little 
after sunrise I again heard of the 
wanderer. At a lonely cottage, by 
a brick-kiln, in the midst of a wide 
common, she had stopped the pre- 
vious evening, and asked for a 
draught of milk. The woman who 
gave it to her inquired if she had 
lost her way? She said "No;** 
and, only tarrying a few minutes, 
had gone across the common ; and 
the woman supposed she was a 
visitor at a gentleman's house which 
was at the farther end of the waste, 
for the path she took led to no town, 
no village. It occurred to me, then^ 
thatJJilian avoided all high-roads, 
all places, even the humblest, where 
men congregated together. But 
where could she have passed the 
night ? Not to fatigue the reader 
with the fruitless result of frequent 
inquiries, I will but say that at the 
end of the second day I had suc- 
ceeded in ascertaining that I was 
still on her track; and though I 
had ridden to and fro nearly double 
the distance— coming back again to 
places I had left behind— it was at 
the distance of forty miles from 

L that I last heard of her that 

second day. She had been seen sitting 
alone by a httle brook only an hour 
before. I was led to the very spot 
by a woodman— it was at the hour 
of twilight when he beheld her— 
she was leaning her face on her 
hand, and seemed weary. He spoke 
to her; she did not answer, but rose, 
and resumed her way along the 
banks of the streamlet. That night 
I put up at no inn ; I followed the 
course of the brook for miles, then 
struck into every path that I could 
conceive her to have taken— in vain. 
Thus I consumed the night on foot, 
tying my horse to a tree, for he was 
tired out, and returning to him at 
sunrise. At noon, the third day, I 
again heard of her, and in a remote. 
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saTage pari of tibe country. The 
tetores of the landscape were 
changed; there was little foliage 
and little culture, but the ground 
was broken into mounds and hol- 
lows, and covered with patches of 
lieatii and stunted brushwood. She 
had been seen by a shepherd, and 
he made the same obserration as 
the first who had guided me on her 
tndL— she looked to him " like some 
one walking in her sleep.'* An hour 
or two later, in a dell, amongst tiie 
Ikurx^-bushes, I ohanoed on a knot 
of ribbon. I recognised the colour 
Lilian habitually wore; I felt cer- 
tain that the ribbon was hers. Cal- 
onlating the utmost speed I could 
ascribe to her, she could not be far 
off, yet still I failed to discoTer. 
Onie scene now was as solitary as a 
desert ; I met no one on my way. 
At Iragth, a Httle after sunset, I 
found myself in view of the sea. A 
small town nestled below the olifiEs, 
on which I was guiding my weary 
horse. I entered the town, and 
while my horse was baiting went in 
search of the resident policeman. 
The information I had directed to 
be sent round the country had 
reached him ; he had acted on it^ 
but without result. I was surprised 
to hear him address me by name, 
and looking at him more narrowly, 
I recognised him for th6 policeman 
Waby. This young man had always 
expressed so grateful a sense of my 
attendance on his sister, and had, 
indeed, so notably evinced his grati- 
tude in prosecuting with Margrave 
the inquiries which terminated in 
the discovery of Sir Philip Derval's 
murderar, that I confided to him 
tiie name of the wanderer, of which 
he had not been previously in- 
formed; but whidi it would be, 
indeed, impossible to conceal from 
him should the search in which his 
aid was asked prove successful,— as 
he knew Miss Ashleigh by sight. His 



face immediately became thought-^ 
ful. He paused a minute or two» 
and then said: 

" I think I have it^ but I do not 
like to say ; I may pain you, sir.'' 

** Not by confidence ; you i>ain m» 
by concealment." 

The man he^tated still; I en- 
couraged him, and then hie spoke^ 
out frankly. 

"Sir, did you never think it stranfifr 
that Mr. Margrave should move 
firom his handsome rooms in the 
hotd to a somewhat umxmifortable 
lodging, from tiie window of which 
he could look down on Mrs. Ash* 
leigh's garden ? I have seen him at 
night in the balcony of that window,, 
and when I noticed him going so 
frequently into Mrs. Ashleigh's- 
house during your unjust detention^ 
I own, sir, 1 felt for you—" 

*'Nonsaise ! Mr. Margrave went 
to Mrs. Ashleigh's house as my 

friend. He has left L weeks 

ago. What has all this to do- 
with—?" 

"Patience, sir; hear me out. I 
was sent from Ir — to this station 
(on promotion, sir) a fortnight 
since last Friday, for there has been 
a good deal of crime hereabouts ; it 
is a bad neighbourhood, and full of 
smugglers; — some days ago, in 
watching quietly near a lonely- 
house, of which the owner is a 
suspicious character down in my 
books, I saw, to my amazement, 
Mr. Margrave come out of that 
house— come out of a private door 
in it, which belongs to a part of the 
building not inhabited by the owner, 
but which used formerly, when the 
house was a sort of inn, to be let to 
night lodgers of the humblest de- 
scription. I followed him ; he went 
down to the sea«shore^ walked about; 
singing to himself; then returned 
to the housei, and re-entered by the 
same door. I soon learned that he 
lodged in the house—had lodged 
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th^e for several days. Tbe nest 
morning, a fine yacht arriywl at a 
tolerably convenient creek about a 
mile from the houses and there aor 
chored. Sailors came ashore, ram- 
bling down to this town. The yacht 
belonged to Mr. Margrave ; lie had 
purchased it by commissifm in 
London. It is stored for a long 
voyage. He had directed it to come 
to him in this out^f-the-way plaeet, 
where no gentleman's yacht ever 
put in before, though the creek, o^r 
bay, is handy enough for snoh craft 
Wedl^ sir, is it not strange that a 
rich young gentleman ^oold come 
to this unfrequented sea-shore, put 
up with accommodation that must 
be of the rudest kind, in the boose 
of a man known as a desperate 
smuggler, suspected to be worse ?— 
order a yacht to meet him here ; is 
not all this strange? But would 
it be strange if he were waiting for 
a young lady? And if a young 
lady has fled at night from her hom^ 
and has come secretly along by- 
paths, which must have been very 
fully explained to her beforehand, 
and is now near that young gentle- 
man's lodging, if not actually in it— 
if this be so, why, the af^Eur is not 
so very strange after aU. And now 
do you forgive me, sir ? * 

** Where is this house ? Leadme 
to it." 

" You can hardly get to it except 
on foot; rough walking, sir, and 
about seven miles off by the shortest 
cut." 

" Come, and at once; comequkkly. 
We must be there before— before— " 

** Sefwe the young lady can get 
to the place. Well, from what you 
say of the spot in which she was last 
seen, I think, on reflection, we magr 
easily do that. I am at your service, 
sir. But I should warn you that 
the owners of the house, man and 
wife, are both of viUanous character 
•—would do anythine^ for money. Mr. 



Margrave, no doubt, has money 
enough; and if the young lady 
chooee^to go away with Mr. Mar- 
grave, you know I have no power 
to hdp it.'* 

'^ Leave all that to me ; all I ask 
of you is to show me the honse."^ 

We wore aeon out of the town ; 
the night had closed in ; it was very 
dark, in spite of a few stars ; tiie- 
path was rugged and precipitons*. 
sometimes skirting the very brink, 
of perilous cliffii; sometimea delving 
down tothesesHBhore— thevestq[)ped 
by rode or wave— and painfiilly re- 
windlBg up the ascent. 

"It is an ugly path, sir, but it 
saves four miles;: and anyhow the- 
road is a bad one/' 

We came, at last, to a finr 
wretched fishenuRt's hutSb Tlfee 
moon had now risen, and reveaM 
the squalor of poverty-stricken 
ruinous hovek; a couple of boats 
moored to the shore; a moaniaft 
fretful sea; and at a distance^ a 
vessel, with lights on board, lying 
perfectly still at anchor in a ^<d« 
tered curve of the boM rude shonk 
The policeman pointed to the 
vesseL 

** The yacht, sir; the wind will be 
in her ftkvour if she sails to-nightf 

We qmdkoied our pace as w^ as 
the nature of the path would per«^ 
mit, lefb the huts behind us, aad^ 
about a mile farther on, came to a 
sditary house, larger than, from the 
policeman's description of Mar« 
grave's lodgment, I should have 
presupposed: a house that in the 
wilder parts of Scotland might be 
almost a lairdfs; but even in the 
moonlight it looked very dilapi- 
dated and desolate. Most of the 
windows were closed, some with 
panes broken, stufiESed with wisps of 
straw ; there were the remains of a 
waU round the house ; it was l»roken 
in some parts (only its foundation 
lefb). On iq>iHroaching the house, 1. 
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observed two doors—one on the side 
fronting the sea^ one on the other 
«ide facing a patch of broken ground 
•that might once have been a garden, 
and lay waste within the enclosure 
of the ruined wall, encumbered 
with various litter — heaps of rub- 
bish, a ruined shed, the carcase of a 
worn-out boat. This latter door 
«tood wide open — the other was 
closed. The house was still and 
dark, as if either deserted, or all 
within it retired to rest 

" I think that open door leads at 
once to the rooms Mr. Margrave 
hires ; he can go in and out without 
disturbing the other inmates. They 
caused to keep, on the side which 
they inhabit, a beer-house, but the 
magistrates shut it up ; still, it is a 
presort for bad characters. Now, sir, 
what shall we do ? " 

"Watch separately. Tou wait 
within the enclosure of the wall, 
hid by those heaps of rubbish, near 
the door ; none can enter but what 
you will observe them. If you see 
her, you will accost and stop her, 
and call aloud for me ; I shall be in 
hearing. I will go back to the high 
part of the ground yonder — it seems 
to me that she must pass that way ; 
and I would desire, if possible, to 
Bave her Arom the humiliation, the 
^-the shame of coming within the 
precincts of that man's abode. I 
feel I may trust you now and here- 
after. It is a great thing for the 
happiness and honour of this poor 
young lady and her mother, that I 
•may be able to declare that I did 
not take her from that man, from 
any man— from that house, from 
any house. You comprehend me, 
and will obey P I speak to you as a 
confidant— a friend." 

"I thank you with my whole 
heart, sir, for so doing. You saved 
my sister's life, and the least I can 
do is to keep secret all that would 
pain your life if blabbed abroad. I 



know what mischief folks' tongues 
can make. I will wait by the door, 
never fear, and will rather lose my 
place than not strain all the legal 
power I possess to keep the young 
lady back from sorrow.** 

This dialogue was interchanged 
in close hurried whisper behind the 
broken wall, and out of all hearing. 
Waby now crept through a wide 
gap into the enclosure, and nestled 
himself silently amidst the wrecks 
of the broken, boat, not six feet 
from the open door, and close to 
the wall of the house itself. I went 
back some thirty yards up the road, 
to the rising ground which I had 
pointed out to him. According to 
the best calculation I could make — 
considering the pace at which I had 
cleared the precipitous pathway, 
and reckoning from the place and 
time at which Lilian had been last 
seen — she could not possibly have 
yet entered that house. I might 
presume it would be more than 
half an hour before she could ar- 
rive ; I was in hopes that, during 
the interval, Margrave might show 
himself, perhaps at the door, or 
from the windows, or I might even 
by some light from the latter be 
guided to the room in which to find 
him. If, after waiting a reasonable 
time, Lilian should fail to appear, I 
had formed my plan of action ; but 
it was important for the success of 
that plan that I should not lose my- 
self in the strange house, nor bring 
its owners to Margrave's aid— that 
I should surprise him alone and 
unawares. Half an hour, three 
quarters, a whole hour thus passed 
— no sign of my poor wanderer; 
but signs there were of the enemy, 
from whom I resolved, at whatever 
risk, to free and to save her. A 
window on the ground-floor to the 
left of the door, which had long 
fixed my attention because I had 
seen light through the chinks of 
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the shutters, slowly unclosed, the 
shutters fell back, the casement 
opened, and I beheld Margrave dis- 
tinctly; he held something in his 
hand that gleamed in the moon- 
light, directed not towards the 
mound on which I stood, nor to- 
wards the path I had taken, but 
towards an open space beyond the 
ruined wall, to the right. Hid by a 
cluster of stunted shrubs, I watched 
him with a heart that beat with 
rage, not with terror. He seemed 
so intent in his own gaze, as to be 
unheeding or unconscious of all 
else. 1 stole from my post, and, 
still under cover, sometimes of the 
broken wall, sometimes of the 
shaggy ridges that skirted the path,, 
crept on, on till I reached the side 
of the house itself ; then, there se- 
cure from his eyes, should he turn 
them, I stepped over the ruined 
wall, scarcely two feet high in that 
place, on — on towards the door. I 
passed the spot on which the police- 
man had shrouded himself ; he was 
seated, his back against the ribs of 
the broken boat. I put my hand to 
his mouth that he might not cry 
out in surprise, and whispered in 
his ear; he stirred not I shook 
him by the arm: still he stirred 
not. A ray of the moon fell on his 
face. I saw that he was in a pro- 
found slumber. Persuaded that it 
was no natural sleep, and that he 
had become useless to me, I passed 
him by. I was at the threshold of 
the open door ; the light from the 
window close by falling on the 
ground; I was in the passage; a 
glimmer came through the chinks 
of a door to the left ; I turned the 
handle noiselessly, and, the next 
moment. Margrave was locked in 
my grasp. 

" Call out," I hissed in his ear, 
" and I strangle you before any one 
can come to your help ! " 

He did not call out ; his eye, fixed 



on mine as he writhed round, saw, 
perhaps, his peril if he did. His 
countenance betrayed fear, but as I 
tightened my grasp that expression 
gave way to one of wrath and fierce- 
ness ; and as, in turn, I felt the grip 
of his hand, I knew that the 
struggle between us would be that 
of two strong men, each equally 
bent on the mastery of the other. 

I was, as I have said before, en- 
dowed with an unusual degree of 
physical power, disciplined in early 
youth by athletic exercise and con- 
test. In height and in muscle I 
had greatly the advantage over my 
antagonist, but such was the ner- 
vous vigour, the elastic energy of 
his incomparable frame, in which 
sinews seemed springs of steel, that 
had our encounter been one in 
which my strength was less heights 
ened by rage, I believe that I could 
no more have coped with him than 
the bison can cope with the boa ; 
but I was animated by that passion 
which trebles for a time all our 
forces— which makes even the weak 
man a match for the strong. I felt 
that if I were worsted, disabled, 
stricken down, Lilian might be lost 
in losing her sole protector ; and on 
the other hand. Margrave had been 
taken at the disadvantage of that 
surprise which will half unnerve 
the fiercest of the wild beasts; 
while as we grappled, reeling and 
rocking to and fro in our struggle, 
I soon observed that his attention 
was distracted— that his eye was 
turned towards an object which he 
had dropped involuntarily when I 
first seized him. He sought to drag 
me towards that object, and when 
near it stooped to seize. It was a 
bright, slender, short wand of steeL 
I remembered when and where I 
had seen it, whether in my waking 
state or in vision ; and as his hand 
stole down to take it from the floor, 
I set on the wand my strong foot. 



A STRANGE STORY. 



I eannot tell by what rapid process 
-of thought and assooiation I oame 
to the belief that the poasession of 
m little piece of blunted steel would 
■decide the conflict in fa^nrofthe 
yoBsesBor, but the struggle now was 
-ooncentred on the attainment of 
ifait seemingly idle weapon. I was 
becoming breathless and exhausted, 
while Margrave seemed every mo- 
ment to gather up new force, when, 
•collecting all my strength for one 
final effort, I lifted him suddenly 
high in the air, and hurled him to 
the feirthest end of the cramped 
4ffena to which our contest was con- 
fined. He fell, and with a force by 
which most men would have been 
stunned; but he recovered himself 
with a quick rebound, and, as he 
tftood Uucmg me, there was some- 
thing grand as well as terrible in 
his aspect His eyes literally flamed, 
'as those of a tiger; his rich hair, 
fiung back from his knitted fore- 
head, seemed to erect itself as an 
ungry mane ; his lips, slightly 
parted, showed the glitter of his set 
teeth ; his whole frame seemed 
larger in the tension of the muscles, 
tind as, gradually relaxing his first 
defying and haughty attitude, he 
crouched as the panther crouches 
for its deadly spring, I felt as if it 
were a wild beast whose rush was 
-coming upon me— wild beast, but 
still Man, the king of the animals, 
fashioned forth from no mixture of 
humbler races by the slow revolu- 
iions of time, but his royalty 
stamped on his form when the earth 
became fit for his coming* 

• **And yet, even if we entirely omit 
the consideration of the soul, that im- 
material and immortal principle which is 
for a time united to his body, aad view 
him only in his merely animal character, 
man is still the most excellent of animals." 
—Dr. Kidd on the Adaptation of External 
ll'ature to the Physical Condition of Man 
<Sect. iii,, p. 18). 



At that moment I snatched up 
the wand, directed it towards him, 
and advanong with a fearless stride, 
cried — 

''Ilown to my feet, miserable 
sorcerer!" 

To my own amase, the effect was 
instantaneous. My terrible antag- 
onist dropped to the floor as a dog 
drops at the word of his master. 
The muscles of his frowning oounte- 
nance relaxed, the glare of his 
wrathful eyes grew dull and rayless; 
his limbs lay prostrate and un- 
nerved, his head rested against the 
wall, his arms limp and drooping by 
hisside. I approached him slowly 
and cautiously ; he seemed cast into 
a profound slumber. 

" You are at my mercy now ! " 
said I. 

He moved his head as in sign of 
deprecating submission. 

** You hear and understand me ? 
Speak ! " 

His lips faintly muttered, " Yes." 

" I command you to answer truly 
the questions I shall address to 
you.'* 

"I must while yet sensible of 
the power that has passed to your 
hand." 

"Is it by some occult magnetic 
property in this wand that you have 
exercised so demoniac an influence 
over a creature so pure as Lilian 
Ashleigh ? " 

** By that wand and by other arts 
which you could not comprehend." 

"And for what infamous object ? 
—her seduction, her dishonour ? " 

" No ! I sought in her the aid of a 
giffc which would cease, did she cease 
to be pure. At first I but cast my 
influence upon her that through her 
I might influence yourself. I needed 
your help to discover a secret. 
Circumstances steeled your mind 
against me. I could no longer hope 
that you would voluntarily lend 
yourself to my will. Meanwhile, I 
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had found in her the light of a loftier 
knowledge than that of your science ; 
through that knowledge^duly heeded 
«nd cultivated, I hoped to di?ine 
what I cannot of myself diENX>ver. 
Therefore I deepened over her mind 
the' spells I (command— therefore I 
iiave drawn her hither as the load- 
stone draws the steel, and therefore 
I would have home her with me to 
the shores to which I was ahout this 
night to saiL I had cast the inmates 
of the house and all around it, into 
slumher, in order that none might 
witness her departure; had I not 
done so, I should have summoned 
others to my aid, in spite of your 
threat." 

" And would Lilian Ashleigh have 
passively accompanied you, to her 
own irretrievahle disgrace ? " 

"She could not have helped it; 
«h6 would have heen unconscious of 
her acts; she was, and is, in a trance; 
nor, had she gone with me, would 
she have waked from that state 
while she lived; that would not 
have been long." 

" Wretch ! and for what object of 
unhallowed curiosity do you exert 
an influence which withers away 
the life of its victim?" 

''Not curiosity, but the instinct 
of self-preservation. I count on no 
life beyond the grave. I wonld 
defy the grave, and live on." 

"And was it to learn, through 
some ghastly agencies, the secret of 
renewing existence, that you lured 
me by the shadow of your own 
image on the night when we met 
last?" 

The voice of Margrave here be- 
came very faint as he answered me, 
and his countenance began to ex^ 
hibit the signs of an exhaustion 
almost mortal. 

** Be quick," he murmured, " or I 
die. The fluid which emanates 
from that wand, in the hand of one 
who envenoms the fluid with his 



own hatred and rage, will prove 
fatal to my life. Lower the wand 
from my forehead; low— low r— 
lower stiU ! " 

"What was the nature of that 
rite in which you oonstrained me to 
share?'' 

" I cannot say. You are killing 
me. Enough that you were saved 
from a great danger by the appari- 
tion of the protecting image vouch- 
safed to your eye; otherwise yon 
would— you would— Oh, release mel 
Away! away!" 

The foam gathered to his lips; 
his limbs became fearfully con- 
vulsed. 

"One question more: where is 
Lilian at this moment? Answer 
that question, and I depart." 

He raised his head, made a visible 
effort to rally his strength, afid 
gasped out — 

" Yonder. Pass through the open 
space up the cliff, beside a thorn- 
tree— you will find her there, where 
she halted when the wand dropped 
from my hand. But— but— be ware ! 
Ha! you will serve me yet, and 
through her! They said so that 
night, though you heard them not. 
Thby said it ! " Here his face be- 
came death-like ; he pressed his 
hand on his heart, and shrieked out, 
" Away— away ! or you are my 
murderer ! " 

I retreated to the other end of 
the room, turning the wand from 
him, and when I gained the door, 
looked back; his convulsions had 
ceased, but he seemed locked in a 
profound swoon. I left the room — 
the house— paused by Waby; he 
was still sleeping. "Awake!" I 
said, and touched him with the 
wand. He started up at once, 
rubbed his eyes, began stammering 
out excuses. I checked them, and 
bade him follow m^. I took the 
way up the open ground towards 
which Margrave had pointed the 
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wmd, and there, motionleflB, beside 
m gmried faotestic tiiom-tree, stood 
liliiii. Her arms were folded 
acroM her breast; her face, seen by 
iba moonlight, looked so innocent 
and so in&ntine, that I needed no 
other evidence to tell me how un- 
oooscioos she was of the peril to 
which her steps had been drawn. 
I took her gently by the hand. 
"jCknne with me," I said in a whisper, 
aiid she obeyed me silently, and with 
a placid smile. 

Rough though the way, she 
•eemed unconscious of fatigue. I 
placed her arm in mine, but she did 
not lean on it. We got back to the 
town. I obtained there an old 
chaise and a pair of horses. At 
morning Lilian was under her 
mother's roof. About the noon of 
that day fever seized her ; she be- 



came rapidly worse, and, to all 
appearance, in imminent danger. 
Delirium set in ; I watched beside 
her night and day, supported by an 
inward* conviction of her reooTery; 
but tortured by the sight of her 
sufferings. On the third [day a 
change for the better became visiUe ; 
her sleep was calm, her breatiiing 
regular. 

Shortly afterwards she woke out 
of danger. Her eyes fell at once an. 
me, with aU their old ineffable 
tender sweetness. 

** Oh, Allen, beloved, have I not 
been very illP But I am almost 
well now. Do not weep; I shall 
live for you — for your s^e." And 
she bent forward, drawing my hand 
from my streaming eyes, and kissing 
me with a child's guileless kiss on 
my burning forehead. 



■«o*- 



CHAPTER LVI. 




Lilian recovered, but the strange 
thing was this : all memory of the 
weeks that had elapsed since her 
return from visiting her aunt was 
completely obliterated ; she seemed 
in profound ignorance of the charge 
on which I had been confined— 
perfectly ignorant even of the ex- 
istence of Margrave. She had, 
indeed, a very vague reminiscence 
of her conversation with me in the 
garden— the first conversation which 
had ever been embittered by a dis- 
agreement—but that disagreement 
itself she did not recollect. Her 
belief was that she had been ill and 
light-headed since that evening. 
Prom that evening to the hour of her 
waking, conscious and revived, all 
irts a blank. Her love for me was 



restored, as if its thread had never 
been broken. Some such instances 
of oblivion after bodily illness or 
mental shock are familiar enough 
to the practice of all medical men ;* 

* Sach instances of suspense of memory 
are recorded in most physiolo^cal and in 
some metaphysical works. Dr. Aber- 
crombie notices some, more or less similar 
to that related in the text: — "A young 
lady who was present at a catastrophe in 
Scotland, in which many people lost their 
lives by the fall of the gallery of a church, 
escaped without any injury, but with the 
complete loss of the recollection of any 
of the circumstances ; and this extended 
not only to the accident, but to every- 
thing that had occurred to her for a 
certain time before going to church. A 
lady whom I attended some years ago in 
a protracted illness, in which her memory 
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and I was therefore enabled to 
appease the anxiety and wonder of 
Mrs. Ashleigh, by quoting various 
examples of loss, or suspension, of 
memory. "We agreed that it would 
be necessary to break to Lilian, 
though very cautiously, the story of 
Sir Philip Derval's murder, and the 
charge to which I had been sub- 
jected. She could not fail to hear 
of those events from others. How 
shall I express her womanly terror, 
her loving, sympathising pity, on 
hearing the tale, which I softened as 
well as I could ? 

"And to think that I knew 
nothing of this ! " she cried, clasp- 
ing my hand; *Ho think that you 
were in peril, and that I was not by 
your side ! *' 

Her mother spoke of Margrave as 
a visitor— an agreeable, lively stran- 
ger ; Lilian could not even recollect 
his name, but she seemed shocked 
to think that any visitor had been 
admitted while I was in circum- 
stances so awful ! Need I say that 
our engagement was renewed ? Ee- 
newed ! To her knowledge and to 
her heart it had never been inter- 
rupted for a moment. But oh! the 
malignity of the wrong world! 
Oh ! that strange lust of mangling 
reputations, which seizes on hearts 
the least wantonly cruel ! Let two 
idle tongues utter a tale against 
some third person, who never 



became mnch impaired, lost the recol- 
lection of a period of about ten or twelve 
years, bat spoke with perfect consistency 
of things as they stood before that time." 
Dr. Abercrombie adds : *' As far as I 
have been able to trace it, the principle 
in such cases seems to be, that when the 
memory is impaired to a certain degree, 
the loss of it extends backward to some 
event or some period by which a par- 
ticularly deep impression had been made 
upon the mind." — ^Abercrombie on the 
Intellectual Powers, pages 118, 119 (15th 
edition). 



offended the babblers, and how the 
tale spreads, like fire, lighted none 
know how, in the herbage of an 
American prairie ! Who shall put 
it out ? 

What right have we to pry into 
the secrets of other men's hearths ? 
True or false, the tale that is gab- 
bled to us, what concern of ours can 
it be? I speak not of cases to 
which the law has been summoned, 
which law has sifted, on which law 
has pronounced. But how, when 
the law is silent, can we assume 
its verdicts? How be all judges, 
where there has been no witness- 
box, no cross-examination, no jury ? 
Yet, every • day we put on our 
ermine, and make ourselves judges 
—judges sure to condemn, and on 
what evidence? That which no 
court of law will receive. Some- 
body has said something to some- 
body, which somebody repeats to 
everybody ! 

The gossip of L had set in full 

current against Lilian's fair name. 
No ladies had called or sent to con- 
gratulate Mrs. Ashleigh on her 
return, or to inquire after Lilian 
herself during her struggle between 
life and death. 

How I missed the Queen of the 
Hill at this critical moment ! How 
I longed for aid to crush the slander, 
with which I knew not how to 
grapple— aid in her knowledge of 
the world, and her ascendency over 
its judgments ! I had heard from 
her once since her absence, briefly 
but kindly expressing her amaze- 
ment at the ineffable stupidity 
which could for a moment have 
subjected me to a suspicion of Sir 
Philip Derval's strange murder, and 
congratulating me heartily on my 
complete vindication from so mon- 
strous a charge. To this letter no 
address was given. I supposed the 
omission to be accidental, but on 
calling at her house to inquire her 
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direction, I found that her servants 
did not Imow it. 

What, then, was my joy when, 
just at this juncture, I received a 
note from Mrs. Poyntz, stating that 
she had returned the night before, 
and would be glad to see me. 

I hastened to her house. ** Ah," 
thought I, as I sprang lightly up 
the ascent to the Hill, "how the 
tattlers will be silenced by a word 
from her imperial lips ! " And only 
just as I approached her door did it 
strike me how difficult— nay, how 
impossible to explain to her— the 
bard positive woman, hiBr who had, 
less ostensibly but more ruthlessly 
than myself, destroyed Dr. Lloyd for 
hia belief in the oomparativdy 



rational pretensions of clairvoyanoe 
—all the mystical excuses for Lilian's 
flight from her home ? How speak 
to her— or, indeed, to any one — 
about an occult fascination and a 
magic wand? No matter: surely 
it would be enough to say that, at 
the time, Lilian had been light- 
headed, under the influenoe of the 
fever which had afberwards nearly 
proved fatal The early friend of 
Anne Ashleigh would not be a 
severe critic on any tale that might 
right the good name of Anne Ash- 
leigh's daughter. So assured, with 
a light heart and cheerful face, X 
followed the servant into the great 
lady's pleasant but decorous pre- 
sence-chamber. 



CHAPTEE LVIL 



MB8. Potktz was on her favourite 
seat by the window, and, for a won- 
der, not knitting— that classic task 
seemed done ; but she was smooth- 
ing and folding the completed work 
with her white comely hand, and 
smiling over it, as if in complacent 
approval, when I entered the room. 
At the fireside sat the he-oolonel, 
inspecting a newly-invented baro- 
meter; at another window, in the 
farthest recess of the room, stood 
Miss Jane Poynts, with a young 
gentleman whom I had never be- 
fore seen, but who turned his eyes 
fUll upon me with a haughty look 
as the servant announced my name. 
He was tall, well proportioned, 
decidedly handsome, but with that 
expression of cold and concentred 
self-esteem in his very attitude, as 
Well as his countenance, which 



makes a man of merit unpopular, a 
man without merit ridiculous. 

The he-colonel, always punctili- 
ously civil, rose from his seat, shook 
hands with me cordially, and said, 
** Coldish weather to-day ; but we 
shall have rain to-morrow. Rainy 
seasons come in cycles. We are 
about to commence a cycle of them 
with heavy showers." He sighed, 
and returned to his barometer. 

Miss Jane bowed to me graciously 
enough, but was evidently a little 
confused, a circumstance which 
might well attract my notice, for I 
had never before seen that high- 
bred young lady deviate a hair's 
breadth from the even tenor of a 
manner admirable for a cheerful 
and courteous ease, which, one felt 
convinced, would be unaltered to 
those around her, if an earthquake 
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swallowed one up an inch before her 
feet. 

The young gentleman continaed 
to eye me loftily, as the heir-appa- 
rent to some celestial planet might 
-eye an inferior creatare from a 
Imlf-formed nebula suddenly drop- 
ped upon his sublime and perfected 
star. 

Mrs. Poyntz eixt^ided to me two 
fingers, and said, frigidly, "De- 
lighted to see you again! How 
kind to attend so soon to my note !" 
Motioning me to a seat beside her, 
she here turned to her husband, and 
said, " Poyntas, since a cycle of rain 
begins to-morrow, better secure 
your ride to-day. Take these young 
people with you. I want to talk 
with Dr. Fenwick.** 

The colonel carefully put away 
his barometer, and saying to his 
daughter "Come!'' went fcnrth. 
Jane followed her fiither; the 
young gentleman followed Jane. 

The reception I had met chilled 
and disappointed me. I felt that 
Mrs. Poyntz was changed, and in 
her change the whole house seemed 
changed. The very chairs looked 
civilly unfriendly, as if preparing to 
turn their backs on me. However, 
I was not in the false position of an 
intruder ; I had been summoned; it 
was for Mrs. Poyntz to speak first, 
and I waited quietly for her to do so. 

She finished the careful folding of 
her work, and then laid it at rest in 
the drawer of the table at which 
«he sat Haying so done, she 
turned to me, and said, — 

" By the way, I ought to have in- 
troduced to you my young guest^ 
Mr. Ashleigh Sumner. You would 
like him. He has talents— -not 
showy, but solid. He will succeed 
in public life." 

''So that young man is Mr. 
Ashleigh Sumner ? I do not won- 
der that Miss Ashleigh rejected 
ium." • 



I said this, for I was nettled, as well 
as surprised, at the coolness with 
which a lady who had professed a 
friendship for me, mentioned that 
fortunate young gentleman, with so 
complete an oblivion of all the ante- 
cedents that had once made his 
name painM to my ear. 

In turn, my answer seemed to 
nettle Mrs. Poyntz. 

**! am not so sure that she did 
reject; perhaps she rather mia- 
understood him; gallant compli- 
ments are not always proposals of 
marriage. However that be, his 
spirits were not much damped by 
Miss Ashleigh's disdain, nor his 
heart deeply smitten by her charms; 
for he is now very happy, very 
much attached to another young 
lady, to whom he proposed, three 
days ago, at Lady Delafield's, and 
not to make a mystery of what all 
our little world will know before 
to-morrow, that young lady is my 
daughter Jane." 

"Were I acquainted with Mr. 
Sumner, I should offer to Mm my 
sincere congratulations." 

Mrs. Poyntz resumed, without 
heeding a reply more complimen- 
tary to Miss Jane than to.the object 
of her choice: 

** I told you that I meant Jane to 
marry a rich country gentleman, 
and Ashleigh Sumner is the very 
country gentleman I had then in 
my thoughts. He is cleverer and 
more ambitious than I could have 
hoped : he will be a minister some 
dayt in right of his talents, and a 
peer, if he wishes it, in right of his 
lands. So that maUer is settled." 

There was a pause, during which 
my mind passed rapidly through 
links of reminiscence and reason- 
ing, which led me to a mingled 
sentiment of admiration for Mrs. 
Poyntz as a diplomatist and of dis- 
trust for Mrs. Poyntz as a friend. 
It was now clear why Mrs. Poyntz, 

^1 
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before 80 little disposed to approve 
my love, had urged me at once to 
offer my hand to Lilian, in order 
that she might depart afOanoed and 
engaged to the house in which she 
would meet Mr. Ashleigh Sumner. 
Hence, Mrs. Poyntz's anxiety to 
obtain all the information I could 
afford her of the sayings and doings 
at I^y Haughton's; hence, the 
publicity she had so suddenly given 
to my engagement; hence, when 
Mr. Sumner had gone away a re- 
jected suitor, her own departure 

from L ; she had seized the very 

moment when a vain and proud 
man, piqued by the mortification 
received from one lady, falls the 
easier prey to the arts which allure 
his suit to another. All was so far 
olear to me. And I— was my self- 
oonoeit less egregious and less 
readily duped thaji that of yon 
gilded popinjay's! How skilfhily 
this woman had knitted me into her 
work with the noiseless turn of her 
white hands! and yet, forsooth, I 
must vaunt the superior scope of 
my intellect, and plumb all the 
fountains of Nature— -I, who could 
not fathom the little pool of this 
female schemer's mind ! 

But that was no time for resent- 
ment to her or rebuke to myself. 
She was now the woman who could 
best protect and save fr^m slander 
my innocent, beloved Lilian. But 
how approach that perplexing 
subject P 

Mrs. Poyntz approached it, and 
with her usual decision of purpose, 
which bore so deceitful a likeness 
to candour of mind. 

''But it was not to talk of my affairs 
that I asked you to call, Allen 
Fenwiok." As she uttered my 
name, her voice softened, and her 
manner took that maternal, caress- 
ing tenderness which had some- 
times amused and sometimes misled 
me, ** No, I do not forget that you 



asked me to be your friend, and I 
take, without scruple, the licence 
of friendship. What are these 
stories that I have heard already 
about LiUan Ashleigh, to whom yea 
were once engaged ?" 

" To whom I am still engaged." 

"Is it possible? Oh, then, of 
course the stories I have heard are 
all false. Very likely ; no fiction in 
scandal ever surprises me. Poor 
dear LiUan, then, never ran away 
from her mother's house ?" 

I smothered the angry pain which 
this mode of questioning caused me ; 
I knew how important it was to 
Lilian to secure to her the counte- 
nance and support of this absolute 
autocrat; I spoke of Lilian's long 
previous distemper of mind ; I ac- 
counted for it as any intelligent 
physician, unacquainted with all 
that I could not reveal, would ac- 
count. Heaven forgive me for the 
venial falsehood, but I spoke of the 
terrible charge against myself as 
enough to unhinge, for a time, the 
intellect of a girl so acutely sensitive 
as Lilian ; I sought to create that 
impression as to the origin of all 
that might otherwise seem strange;, 
and in this state of cerebral excite- 
ment she had wandered from homo 
—but alone. I had tracked every 
step of her way ; I had found and 
restored her to her home. A critical 
delirium had followed, from which 
she now rose, cured in health, un- 
suspicious that there could be a 
whisper against her name. And 
then, with all the eloquence I could 
command, and in words as adapted 
as I could frame them to soften 
the heart of a woman, herself a 
mother, I implored Mrs. Poyntz's 
aid to silence all the cruelties of 
calumny, and extend her shield over 
the child of her own early friend. 

When I came to an end, I had 
taken, with caressing force, Mrs. 
Poyntz's reluctant haads in mine. 
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There were tears in my voice, tears 
in my eyes. And the sound of her 
voice in reply gave me hope, for it 
was unusually gentle. She was 
evidently moved. The hope was 
soon quelled. 

" Allen Fen wick," she said, " you 
have a noble heart ; I grieve to see 
how it abuses your reason. I can- 
not aid Lilian Ashleigh in the way 
you ask. Do not start back so indig- 
nantly, listen to me as patiently 
as I have listened to you. That 
when you brought back the unfor- 
tunate young woman to her poor 
mother, her mind was disordered, 
and became yet more dangerously 
so, I can well believe ; that she is 
now recovered and thinks with 
shame, or refuses to think at all, of 
her imprudent flight, I can believe 
also; but I do not believe, the 
World cannot believe, that she did 
not, knowingly and purposely, quit 
her mother's roof, and in quest of 
that young stranger so incautiously, 
so unfeelingly admitted to her 
mother's house during the very 
time you were detained on the most 
awful of human accusations. Every 
one in the town knows that Mr. 
Margrave visited daily at Mrs. Ash- 
leigh's during that painful period ; 
every one in the town knows in 
what strange out-of-the-way place 
this young man had niched himself; 
and that a yacht was bought, and 
lying in wait there. What for ? It 
is said that the chaise in which you 
brought Miss Ashleigh back to her 
home was hired in a village within 
an easy reach of Mr. Margrave's 
lodging— of Mr. Margrave's yacht. 
I rejoice that you saved the poor 
girl from ruin ; but her good name 
is tarnished, and if Anne Ashleigh, 
whom I sincerely pity, asks me my 
advice, I can but give her this: 

'Leave L ^,take your daughter 

abroad ; and if she is not to marry 
Mr. Margrave^ marry her as quietly 



and as quickly as possible to some 
foreigner.' " 

" Madam ! madam ! this, then, is 
your friendship to her— to me ! Oh, 
shame on you to insult thus an affi- 
anced husband ! Shame on me ever 
to have thought you had a heart ! " 

*' A hearty man ! " she exclaimed, 
almost fiercely, springing up, and 
startling me with the change in her 
countenance and voice. ** And little 
you would have valued, and piti- 
lessly have crushed this heart, if I 
had suffered myself to show it to 
you ! What right have you to re- 
proach me ? I felt a warm interest 
in your career, an unusual attraction 
in your conversation and society. 
Do you blame me for that, or should 
I blame myself? Condemned to 
live amongst brainless puppets, my 
dull occupation to pull the strings 
that moved them, it was a new 
charm to my life to establish friend- 
ship and intercourse with intellect, 
and spirit, and courage. Ah 1 I 
understand that look, half incredu- 
lous, half inquisitive." 

"Inquisitive, no! incredulous, 
yes! You desired my friendship, 
and how does your harsh judgment 
of my betrothed wife prove either 
to me or to her mother, whom you 
have known from your girlhood, 
the first duty of a friend— which is 
surely not that of leaving a friend's 
side the moment that he needs 
countenance in calumny, succour in 
trouble ! " 

"It is a better duty to prevent 
the calumny and avert the trouble. 
Leave aside Anne Ashleigh, a cipher 
that I can add or abstract from my 
sum of life as I please. What is my 
duty to yourself ? It is plain. It 
is to tell you that your honour 
commands you to abandon all 
thoughts of LiUan Ashleigh as your 
wife. Ungrateful that you are ! 
Do you suppose it was no mortifica- 
tion to my pride of woman and 
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fiiend, that yoa never approached 
me in oonfidenoe except to ask my 
good oflBces in promoting your court- 
ship to another P— no shock to the 
quiet plans I had formed as to our 
ikmiliar thou^ harmless intimacy, 
to hear that you were hent on a 
marriage in which my firiend would 
belosttome?'' 

'^Not lost!— not lost! On the 
contrary, the regard I must suppose 
you had for Lilian would have heen 
a new link between our homes." 

"Pooh! Between me and that 
dreamy girl there could have been 
no sympathy, there could have 
grown up no regard. You would 
have been chained to your fireside, 
and— and— but no matter. I stifled 
my disappointment as soon as I felt 
it—stifled it, as all my life I have 
stifled that which either destiny or 
duty— duty to myself as to others- 
forbids me to indulge. Ah! do not 
ftmoy'me one of the weak criminals 
who can suffer a worthy liking to 
grow into a debasing love ! I was 
not in love with you, Allen Fen- 
wick." 

** Do you think I was ever so pre- 
sumptuous acoxcomb as to fancy it ?" 

**No," she said, more softly; "I 
was not so false to my household 
ties and to my own nature. But 
there are some friendships which are 
as jealous as love. I could have 
cheerfully aided you in any choice 
which my sense could have approved 
for you as wise ; I should have been 
pleased to have found in such a wife 
my most intimate companion. But 
that silly child !— absurd ! Never- 
theless, the freshness and enthusiasm 
of your love touched me ; you asked 
my aid, and I gave ib— perhaps I did 
believe that when you saw more of 
Lilian Ashleigh you would be cured 
of a fancy conceived by the eye— I 
should have known better what 
dupes the wisest men can be to the 
witoheries of a fidr fooe and eighteen! 



When I found your illusion obsti* 
nate, I wrenched myself away troai 
a vain regret, turned to my own 
schemes and my own ambition, and 
smiled bitterly to think tha^ in 
pressing you to propose so hastily ta 
Lilian, {I made your blind passion 
an agent in my own plans. Enough 
of this. I speak thus openly and 
boldly to you now, because now I 
have not a sentiment that can inter* 
fere with the dispassionate sound- 
ness of my counsels. I repeat, you 
cannot now marry Lilian Ashleigh ;. 
I cannot take my daughter to visit 
her; I cannot destroy the social 
laws that I myself have set in my 
petty kingdonL" 

*'Be it as you will. I have* 
pleaded for her while she is 
still Lilian Ashleigh. I plead for no 
one to whom I have once given my 
name. Before the woman whom I 
have taken from the altar, I can 
place, as a shield sufficient, my 
strong breast of man. Who has so 
deep an interest in Lilian's purity 
as I have ? Who is so fitted to know 
the exact truth of every whisi)er 
against her? Yet when I, whom 
you admit to have some reputation 
for shrewd intelligence,— I, who 
tracked her way, — I, who re- 
stored her to her home,— when I, 
Allen Eenwick, am so assured of her 
inviolable innocence in thought as 
in deed, that I trust my honour to 
her keeping, — surely, surely, I con- 
fute the scandal which you yourself 
do not believe, though you refuse to 
reject and to annul it ? " 

"Do not deceive yourself, Allen 
Fenwick," said she, still standing 
beside me, her countenance now 
hard and stem. "Look, where I 
stand, I am the Wobld! The 
World, not as satirists depreciate 
or as optimists extol its immutable 
proi>erties, its all-persuasive au- 
thority. I am the World! And 
my voice is the World's voice when 
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it thus warns you. Should you 
make this marriage, your dignity of 
charaoter and position would be 
gone!— ^if you look only to lucre 
and professional success, possibly 
they may not ultimately suffer. 
You have skill, which men need; 
their need may still draw patients 
to your door and pour guineas into 
your purse. But you have the 
pride, as well as the birth, of a gen- 
tleman, and the wounds to that 
pride will be hourly chafed and 
never healed. Your strong breast 
of man has no shelter to the frail 
name of woman. The World, in 
its health, will look down on your 
wife, though its sick may look up 
to you. This is not all. The World, 
in its gentlest mood of indulgence, 
will say, compassionately, 'Poor 
man ! how weak, and how deceived I 



What an unfortunate marriage!' 
But the World is not often indul- 
gent—it looks most to the motives 
most seen on the surface. And the 
World will more frequently say, 
'No, much too clever a man to be 
duped ! Miss Ashleigh had money. 
A good match to the man who liked 
gold better than honour.'" 

I sprang to my feet, with difficulty 
suppressing my rage ; and, remem- 
bering it was a woman who spoke 
to me, *' Farewell, madam," said I, 
through my grinded teeth. " Were 
you, indeed, the Personation of The 
World, whose mean notions you 
mouth so calmly, I could not dis- 
dain you more." I turned to the 
door, and left her still standing erect 
and menacing, the hard sneer on 
her resolute lip, the red glitter in 
her remorseless eye. 



CHAPTEB LVIII. 



If ever my heart vowed itself to 
Lilian, the vow was now the most 
trustful and the most sacred. I had 
relinquished our engagement before, 
but then her afiecUon seemed, no 
matter from what cause, so estranged 
from me, that though I might be 
miserable to lose her, I deemed that 
she would be unhappy in our union. 
Then, too, she was the gem and dar- 
ling of the little world in which she 
lived ; no whisper assailed her : now. 
I knew that she loved me ; I knew 
that her estrangement had been in- 
voluntary; I knew that appearances 
wronged her, and that they never 
cpuld be explained. I was in the 
true position of man to woman : I 
was the shield^ the bulwark, the 



fearless confiding protector ! Besign 
her now because the world babbled, 
because my career might be impeded, 
because my good name might be 
impeached—resign her, and, in that 
resignation, confirm all that was said 
against her! Could I do so, I 
should be the most craven of gen- 
tlemen, the meanest of men ! 

I went to Mrs. Ashleigh, and 
entreated her to hasten my union 
with her daughter, and fix the 
marriage-day. 

I found the poor lady 'dejected 
and distressed. She was now suffi- 
ciently relieved from the absorbing 
anxie^ for Lilian to be aware of the 
change on the face of tiiat World 
which the woman I had just quitted 
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personified and conoentred ; she had 
learned the cause from the bloodless 
lips of Miss Brabazon. 

"My child — my poor child!" 
mnrmuredthe mother. "And she 
so guileless— so sensitiye! Could 
she know what is said, it would kill 
her. She would never marry you, 
Allen— she would never bring shame 
to you!" 

"She never need learn the bar- 
barous calumny. Give her to me, 
and at once; patients, fortune, 

fame, are not found only at L 

Give her to me at once. But let 



me name a condition: I hmve a 
patrimonial independence — ^I have 
amassed large savings — I have my 
profession and my repute. I cannol 
touch her fortune — I cannot — ^never 
can ! Take it while you live ; when 
you die, leave it to accumulate for 
her children, if children she have; 
not to me ; not to her — unless I am 
dead or ruined ! " 

" Oh, Allen, what a heart I — what 
a heart ! No, not heart, Allen — 
that bird in its cage has a heart : 
*(mZ— what a soul !*' 



CHAPTER LIX 



How innocent was Lilian's virgin 
blush when I knelt to her, and 
prayed that she would forestsdl the 
date that had been fixed for our 
union, and be my bride before the 
breath of the autumn had withered 
the pomp of the woodland and 
silenced the song of the birds! 
Meanwhile, I was so fearfully 
anxious that she should risk no 
danger of hearing, even of sur- 
mising, the cruel slander against 
her— should meet no cold contemp- 
tuous looks— above all, should be 
safe from the barbed talk of- Mrs. 
Poyntz — that I insisted on the 
necessity of immediate change of 
air and scene. I proposed that we 
should all three depart, the next 
day, for the banks of my own 
beloved and native Windermere, 
By that pure mountain air, 
Lilian's health would be soon re- 
established : in the church hallowed 
to me by the graves of my fathers 
our vows could be plighted. No 
calumny had ever cast a shadow 



over those graves. I felt as if my 
bride would be safer in the neigh- 
bourhood of my mother's tomb. 

I carried my point: it was so 
arranged. Mrs. Ashleigh, however, 
was reluctant to leave before she 
had seen her dear friend, Margaret 
Poyntz. I had not the courage to 
tell her what she might expect to 
hear from that dear friend, but, as 
delicately as I could, I informed her 
that I had already seen the Queen 
of the Hill, and contradicted the 
gossip that had reached her; but 
that as yet, like other absolute 
sovereigns, the Queen of the Hill 
thought it poUtic to go with the 
popular stream, reserving all check 
on its direction till the rush of its 
torrent might slacken ; and that it 
would be infinitely wiser in Mrs. 
Ashleigh to postpone conversation 
with Mrs. Poyntz until Lilian's 

return to L as my wife. Slander 

by that time would have wearied 
iteelf out, and Mrs. Poyntz (as- 
suming her friendship to Mrs. Ash- 
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ieigh to be sincere) would then be 
enabled to say with authority to her 
subjects, " Dr. Fenwick alone knows 
the facts of the story, and his mar- 
riage with Miss Ashleigh refutes all 
the gossip to her prejudice.'' 

I made that evening arrangements 
with a young and rising practitioner 
to secure attendance on my patients 
during my absence. I passed the 
greater part of the night in drawing 
up memoranda to guide my proxy 
in each case, however humble the 
sufferer. This task finished, I 
chanced, in searching for a small 
microscope, the wonders of which 
I thought might interest and amuse 
Lilian, to open a drawer in which I 
kept the manuscript of my cherished 
Physiological Work, and, in so doing, 
my eye fell upon the wand which I 
had taken from Margrave. I had 
thrown it into that drawer on my 
return home, after restoring Lilian 
to her mother's house, and, in the 
anxiety which had subsequently 
preyed upon my mind, had almost 
forgotten the strange possession I 
had as strangely acquired. There 
it now lay, the instrument of agen- 
cies over the mechanism of nature 
which no doctrine admitted by my 
philosophy could accept, side by side 
with the presumptuous work which 
had analysed the springs by which 
nature is moved, and decided the 
principles by which reason metes 
out, from the inch of its knowledge, 
the plan of the Infinite Unknown. 

I took up the wand and examined 
it curiously. It was evidently the 
work of an age far remote from our 
own, scored over with half-obli- 
terated characters in some Eastern 
tongue, perhaps no longer extant. 
I found that it was hollow within. 
A more accurate observation showed, 
in the centre of this hollow, an ex- 
ceedingly fine thread-like wire, the 
unattached end of which would 
slightly touch the palm when the 



wand was taken into the hand. 
Was it possible that there might be 
a natural and even a simple cause 
for the effects which this instrument 
produced? Could it serve to col- 
lect, from that great focus of animal 
heat and nervous energy which is 
placed in the palm of the human 
hand, some such latent fluid as that 
which Eeichenbach calls the "odic," 
and which, according to him, "rushes 
through and pervades universal 
Nature ?" After all, why not? For 
how many centuries lay unknown 
all the virtues of the loadstone and 
the amber ? It is but as yesterday 
that the forces of vapour have be- 
come to men genii more powerful 
than those conjured up by Aladdin; 
that hght, at a touch, springs forth 
from invisible air; that thought 
finds a messenger swifter than the 
wings of the fabled Afrite. As, 
thus musing, my hand closed over 
the wand, I felt a wild thrill through 
my frame. I recoiled ; I was alarmed 
lest (according to the plain common- 
sense theory of Julius Faber) I 
might be preparing my imagination 
to form and to credit its own illu- 
sions. Hastily I laid down the 
wand. But theti it occurred to me, 
that whatever its properties, it had 
so served the purposes of the dread 
Fascinator from whom it had been 
taken, that he might probably seek 
to repossess himself of it ; he might 
contrive to enter my house in my 
absence ; more prudent to guard in 
my own watchful keeping the in- 
comprehensible instrument of in- 
comprehensible arts. I resolved, 
therefore, to take the wand with 
me, and placed it in my travelling- 
trunk, with such effects as I selected 
for use in the excursion that was to 
commence with the morrow. I now 
lay down to rest, but I could not 
sleep. The recollections of the pain- 
ful interview with Mrs. Poyntz be- 
came vivid and haunting. It was 
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dear that the sentiiiient she had 
oonoeived for me was that of no 
simple friendship— something more 
or something less — hut certainly 
something else; and this conviction 
brought before me that proud hard 
fjEMse, disturbed by a pang wrestled 
against but not subdued, and that 
dear metallic voice, troubled by the 
quiver of an emotion which, per- 
h&ips, she had never analysed to 
herself. I did not need her own 
assurance to know that this senti- 
ment was not to be confounded with 
a love which she would have despised 
as a weakness and repelled as a 
crime ; it was an inclination of the 
intellect, not a passion of the heart. 
But still it admitted a jealousy little 
less keen than that which has love 
for its cause — so true it is that 
jealousy is never absent where self- 
love is always present Certainly, 
it was to susceptibility of sober 
friendship which had made the stem 
arbitress of a coterie ascribe to her 
interest in me her pitiless judgment 
of Lilian. Strangely enough, with 
the image of this archetype of con- 
ventional usages and the trite social 
life, came that of the mysterious 
Margrave, surrounded by all the 
attributes with which superstition 
dothes the being of the shadowy 
border-land that lies beyond the 
chart of our visual world itself. By 
what link were creatures so dis- 
similar riveted together in the me- 
taphysical chain of association? 
Both had entered into the record 
of my life when my life admitted its 
own first romance of love. Through 
the aid of this cynical schemer I 
had been made known to Lilian. 
At her house I had heard the dark 
story of that Louis Grayle, with 
whom, in mocking spite of my rea- 
son, conjectures, which that very 



reason must depose itself before it 
could resolve into distempered fan- 
des, identified the enigmatical Mar- 
grave. And now both she, the 
representative of the formal world 
most opposed to visionary creedsi,. 
and he, who gathered round him 
all the terrors which haunt the 
realm of fable, stood united against 
me— foes with whom the intellect I 
had so haughtily cultured knew not 
how to cope. Whatever assault I 
might expect from either, I was 
unable to assail again. Alike, then,, 
in this, are the Slander and the 
Phantom; that which appals us 
most in their fpower over us is our 
impotence against them. 

But up rose the sun, chasing the 
shadows from the earth, and bright- 
ening insensibly the thoughts of 
man. After all. Margrave had been 
baffled and defeated, whatever the 
arts he had practised and the secrets 
he possessed. It was, at least, doubt- 
ful whether his evil machinations 
would be renewed. He had seemed 
so incapable of long-sustained fixity 
of purpose, that it was probable he 
was already in pursuit of some new 
agent or victim ; and as to this com- 
monplace and conventional spectre, 
the so-called World, if it is every- 
where to him whom it awes, it is 
nowhere to him who despises it. 
What was the good or bad word of 
a Mrs. Poyntz to me ? Ay, but to 
Lilian ? There, indeed, I trembled ; 
but still, even in trembling, it was 
sweet to think that my home would 
be her shelter— my choice her vin- 
dication. Ah! how unutterably 
tender and reverential Love be- 
comes when it assumes the duties 
of the guardian, and hallows its 
own heart into a sanctuary of 
refuge for the bdoved ! 
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CHAPTER LX, 



Ths beautiful lake ! We two are 
on its grassy margin— -twilight melt- 
ing into night; the stars stealing 
forth, one after one. What a won- 
derful change is made within us 
when we come from our callings 
amongst men, chafed, wearied, 
wounded; gnawed by our cares, 
perplexed by the doubts of our very 
wisdom, stung by the adder that 
dwells in cities-blander; nay, even 
if renowned, fatigued with the bur- 
den of the very names that we have 
won! What a change is made 
within us when suddenly we find 
ourselves transported into the calm 
solitudes of Nature;— into scenes 
familiar to our happy dreaming 
childhood; back, back from the 
dusty thoroughfares of our toil- 
worn manhood to the golden foun- 
tain of our youth ! Blessed is the 
change, even when we have no com- 
panion beside us to whom the heart 
can whisper its sense of relief and 
joy. But if the one, in whom all 
our future is garnered up, be with 
us there, instead of that weary 
World which has so magically 
vanished away from the eye and 
the thought, then does the change 
make one of those rare epochs of 
life in which the charm is the still- 
ness. In the pause from all by 
which our own turbulent struggles 
for happiness trouble existence, we 
feel with a rapt amazement, how 
calm a thing it is to be happy. And 
so as the night, in deepening, bright- 



ened, Lilian and I wandered by the* 
starry lake. Consdous of no evil 
in ourselves, how secure we felt 
from evil! A few days more— a 
few days more, and we two should 
be as one ! Aiid that thought we- 
uttered in many forms of words,, 
brooding over it in the long inter- 
vals of enamoured silence. 

And when we turned back to the 
quiet inn at which we had taken 
up our abode, and her mother, with 
her soft face, advanced J» meet us, 
I said to Lilian : 

*' Would that in these scenes we 
could fix our home for Ufe, awaj 
and afar from the dull town we have 
left behind us, with the fret of its 
wearying cares and the jar of its- 
idle babble!" 

"And why not, Allen ? Why not? 
But no, you would not be happy." 

" Not be happy, and with you ? 
Sceptic, by what reasonings do yoa 
arrive at that ungracious conclu- 
sion?" 

"The heart loves repose and the 
soul contemplation, but the mind 
needs action. Is it not so ? " 

** Where learned you that aphor- 
ism, out of place on such rosy lips ?" 

"I learned it in studying you," 
murmured Lilian, tenderly. 

Here Mrs. Ashleigh joined us. 
For the first time I slept under the 
same roof as Lilian. And I forgot 
that the universe contained an 
enigma to solve or an enemy to 
fear. 
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'I(%I|\VX 4i^'i— the happiest my life 
lilld^ ^v^ ki^own — thus glided on. 
^J^l irom the charm which love 
b^iU^wii on the beloved, there was 
VM^i itt Lilian's conversation which 
ijua4^ her a delightful companion. 
%h^er it was that, in this pause 
fipom the toils of my career, my mind 
90iUd more pliantly supple itself to 
hw graceful imagination, or that 
lltr imagination was less vague and 
dreuny amidst those rural scenes, 
whioh realized in their loveliness 
•nd grandeur its long -conceived 
ideals, than it had been in the petty 
garden - ground neighboured by 
tiie stir and hubbub of the busy 
town,— in much that I had once 
slighted or contemned as the vagaries 
of undisciplined fancy, I now recog- 
nised the sparkle and play of an 
intuitive genius, lighting up many a 
depth obscure to instructed thought. 
It is with some characters as with 
the subtler and more ethereal order 
of poets. To appreciate them we 
must suspend the course of artificial 
■life. In the city we call them 
dreamers, on the mountain-top we 
find them interpreters. 

In Lilian, the sympathy with 
Nature was not, as in Margrave, 
from the joyous sense of Nature's 
lavish vitality ; it was refined into 
exquisite perception of the diviner 
-spirit by which that vitality is in- 
'formed. Thus, like the artist, from 
outward forms of beauty she drew 
forth the covert types, lending to 
things the most familiar exquisite 
meanings unconceived before. For 
it is truly said by a wise critic of old, 
that "the attribute of Art is to 
suggest infinitely more than it ex- 
presses;" and such suggestions, 



passing from the artist's innermost 
thought into the mind that receives 
them, open on and on into the 
Infinite of Ideas, as a moonlit wave 
struck by a passing oar impels 
wave upon wave along one track 
of light. 

So the days glided by, and brought 
the eve of our bridal mom. It had 
been settled that, after the ceremony 
(which was to be performed by 
Ucence in the village church, at no 
great distance, whioh acljoined my 
paternal home, now passed away to 
strangers), we should make a short 
excursion into Scotland, leaving 
Mrs. Asbleigh to await our return 
at the little inn. 

I had retired to my own room to 
answer some letters from anxious 
patients, and having finished these, 
I looked into my trunk for a Guide- 
Book to the North, which I had 
brought with me. My hand came 
upon Margrave's wand, and, remem- 
bering that strange thrill which had 
passed through me when I last 
handled it, I drew it forth, resolved 
to examine calmly if I could detect 
the cause of the sensation. It was 
not now the time of night in which 
the imagination is most liable to 
credulous impressions, nor was I 
now in the anxious and jaded state 
of mind in which such impressions 
may be the more readily conceived. 
The sun was slowly setting over the 
delicious landscape ; the air cool and 
serene; my thoughts collected — 
heart and conscience alike at peace. 
I took, then, the wand, and adjusted 
it to the palm of the hand as I had 
done before. I felt the slight touch 
of the delicate wire within, and 
again the thrill! I did not this 



A STBANGE STORY. 



221 



time recoil; I continued to grasp 
the wand, and sought deliberately 
to analyze my own sensations in the 
contact. There came over me an 
increased consciousness of vital 
power ; a certain exhilaration, elas- 
ticity, vigour, such as a strong cordial 
may produce on a fainting man. 
All the forces of my frame seemed 
refreshed, redoubled; and as such 
effects on the physical system are 
ordinarily accompanied by corre- 
spondent effects on the mind, so I 
was sensible of a proud elation of 
spirits— a kind of defying, superb 
self - glorying. All fear seemed 
blotted out from my thought, as a 
weakness impossible to the grandeur 
and might which belong to Intel- 
lectual Man ; I felt as if it were a 
royal delight to scorn Earth and 
its opinions, brave Hades and its 
spectres. Eapidly this new-born 
arrogance enlarged itself into desires 
vague but daring. My mind re- 
verting to the wild phenomena 
associated with its memories of 
Margrave, I said, half-aloud, **If a 
creature so beneath myself in con- 
stancy of will and completion of 
thought can wrest from Nature 
favours so marvellous, what could 
not be won from her by me, her 
patient persevering seeker ? What 
if there be spirits around and about, 
invisible to the common eye, but 
whom we can submit to our control ; 
and what if this rod be charged with 
some occult fluid, that runs through 
all creation, and can be so disciplined 
as to establish communication wher- 
ever life and thought can reach to 
beings that live and think? So 
would the mystics of old explain 
what perplexes me. Am I sure that 
the mystics of old duped themselves 
or their pupils? This, then, this 
slight wand, light as a reed in my 
grasp, this, then, was the instrument 
by which Margrave sent his irre- 
sistible will through air and space, 



and by which I smote himself, in 
the midst of his tiger-like vnrath, 
into the helplessness of a sick main's 
swoon ! Can the instrument at this 
distance still control him ; if now 
meditating evil, disarm and disaUe 
his purpose ? " Involuntarily, as I 
revolved these ideas, I stretched 
forth the wand, with a concentred 
energy of desire that its influence 
should reach Margrave and com- 
mand him. And since I knew not 
his whereabout, yet was vaguel:^ 
aware that, according to any con- 
ceivable theory by which the wand 
could be supposed to carry its ima- 
gined virtues to definite goals in 
distant space, it should be pointed 
in the direction of the object it was 
intended to affect, so I slowly moved 
the wand as if describing a circle,' 
and thus, in some point of the circle 
— east, west, north, or south— the 
direction could not fail to be true. 
Before I had performed half the 
circle, the wand of itself stopped, 
resisting palpably the movement of 
my hand to impel it onward. Had 
it, then, found the point to whicb 
my will was guiding it, obeying my 
will by some magnetic sympathy 
never yet comprehended by any 
recognised science? I know not; 
but I had not held it thus fixed for 
many seconds, before a cold air, well 
remembered, passed by me, stirring 
the roots of my hair ; and, reflected 
against the opposite wall, stood the 
hateful Scin-Lseca. The Shadow 
was dimmer in its light than when 
before beheld, and the outline of the 
features was less distinct— still it 
was the unmistakable lemur, or 
image, of Margrave. 

And a voice was conveyed to my 
senses, saying, as from a great dis- 
tance, and in weary yet angry 
accents— 

" You have summoned me ? 
Wherefore ? " 

I overcame the startled shudder 
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with which, at first, I beheld the 
Shadow and heard the Voice. 

" I summoned you not," said I ; 
** I sought but to impose upon you 
my will, that you should persecute, 
with your ghastly influences, me and 
mine no more. And now, by what- 
ever authority this wand bestows 
on me, I so adjure and command 
you ! '' 

I thought there was a sneer of 
disdain on the lip through which 
the answer seemed to come : 

'*Vain and ignorant; it is but a 
shadow you command. My body 
you have cast into a sleep, and it 
knows not that the shadow is here ; 
nor, when it wakes, will the brain 
be aware of one remimsoence of the 
words that you utter or the words 
that you hear." 

** What, then, is this shadow that 
simulates the body? Is it that 
which in popular language is called 
the soul?* 

" It is not : soul is no shadow." 

"What then?" 

** Ask not me. Use the wand to 
invoke Intelligences higher than 
mine." 

-And how?" 

" I will tell you not Of yourself 
you may learn, if you guide the 
wand by your own pride of mil and 
desire ; but in the hands of him who 
has learned not the art, the wand 
has its dangers. Again, I say you 
have summoned me ! Wherefore ?" 

*' Lying shade, I summoned thee 
not." 

*' So wouldst thou say to the 
demons, did they come in their 
terrible wrath, when the bungler, 
who knows not the springs that he 
moves, calls them up unawares, and 
•can neither control nor dispel Less 
revengeful than they, I leave thee 
•unharmed, and depart." 

" Stay. If, as thou sayest, no com- 
mand I address to thee — to thee, 
'Who art only the image or shadow- 



can have effect on the body and 
mind of the being whose likeness 
thou art, still thou canst tell me 
what passes now in his brain. Boss 
it now harbour schemes against me 
through the woman I love? Answer 
truly." 

"I reply for the sleeper, of whom 
I am mcnre than a likeness, thou|^ 
only the shadow. His thought 
speaks thus : * I know, Allen JPeo- 
wick, that in thee is the agent I need 
for achieving the end that I seek. 
Through the woman thou lovestl 
hope to subject thee. A grief that 
will harrow thy heart is at hand; 
when that grief shall befall, thou 
wilt welcome my coming. In me 
alone thy hope will be placed — 
through me alone wilt thou seek a 
path out of thy sorrow. I shall ask 
my conditions: they will make thee 
my tool and my slave !' " 

The shadow waned— it was gone. 
I did not seek to detain it, nor, had 
I sought^ could I have Imown faj 
what process. But a new idea now 
possessed me. This Shadow, then« 
that had once so appalled and con- 
trolled me, was, by its own confes- 
sion, nothing more than a shadow ! 
It had spoken of higher Int^- 
Ugences ; from them I might learn 
what the Shadow could not reveaL 
As I still held the wand firmer and 
firmer in my grasp, my thoughts 
grew haughtier and bolder. Could 
the wand, then, bring those loftier 
beings thus darkly referred to before 
me? With that thought, intense 
and engrossing, I guided the wand 
towards the space, opening bound- 
less and blue from the casement that 
let in the skies. The wand no longer 
resisted my hand. 

In a few moments I felt the floors 
of the room vibrate; the air was 
darkened : a vaporous, hazy doud 
seemed to rise from the ground 
without the casement; an awe, in« 
finitely more deep and solemn than 
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i;hat which the Scin-Lseca had caused 
in its earliest apparition, curdled 
through my veins, and stilled the 
very beat of my heart 

At that moment I Beard, without^ 
the voice of Lilian, singing a simple, 
sacred song which I had learned at 
my] mother's knees, and taught to 
her the day before: singing low, 
•tind as with a warning angel's voice. 
By an irresistible impulse I dashed 
the wand to the ground, and bowed 
my head as I had bowed it when my 
infant mind comprehended, without 
an effort, mysteries more solemn 
than those which perplexed me now. 
Slowly I raised my eyes, and looked 
round : the vaporou8,bazy cloud had 
passed away, or melted into the 
:ambient rose-tints amidst which the 
sun had sunk. 

Then, by one of those common 
reacUons from a period of over- 
strained excitement, there succeeded 
to that sentim&at of arrogance and 
daring with which these wild, half- 
-conscious invocations had been fos- 
tered and sustained, a profound hu- 
mility, a warning fear. 

**What!" said I,inly, "have all 
those sound resolutions, which my 
reason founded on the wise talk of 
J'ulius Faber, melted away in the 
wrack of haggard, dissolving fancies ! 
Is this my boasted intellect, my 
Taunted science! I— I,Allen Een- 
wick, not only the credulous be- 
liever, but the blundering prac- 
titioner, of an evil magic! Grant 
what may be possible, however un- 

- comprehended—grant that in this 
accursed instrument of antique su- 
perstition there be some real powers 

— chemical, magnetic, no matter 
what-rby which the imagination can 
be aroused, inflamed, deluded, so 
that it shapes the things I have 
seen, speaks in the tones I have 
heard — grant this, shall I keep ever 
ready, at the caprice of will, a con- 
stant tempter, to steal away my 



reason and fool my senses ? Or if, 
on the other hand, I force my sense 
to admit what all sober men must 
reject— if I unschool myself to be- 
lieve that in what I have just expe- 
rienced ithere is no mental illusion, 
that sorcery is a fact^ and a demon 
world has gates which open to a key 
that a mortal can forge — who but 
a saint would not shrink from the 
practice of powers by which each 
passing thought of ill might find in 
a fiend its abettor P In either case — 
in any case—while I keep this dire- 
ful relic of obsolete arts, I |[am 
haunted— cheated out of my senses 
—unfitted for the uses of life. If, as 
my ear or my fancy informs me, 
grief — human grief — is about to 
befall me, shall I, in the sting of im- 
patient sorrow, have recourse to an 
aid which, the same voice declares, 
will reduce me to a tool and a slave ? 
—tool and slave to a being I dread 
as a foe ! Out on these nightmares ! 
and away with the thing that be- 
witches the brain to conceive 
them ! " 

I rose ; I took up the wand, hold^ 
ing it so that its hollow should not 
rest on the palm of the hand. I 
stole from the house by the back 
way, in order to avoid Lilian, whose 
voice I still heard, singing low, on 
the lawn in front. I came to a creek, 
to the bank of which a boat was 
moored, undid its chain, rowed on to 
a deep part of the lake, and dropped 
the wand into its waves. It sank at 
once; scarcely a ripple furrowed the 
surface, not a bubble arose from the 
deep. And, as the boat glided on, 
the star mirrored itself on the spot 
where the placid waters had closed 
over the tempter to evil. 

Light at heart I sprang again on 
the shore, and hastening to Lilian, 
where she stood on the silvered, 
shining sward, clas|)ed her to my 
breast. 

'• Spirit of my life 1 " I murmured. 
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" no enchantments for me but 
thine ! Thine are the spells by 
which creation is beautified, and, 
in that beauty, hallowed. What 
though we can see not into the 
measureless future from the verge 
of the moment— what though sor- 
row may smite us while we are 



dreaming of bliss, let the future not 
rob me of thee, and a balm will be 
found for each wound ! liove me 
ever as now, oh my Jjilian ; tK&L 
to troth, side by side, t^l the 
grave!" 

**And beyond the 'grave," an- 
swered.Lilian, softly. 



CHAPTEB LXIL 



OtTB VOWS are exchanged at the 
altar— the rite which made Lilian 
my wife is performed— we are re- 
turned from the church, amongst 
the hills, in which my fathers had 
worshipped ; the joy-bells that had 
pealed for my birth, had rung for 
my marriage. Lilian has gone to 
her room to prepare for our bridal 
excursion; while the carriage we 
have hired is waiting at the door. I 
am detaining her mother on the 
lawn, seeking to cheer and compose 
her spirits, painfully afiected by 
that sense of change in the relations 
of child and parent which makes 
itself suddenly felt by the parent's 
heart on the day that secures to the 
child another heart on which to 
lean. 

But Mrs. Ashleigh's was one of 
those gentle womanly natures which, 
if easily afflicted, are easily consoled. 
And, already smiling through her 
tears, she was about to quit me and 
join her daughter, when one of the 
inn-servants came to me with some 
letters, which had just been de- 
livered by the postman. As I took 
them from the servant, Mrs. Ash- 
leigh asked if there were any for 
her? She expected one from her 

housekeeper at Jj , who had been 

tiUcen ill in her absence, and about 



whom the kind mistress felt anxious: 
The servant replied that there was 
no letter for her, but one directed to 
Miss Ashleigh, which he had just 
sent up to the young lady. 

Mrs. Ashleigh did not doubt that 
her housekeeper had written to 
Lilian, whom she had known from 
the cradle, and to whom she was 
tenderly attached, instead of to her 
mistress; and, saying something to 
me to that effect, quickened her 
steps towards the house. 

I was glancing over my own 
letters, chiefly from patients, with a 
rapid eye, when a cry of agony, a 
cry as if of one suddenly stricken to 
the heart, pierced my ear — a cry 
from within the house. " Hea- 
vens ! was not that Lilian's voice ? ** 
The same doubt struck Mrs. Ash- 
leigh, who had already gained the 
door. She rushed on, disappearing 
within the threshold, and calling to 
me to follow. I bounded forward — 
passed her on the stairs— was in 
Lilian's room before her. 

My bride was on the floor, pro- 
strate, insensible : so still, so colour- 
less ! that my first dreadful thought 
was that life had gone. In her hand 
was a letter, crushed, as with a con- 
vulsive sudden grasp. 

It was long before the colour 
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came back to her cheek, before the 
breath was perceptible on her lip. 
She woke, but not to health,^not to 
sense. Hours were passed in violent 
convulsions, in which I momently 
feared her death. To these suc- 
ceeded stupor, lethargy, not benig- 
nant sleep. That night, my bridal 
night, I passed as in some chamber 
to wMch I had been summoned to 
save youth from the grave. At 
length— at length, life was rescued, 
was assured ! Life came back, but 
the mind was gone. She knew me 



not, nor her mother. She spoke 
little and faintly; in the words she 
uttered there was no reason. 

I pass hurriedly on ; my experi- 
ence here was in fault, my skill 
ineffectual Day followed diqr, and 
no ray came back to the darkened 
brain. We bore her, by gentle 
stages, to London. I was sanguine 
of good result from skill more con- 
summate than mine, and more 
specially devoted to diseases of the 
mind. I summoned the first ad- 
visers. In vain !— in vain I 
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AXD the cause of this direful shock ? 
Not this time could it be traced to 
some evil spell, some phantasmal 
influence. The cause was clear, and 
might have produced effects as sin- 
ister on nerves of stronger fibre if 
accompanied by a heart as delicately 
sensitive, an honour as exquisitely 
pure. 

The letter found in her hand was 
without name; it was dated from 

L , and bore the postmark of 

that town. It conveyed to Lilian, 
in the biting words which female 
malice can make so sharp, the tale 
we had sought sedulously to guard 
from her ear — her flight, the con- 
struction that scandal put upon it. 
It affected for my blind infatuation 
a contemptuous pity ; it asked her 
to pause before she brought on the 
name I offered to her an indelible 
disgrace. If she so decided, she was 

warned not to return to L , 

or to prepare there for the sentence 
that would ^olude her from the 
society of her own sex. I cannot 
repeat more, I cannot minute down 



all that the letter expressed or im- 
plied, to wither the orange blossoms 
in a bride's wreath. The heart that 
took in the venom cast its poison on 
the brain, and the mind fled before 
the presence of a thought so deadly 
to all the ideas which its innocence 
had heretofore conceived. 

I knew not whom to suspect of 
the malignity of this mean and 
miserable outrage, nor did I much 
care to know. The handwriting, 
though evidently disguised, was that 
of a woman, and, therefore, had I 
discovered the author, my manhood 
would have forbidden me the idle 
solace of revenge, ^rs. Poyntz, 
however resolute and pitiless her 
hostility when once aroused, was 
not without a certain largeness of 
nature irreconcilable with the most 
dastardly of all the weapons that 
envy or hatred can supply to the 
vile. She had too lofty a self-esteem 
and too decorous a regard for the 
moral sentiment of the world that 
she typified, to do, or connive at, 
an act which degrades the gentle- 
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woman. Patting her aside, what 
otiier female enemy had Lilian pro- 
voked ? No matter ! What other 
woman at L was worth the 

eondesoension of a conjectore ! 

After listening to all that the 
aUest of my professional brethren 
in the metropolis could suggest to 
guide me, and trying in vain their 
remedies, I brought back my charge 
to L— . Retaining my former 
residence for the visits of patients, 
I engaged, for the privacy of my 
home, a house two miles from the 
town, secluded in its own grounds, 
and guarded by high walls. 

Lilian's mother removed to my 
mournful dwelling-place. Abbots' 
House, in the centre of that tattling 
coterie, had become distasteful to 
her, and to me it was associated with 
thoughts of anguish and of terror. 
I oould not, without a shudder, have 
entered its grounds — oould not, 
without a stab at the heart, have 
seen again the old fairy-land round 
the Monks' Well, nor the dark 
cedar -tree under which Lilian's 
hand had been placed in mine: 
and a superstitious remembrance, 
banished while Lilian's angel face 
had brightened the fatal precincts, 
now revived in full force. The 
dying man's curse— had it not been 
AilfiUed ! 

A new occupant for the old house 
was found within a week after Mra 



Ashleigh had written firom Xjondon 
to a house-agent at L , inti- 

mating her desire to dispose of tte 
lease. Shortly before we had gone 
to Windermere, Miss Brabaaon hid 
become enriched by a liberal life- 
annuity bequeathed to her by her 
uncle. Sir PhelioL Her means thus 
enabled her to move, from the oom- 
paratively humble lodging she had 
hitherto occupied, to Abbots' House; 
but just as she had there commenced 
a series of ostentatious entertain- 
ments, implying an ambitions desire 
to dispute with Mrs. Poyntz the 
sovereignty of the Hill, she was 
attacked by some severe malady 
which appeared complicated with 
spinal disease, and after my return 
to L I sometimes met her, on 

the spacious platform of the Hill, 
drawn along slowly in a Bath chair, 
her livid face peering forth from 
piles of Indian shawls and Siberian 
furs, and the gaunt figure of Br. 
Jones stalking by her side, taciturn 
and gloomy as some sincere monmer 
who conducts to the grave the 
patron on whose life he himself had 
conveniently lived. It was in the 
dismal month of February that I 

returned to L , and I took 

possession of my blighted nuptial 
home on the anniversary of the Yerj 
day in which I had passed through 
the dead dumb world from the 
naturalist's gloomy death-room. 
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Lilian's wondrous gentleness of 
nature did not desert her in the 
suspension of her reason. She was 
habitually calm— very silent ; when 
she spoke it was rarely on earthly 



things— on things familiar to her 
past — ^things one oould comprehend. 
Her thought seemed to have quitted 
the earth, seeking refuge in some 
imaginary heaven. She spoke of 
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wanderings with her father as if he 
were living still ; she did not seem 
i«o understand the meaning we at- 
tach to the word Death. She would 
idt for hours murmuring to herself : 
when one sought to oatch the words, 
they seemed in oonverse with invisi- 
ble spirits. We found it cruel to dis- 
turb her at such times, for if lefb un- 
molested, h^ iaoe was serene— more 
serenely beautiful than I had seen 
it even in our happiest hours ; but 
when we called her back to the 
wrecks of her real life, her eye be- 
<»me troubled, restless, anxious, and 
she would sigh— oh, so heavily ! At 
times, if we did not seem to obs^n^e 
her, she would quietly resume her 
once favourite accomplishments — 
drawmg, music. And jn these her 
young excellence was still apparent, 
only the drawings were strange and 
fantastic : they had a resemblance to 
those with which the painter Blake, 
himself a visionary, illustrated the 
Poems of the *' Night Thoughte" 
and " The Grave." Faces of exqui- 
site loveliness, forms of aerial grace, 
coming forth from the bells of 
flowers, or floating upwards amidst 
the spray of fountains, their outlines 
melting away in fountain or in 
flower. So with her music: her 
mother could not recognise the airs 
she played, for a while so sweetly 
and with so ineffable a pathos, that 
one could scarcely hear her without 
weeping ; and then would come, as if 
involuntarily,an abrupt discord, and, 
starting, she would cease and look 
around, disquieted^ aghast. 

And still she did not recognise 
Mrs. Ashleigh nor myself as her 
mother, her husband; but she had 
by degrees learned to distinguish us 
both from others. To her mother 
she gave no name, seemed pleased to 
see her, but not sensibly to miss her 
when away ; me she called her bro- 
ther : if longer absent than usual, 



me she missed. When, after the 
toils of the day, I came to join her, 
even if she spoke not, her sweet face 
brightened. When she sang, she 
beckoned me to come near to her, 
and looked at me fixedly, with eyes 
ever tender, often tearfiil ; when she 
drew, die would pause and glance 
over her shoulder to see that I was 
watching her, and point to the 
drawings with a smile of strange 
significance, as if they conveyed, in 
some covert aUegory,messages meant 
for me ; so, at least, I interpreted 
her smile, and taught myself to say, 
*' Yes, liliaa, I understand ! '* 

And more than once, when I had 
so answered, she rose and kissed my 
forehead. I thought my heart would 
have broken when I felt that spirit- 
like melancholy kiss. 

And yet how marvellously the 
human mind teaches itself to extract 
consolations firom its sorrows; The 
least wretched of my hours were 
those that I passed in that sad- 
dened room, seeking how to establish 
fragments of intercourse, invent 
signs, by which each mi^t inter- 
pret each, between the intellect I 
had so laborious^ cultured, so arro- 
gantly vaunted, and the fancies 
wandering throu§di the dark, de- 
prived of their guide in reason. It 
was something even of joy to feel 
myself needed for her guardianship, 
endeared and yearned for still by 
some imshattered instinct of her 
heart; and when parting from her 
for the night, I stole the moment in 
which on her sofb foce seemed rest- 
ing least of shadow, to ask, in a 
trembling whisper, *' Lilian, are the 
angels watching over you?" and 
she would answer "Yes," some- 
times in words^ sometimes with a 
mysterious happy smile — then — 
then I went to my lonely room, 
comforted and thankful. 
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CHAPTEJB LXV. 



Thb blow that had fallen on my 
hearth effectually, inevitably killed 
all the slander that might have 
troubled me in joy. Before the awe 
of a great calamity the small pas- 
sions of a mean malignity slink 
abashed. I had requested Mrs. 
Ashleigh not to mention the vile 
letter which Lilian had receiyed. I 
would not give a triumph to the un- 
known calumniator, nor wring forth 
her vain remorse, by the pain of 
acknowledging an indignity to my 
darling's honour; yet, somehow or 
other, the true cause of Lilian's 
affliction had crept out — perhaps 
through the talk of servants— and 
the PubUc shock was universal. By 
one of those instincts of justice that 
lie deep in human hearts, though in 
ordinary moments overlaid by many 
a worldly layer, all felt (all mothers 
felt, especially) that innocence alone 
could have been so unprepared for 
reproach. The explanation I had 
previously given, discredited then, 
was now accepted without a question. 
Lilian's present state accounted for 
all that ill nature had before mis- 
construed. Her good name was re- 
stored to its maiden whiteness by 
the fate that had severed the ties of 
the bride. The formal dwellers on the 
Hill vied with the franker, warmer- 
hearted household of Low Town 
in the nameless attentions by which 
sympathy and respect are rather 
delicately indicated than noisily pro- 
claimed. Could Lilian have then 
recovered and been sensible of its re- 
pentant homage,how reverently that 
petty world would have thronged 
around her ! And, ah ! could for- 
tune and man's esteem have atoned 
for the blight of hopes that had been 



planted and cherished on ground 
beyond their reach, ambition and 
pride might have been well con- 
tented with the largeness of the ex- 
change that courted their] accep- 
tance. Patients on patients crowded 
on me. Sympathy with my sorrow 
seemed to create and endear a more 
trustful belief in my skill But the 
profession I had once so enthusias- 
tically loved became to me Weari- 
some, insipid, distasteful ; the kind- 
ness heaped on me gave no comfort^ 
it but brought before me more vividly 
the conviction that it came too late to 
avail me : it could pot restore to me 
the mind, the love, the life of my 
life, which lay dark and shattered 
in the brain of my guileless Lilian. 
Secretly I felt a sullen resentment 
I knew that to the crowd the resent- 
ment was unjust. The world itself 
is but an appearance; who can 
blame it if appearances guide its 
laws ? But to those who had been 
detached from the crowd by the pro- 
fessions of friendship — those who, 
when the slander was yet new, and 
might have been awed into silence 
bad they stood by my side, — to the 
pressure of their hands, now, I had 
no response. 

Against Mrs. Poyntz, above all 
others, I bore a remembrance of un- 
relaxed, unmitigable indignation. 
Her schemes for her daughter's mar- 
riage had triumphed: Jane was 
Mrs. Ashleigh Sumner. Her mincT 
was, perhaps, softened now that the- 
object which had sharpened its 
worldly faculties was accomplished ; 
but in vain, on first hearing of my 
affliction, had this she-Machiavel 
owned a humane remorse, and, with 
all her keen comprehension of each 
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facility that circumstance gave to her 
will, availed herself of the general 
compassion to strengthen the popu- 
lar reaction in favour of Lilian's 
assaulted honour— in vain had she 
written to me with a gentleness of 
sympathy foreign to her habitual 
characteristics— in vain besought me 
to call on her — in vain waylaid and 
accosted me with a humility that 
almost implored forgiveness; I 
vouchsafed no reproach, but I could 
imply no pardon. I put between 
her and my great sorrow the impe- 
netrable wall of my freezing silence. 

One word of hers at the time that 
I had so pathetically besought her 
aid, and the parrot-flock that re- 
peated her very whisper in noisy 
shrillness, would have been as loud 
to defend as it had been to defame ; 
that vile letter might never have 
been written. Whoever its writer, 
it surely was one of the babblers 
who took their malice itself from 
the jest or the nod of their female 
despot; and the writer might have 
justified herself in saying she did 
but coarsely proclaim what the oracle 
of worldly opinion, and the early 
friend of Lilian's own mother, had 
authorized her to believe. 

By degrees, the bitterness at my 
heart dififused itself to the circum- 
ference of the circle in which my 
life went its cheerless mechanical 
round. That cordial brotherhood 
with his patients, which is the true 
physician's happiest gift and hu- 
manest duty, forsook my breast. 
The warning words of Mrs. Foyntz 
had come true. A patient that mo- 
nopolized my thoughts awaited me 
at my own hearth 1 My conscience 
became troubled; I felt that my 
skill was lessened. I said to myself, 
*' The physician who, on entering the 
sick room, feels, while there, some- 
thing that distracts the finest powers 
of his intellect from the sufferer's 
case, is unfit for his calling." A 



year had scarcely passed since my 
fatal wedding-day, before I had 
formed a resolution to quit L — -, 
and abandon my profession: and 
my resolution was confirmed, and 
my goal determined, by a letter I 
received from Julius Faber. 

I had written at length to him, 
not many days after the blow that 
had fallen on me, stating all cir- 
cumstances as calmly and clearly as 
my grief would allow, for I held his 
skill at a higher estimate than that 
of any living brother of my art, and 
I was not without hope in the effi- 
cacy of his advice. The letter I now 
received from him had been begun, 
and continued at some length, before 
my communication reached him. 
And this earlier portion contained 
animated and cheerful descriptions 
of his Australian life and home 
which contrasted with the sorrowful 
tone of the supplement written in 
reply to the tidings with which I 
had vrrung his friendly and tender 
heart. In this, the latter part of 
his letter, he suggested that if time 
had wrought no material change 
for the better, it might be advisable 
to try the effect of foreign traveL 
Scenes entirely new might stimulate 
observation, and the observation of 
things external withdraw the sense 
from that brooding over images 
delusively formed within, which 
characterized the kind of mental 
alienation I |had described. "Let 
any intellect create for itself a 
visionary world, and all reasonings 
built on it are fallacious : the vision- 
ary world vanishes in proportion as 
we can arouse a predominant in- 
terest in the actual." 

This grand authority, who owed 
half his consummate skill as a prac- 
titioner to the scope of his know- 
legde as a philosopher, then pro- 
ceded to give me a hope which I had 
not dared, of myself, to form. He 
said, '* I distinguish thA caa^i^>^^»^ 
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minutely detail fnmi that insanity 
which is reason lost; here it seems 
rather to be reason held in6iU9>ense. 
Where there is hereditaiy predis- 
position, where there is organic 
change of structure in the brain- 
nay, where there is that kind of 
insanity which takes the epithet of 
moral, whereby the whole character 
becomes so transformed that the 
prime element of sound under- 
standing^ conscience itself, is either 
erased or warped into t^ sanction 
of wha1% in a healthful stttbeg it 
would most disapprove, it is only 
charlatans who promise effectual 
cur& But here I assume tdiat there is 
no hereditary taint; here I am oon- 
finoed, from my own observation, 
that the nobility of the (»rgani^ all 
fresh as yet in the vigour of youth, 
would rather submit to death thaa 
to the p^rmaskent-overthrow of their 
equilibrium in reason ; here; where 
you tell me the character ^»aerves 
all its moral attributes of gratfenen 
and purity, and but over-indulges 
its own early habit of estranged 
contemplation; here, without de- 
ceiving you in false kindness, I give 
you the guarantee of my experience 
when I bid you ' hope !' I am per- 
suaded that, sooner or later, the 
mind, thus for a time affeotecC will 
right itself; because here, in the 
cause of the malady, we do but deal 
with the nervous system. And that, 
once righted, and the mind once 
disciplined in those practical duties 
whioh'coDJugal life necessitates, the 
malady itself will never return; 
never be transmitted to t^e children 
on whom your wife's restoration to 
health may permit you to count 
hereafter. If the course of travel I 
recommend and the prescriptionB I 
conjoin with that course fail you, let 
me know; and though I would fain 
eloae my days in this land, I will come 
to you. I love you as my son. I will 
tend your wife as my daughter." 



Foreign travel ! The idea smiled 
on me. Julius Paber% companion- 
ship, sympathy, matchless skill t 
The very thought seemed as a raft 
to a drowning mariner. I now read 
more attentively the earlier portions 
of his letter. ^They described, in 
glowing colours, the wondroiiB 
country in which he had fixed his 
home; the joyous elasticity of its 
atmosphere; the freshness of its 
primitive, pastoral life ; the strange- 
ness of its scenery, with a Flora and 
aEannawhidi have no similitudes 
in the ransacked quarters of the 
Old World. And the strong im- 
pulse seised me to transfer to the 
solitudes of that blitiiesome and 
hardy Nature a spirit no long^ at 
home in the civilized haunts of men» 
ttoA household gods that shrunk 
from all social eyes, and would Mn 
have found a wilderBBss for th& 
desolate hearth, &i which they had 
ceased to be sarared if unveiled. As 
if to give practical excuse and reason^ 
for the idea that seized me, Julius 
Eaber mentioned, incid^itally, that 
the house and property of a w€»dthy 
speculator m his immediate n^gh- 
bourhood were on sale at a price 
which seemed to me aUuriugly 
trivial, and, according to his judg-^ 
ment, far below the value they would 
soon reach in the hands of a more 
patient capitalist He wrote at the 
period of the agricultural panic in 
the colony which preceded the dis- 
covery of its earliest gold-fields. 
But his geological science had con- 
vinced him that strata within and 
around the property now Hcmt sale 
were auriferous, and his inteUigence 
enabled him to predict how inevi- 
tably man would be attracted to- 
wards the gold, and how surely the^ 
gold would fertilize the soil and 
enrich its owners. He described the 
house thus to be sold— in case I 
might know of a purchaser. It had 
been built at a cost unusual in those- 
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early times, and by one who clung 
to English tastes amidst Australian 
wilds, so that in this purchase a 
settler would escape the hardships 
he had then ordinarily to encounter: 
it was, in short, a home to which a 
man, more luxurious than I, might 
bear a bride with wants less simple 
than those which now sufficed for 
my darling Lilian. 

This communication dwelt on my 
mind through the avocations of the 
day on which I received it, and in 
the evening I read all, except the 
supplement, aloud to Mrs. Ashleigh 
in her daughter's presence. I de- 
sired to see if Eaber's descriptions 
of the country and its life, which in 
themselves were extremely spirited 
and striking, would arouse Lilian's 
interest. At first she did not seem 
to heed me while I read, but when 
I came to Eaber's loving aocoimt of 
little Amy, Lilian turned her eyes 
towards me, and evidently listened 
with attention. He wrote how the 
Child had already become the most 
useful person in the simple house- 
hold. How watchful the quickness 
of the heart had made the service of 
the eye; all their associations of 
comfort had grown round her active, 
noiseless movements; it was she 
who had contrived to monopolize 
the management, or supervision of 
all that added to Home the name- 
less, interior charm. Under her 
eyes the rude furniture of the log- 
house grew inviting with English 
neatness; she took charge of the 
dairy ; she had made the garden gay 
with flowers selected from the wild, 
and suggested the trellised walk, 
already covered with hardy vine. 
She was their confidant in every | 
plan of improvement, their com- 
forter in every anxious doubt, their 
nurse in every passing ailment, her 
very smile a refreshment in the 
weariness of daily toil. **How all 
that is best in womanhood," wrote 



the old man, with the enthusiasm 
which no time had refb from his 
hearty, healthful genius,— ** how all 
that is best in womanhood is here 
opening fiist into flower from the 
bud of the infant's soul! The 
atmosphere seems to suit it— the 
child-woman in the ohild-world ! " 

I heard Lilian sigh; I looked 
towards her furtively; tears stood 
in her softened eyes; her lip was 
quivering. Presently, she began to 
rub her right hand over the lefirr- 
over the wedding-ring — at first, 
slowly; then with] quicks move- 
ment. 

" It is not here," she said, impa- 
tiently ; " it is not here ! " 

*" What is not here ? " asked Mrs. 
Ashleigh, hanging over her. 

Lilian lent back her head on her 
mother's bosom, and answered 
faintly : 

*'The stain! some one said there 
was a stain on this hand. I do not 
see it— do you?'* 

" There is no stain, never was/' 
said I ; ** the hand is white as your 
own innocence, or the lily from 
which you take your name." 

" Hush ! you do not know my 
name. I will whisper it. Soft! — 
my name is Nightshade! Do you 
want to know where the lily is now» 
brother? I will tell you. There, in 
that letter— you call her Amy— she 
is the lily— take her to your breast 
—hide her. Hist ! what are those 
bells? Marriage-bells. Do not let 
her hear them. For there is a cruel 
wind that whispers the bells, and 
the bells ring out what it whispers, 
louder and louder, 

' Stain on lily. 
Shame on lily. 
Wither my.* 

If she hears what the wind whispers 
to the bells, she will creep away into 
the dark, and then she, too, will 
turn to Nightshade." 
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"Lilian, look up, awake! You 
have been in a long, long dream : it 
is passing away. Lilian, my beloved, 
my blessed LiUan !** 

Never till then had I heard from 
her even so vague an allusion to the 
fiital calumny, and its dreadful effect, 
and while her words now pierced 
my heart, it beat, amongst its pangs, 
with a thrilling hope. 

But, alas! the idea that had 
gleamed upon her had vanished 
already. She murmured something 
about Circles of Fire, and a Veiled 
Woman in black garments ; became 
restless, agitated, and unconscious 
of our presence, and finally sank 
into a heavy sleep. 

That night (my room was next to 
hers with the intervening door 
open), I heard her cry out. I 
hastened to her side. She was still 
asleep, but there was an anxious 
labouring expression on her young 
face, and yet not an expression 
wholly of pain— for her lips were 
parted with a smile— that glad yet 
troubled smile with which one who 
has been revolving some subject of 
perplexity or fear, greets a sudden 
thought that seems to solve the 
riddle, or prompt the escape from 
danger; and as I softly took her 



hand she returned my gentle pres- 
sure, and inclining towards me, said, 
still in sleep : 

"Let us go." 

"Whither?" I answered, under 
my breath, so as not to awake her; 
"is it to see the child of whom I 
read, and the land that is blooming 
out of the earth's childhood ? " 

"Out of the dark into the light; 
where the leaves do not change; 
where the night is our day, and the 
winter our summer. Let us go — 
let us go ! " 

"We will go. Dream on undis- 
turbed, my bride. Ob, that the 
dream could tell you that my love 
has not changed in our sorrow, 
holier and deeper than on the day 
in which our vows were exchanged! 
In you still all my hopes fold their 
wings : where you are, there still I 
myself have my dreamland ! " 

The sweet face grew bright as I 
spoke; all trouble left the smile; 
softly she drew her hand from my 
clasp, and rested it for a moment 
on my bended head, as if in bless- 
ing. 

I rose; stole back to my own 
room, closing the door, lest the sob 
I could not stifle should mar her 
sleep. 



CHAPTER LXVL 



I UNFOLDED my new prospects to 
Mrs. Ashleigh. She was more 
easily reconciled to them than I 
could have supposed, judging by her 
habits, which were naturally indo- 
lent, and averse to all that disturbed 
their even tenour. But the great 
grief which had befallen her had 
rousedlup that strength of devotion 



which lies dormant in all hearts 
that are capable of loving another 
more than self. With her full con- 
sent I wrote to Faber, communicat- 
ing my intentions, instructing him 
to purchase the property he had 
so commended, and inclosing my 
banker's order for the amount, on 
an Australian firm. I now an- 
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nounced my intention to retire 
from my profession; made prompt 
arrangements with a successor to 
my practice; disposed of my two 

houses at L ; fixed the day of 

my departure. Vanity was dead 
within me, or I might have been 
gratified by the sensation which the 
news of my design created. My 
faults became at once forgotten: 
such good qualities as il might 
possess were exaggerated. The 
public regret vented and consoled 
itself in a costly testimonial, to 
which even the poorest of my 
patients insisted on the privilege to 
contribute, graced with an inscrip- 
tion flattering enough to have 
served for the epitaph on some 
great man's tomb. No one who has 
served an art and striven for a 
name, is a stoic to the esteem of 
others, and sweet indeed would 
such honours have been to me had 
not publicity itself seemed a wrong 
to the sanctity of that affliction 
which set Lilian apart from the 
movement and the glories of the 
world. 
The two persons most active in 
getting up " this testimonial were, 
nominally. Colonel Poyntz — in 
truth, his wife— and my old dis- 
parager, Mr. Vigors! It is long 
since my narrative has referred to 
Mr. Vigors. It is due to him now 
to state that, in his capacity of 
magistrate, and in his own way, he 
had been both active and delicate in 
the inquiries set on foot for Lilian 
during the unhappy time in which 
she had wandered, spellbound, fVom 
her home. He, alone, of all the 
more influential magnates of the 
town, had upheld her innocence 
against the gossip that aspersed it; 
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and during the last trying year of 

my residence at L , he had 

sought me, with frank and manly 
confessions of his regret for his 
former prejudice against me, and 
assurances of the respect in which 
he had held me ever since my mar- 
riage—marriage but in rite-— with 
Lilian. He had then, strong in his 
ruling passion, besought me to con- 
sult his clairvoyants as to her case. 
I declined this invitation, so as not 
to affront him— declined it, not as I 
should once have done, but with no 
word nor look of incredulous dis- 
dain. The fact was, that I had 
conceived a solemn terror of all 
practices and theories out of the 
beaten track of sense and science. 
Perhaps in my refusal I did wrong. 
I know noi I was afraid of my 
own imagination. He continued 
not less friendly in spite of my 
refusal. And, such are the vicissi- 
tudes in human feeling, I parted 
from him whom I had regarded as 
my most bigoted foe with a warmer 
sentiment of kindness than for any 
of those on whom I had counted on 
friendship. He had not deserted 
LiUan. It was not so with Mrs. 
Poyntz. I would have paid tenfold 
the value of the testimonial to have 
erased, from the list of those who 
subscribed to it, her husband's 
name. 

The day before I quitted L , 

and some weeks after I had, in fact, 
renounced my practice, I received 
an urgent entreaty from Miss Bra- 
bazon to call on her. She wrote in 
lines so blurred that I could with 
difficulty decipher them, that she 
was very ill, given over by Dr. 
Jones, who had been attending her. 
She implored my opinion. 
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CHAPTER LXVIL 



Ov reaching the house, a formal 
iiiaa-§ervant^ with indifferent face, 
transferred me to the guidance of a 
hired nurse, who led me up the stairs, 
and, hefore I was well aware of it, 
into tiie room in which Dr. Lloyd 
had died. Widely different^ indeed, 
the aspect of the walls, the character 
of the furniture. The dingy paper- 
han^gs were replaced by airy 
muslins, showing a rose-coloured 
ground through their fanciful open- 
work; luxurious fauteuils, gilded 
wardrobes, full-length mirrors, a 
tcHlet-table tricked out with hice 
and ribbons, and glittering with an 
array of silver gewgaws and jewelled 
trinkets,— all transformed the sick 
chamber of the simple man of 
sdence to a boudoir of death for the 
▼ain coquette. But the room itself, 
in its high lattice and heavy ceiling, 
was the same — as the coffin itself 
has the same confines whether it be 
rich in velvets and bright with 
bhizoning, or rude as a pauper's 
shelL 

And the bed, with its silken 
coverlid, and its pillows edged 
with the thread-work of Louvain, 
stood in the same sharp angle as 
that over which had flickered the 
firowning smoke-reek above the 
dying resentful foe. As I ap- 
proached, a man, who was seated 
beside the sufferer, turned round 
his face, and gave me a silent kindly 
nod of recognition. He was Mr. 
C one of the clergy of the town, 
the one with whom I had the most 
frequently come into contact wher- 
ever the physician resigns to the 
priest the language that bids man 
hope. Mr. C, as a preacher, was 
renowned for his touching elo- 



quence ; as a pastor, revered for h]» 
benignant piety ; as friend «nd 
neighbour, beloved for a sweetness 
of nature which seemed to regulate 
all the movements of a mind emi- 
nently masculine by the beat of 
a heart tender as the gentlest 
woman's. 

This good man,Vthen whispering 
something to the sufferer which I 
did not overhear, stole towards me, 
took me by the hand, and said, also 
in a whisper, *'Be mercifid as 
Christians are." He led me to the 
bedside, there left me, went oa^ 
and closed the door. 

'* Do you think I am really dying;. 
Dr. Penwick? " said a feeble voice* 
'*I fear Dr. Jones has misunder- 
stood my case. I wish I had called 
you in at the first,— but— but I could 
not— I could not ! Will you feel my 
pulse ? Don't you think you could 
do me good?" 

I had no need to feel the pulse in 
that skeleton wrist; the aspect of 
the face sufficed to tell me that 
death was drawing near. 

Mechanically, however, I went 
through the hackneyed formulse of 
professional questions. This vain 
ceremony done ; as gently and deli- 
cately as I could, I implied the ex- 
pediency of concluding, if not yet 
settled, those affairs which relate to 
this world. 

" This duty," I said, "in relieving 
the mind from care for others to 
whom we owe the forethought of 
affection, often reheves the body also 
of many a gnawing pain, and some- 
times, to the surprise of the most 
experienced physician, prolongs life 
itself." 

** Ah," said the old maid, peevishly. 
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"I understand ! But it is not my 
will that troubles me. I should not 
be left to a nurse from a hospital if 
my relations did not know that my 
annuity dies with me; and I fore- 
stalled it in furmsfaing this house. 
Dr. Fenwick, and all these pretty 
things will be sold to pay those 
horrid tradesmen !— very hard! so 
liard !— j ust as I had got things about 
me in the way I always said I would 
have them if I could ever afford it ! 
I always said I would have my bed- 
room hung with muslin, like dear 
IJady L/s ;— and the drawing-room 
in geranium-coloured silk: so pretty. 
You have not seen it : you would 
not know the house, Dr.Eenwick. 
And just when all is finished, to be 
taken away and thrust into the 
grave. It is so cruel ! '* And she 
began to weep. Her emotion brought 
on a violent panu^sm, which, when 
she recovered from it, had produced 
one of those startling changes of 
mind that are sometimes witnessed 
before death : changes whereby the 
whole oharacter of a life seems to 
undergo solemn transformation. 
The hard will become gentle, the 
proud meek, the frivolous earnest. 
That awful moment when the things 
of earth pass away like dissolving 
scenes, leaving death visible on the 
background by the glare that shoots 
up in the last flicker of life's lao^. 

And when she lifted her haggard 
iace from my shoulder, and heard 
my pitying, soothing voice, it was 
not the grief of a trifler at the loss 
of fondled toys that spd^e in the 
iSallen lines of her lip, in the woe of 
her pleading eyes. 

"So this is death,*' she said. ''I 
feel it hurrying on. I must speak. 
I promised Mr. C. that I would. 
Forgive me, can you— can you? 
That letter— thttt letter to liilian 
Ashleigh, I wrote it ! Oh, do not 
look at me so terribly; I never 
thought it conld do tuoh evil ! And 



am I not punished enough P I truly 
believed when I wrote that Miss 
Ashleigh was deoerring you, and 
once I was silly enough to fancy 
that you might have liked me. But 
I had another motive ; I had been 
so poor all my life— I had become 
rich unexpectedly; I set my heart 
on this house— I had always fancied 
it— and I thought if I could prevent 
Miss Ashleigh marrying you, and 
scare her and her mother from 

coming back to L , I could get 

the house. And I did get it. What 
for ?— to die. I had not been here 
a week before I got the hurt that is 
killing me— a fall down the stairs- 
coming out of 1^ very room ; the 
stairs had been polished. If I had 
stayed in my old lodging, it would 
not have happened. Oh, say you 
forgive me ! Say, say it, even if you 
do not feel you can I Say it ! " And 
the miserable woman grasped mo 
by the arm as Dr. Lloyd had 
grasped me. 

I shaded my averted face with my 
hands; my heart heaved with the 
agony of my supprest passion. A 
wrong, however deep, only to myself, 
I could have pardoned wiUiout 
effort ; tttch a wrong to Lilian,— no ! 
I could not say, " I forgive.'' 

The dying wretch was perhi4)s 
more appalled by my silence than 
she would have been by my re- 
proadi. Her voioe grew liirill in 
her deq^. 

"You wiU not pardon me! Ishall 
die vrith your curse on my head. 
Mercgr! meroy! That good man, 
Mr. GL, assured me you would be 
sieiioifBL Have you never wronged 
another ? Has the Evil One never 
tempted you ?^ 

Then I spoke in broken accents : 
"Mei Oh, had it been I whom you 
defamed— but a young creature so 
harmless, so unoffending, and for so 
miserable a motive ! " 

"But I tell you, I swear to you. 
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I never dreamed I could cause such 
.sorrow ; and that young man, that 
Margrave, put it into my head ! " 

"Margrave ! He had left L 

long hefore that letter was written." 

** But he came back for a day just 
before I wrote : it was the very day. 
I met him in the lane yonder. He 
asked after you— after Miss Ash- 
leigh; and when he spoke he 
laughed, and I said, " Miss Ashleigh 
had been ill, and was gone away ;" 
and he laughed again. And I 
thought he knew more than he 
would tell me, so I asked him if he 
supposed Mrs. Ashleigh would come 
back, and said how much I should 
like to take this house if she did 
not; and again he laughed, and 
said, 'Birds never stay in the nest 
after the young ones are hurt,' and 
went away singing. When I got 
home, his laugh and his song 
haunted me. I thought I saw him 
still in my room, prompting me to 
write, and I sat down and wrote. 
•Oh, pardon, pardon me! I have 
been a foolish poor creature, but 
never meant to do such harm. The 
Evil One tempted me ! There he 
is, near me now ! I see him yonder ! 
there, at the doorway. He comes 
to claim me! As you hope for 
jnercy yourself, free me from him ! 
Forgive me !" 

I made an effort over myself. In 
naming Margrave as her tempter, 
the woman had suggested an excuse, 
•echoed from that innermost cell of 
my mind, which I recoiled from 
gazing into, for there I should 
behold his image. Inexpiable 
though the injury she had wrought 
against me, and mine, still the 
woman was human — fellow-creature 
— like myself ;— but he ? 

I took the pale hand that still 
pressed my arm, and said, with firm 
voice, 

" Be comforted. In the name of 
Lilian, my wife, I forgive you for 



her and for me as freely and as fully 
as we are enjoined by Him, against 
whose precepts the best of us daily 
sin, to forgive— we children of wrath 
— to forgive one another ! " 

"Heaven bless you! — oh, bless 
you ! " she murmured, sinking back 
upon her pillow. 

"Ah ! " thought I, " what if the 
pardon I grant for a wrong far 
deeper than I inflicted on him 
whose imprecation smote me in this 
chamber, should indeed be received 
as atonement^ and this blessing on 
the lips of the dying annul the dark 
curse that the dead has left on my 
path through the Valley of the 
Shadow ! " 

I left my patient sleeping quietly 
—the sleep that precedes the last. 
As I went down the stairs into the 
hall, I saw Mrs. Poyntz standing at 
the threshold, speaking to the man- 
servant and the nurse. 

I would have passed her with a 
formal bow but she stopped me. 

"I came to inquire after poor 
Miss Brabazon," said she. "You 
can tell me more than the servants 
can : is there no hope ? " 

" Let the nurse go up and watch 
beside her. She may pass away in 
the sleep into which she has fallen." 

"Allen Fenwick, I must speak 
with you— nay, but for a few mi- 
nutes. I hear that you leave L 

to-morrow. It is scarcely among 
the chances of life that we should 
meet again." While thus saying, 
she drew me along the lawn down 
the path that led towards her own 
home. " I wish,** said she, earnestly, 
" that you could part with a kind- 
lier feeling towards me ; but I can 
scarcely expect it. Could I put 
myself in your place, and be moved 
by your feelings, I know that I 
should be implacable ; but I—" 

"But you, madam, are The 
World! and the World governs 
itself, and dictates to others, by 
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laws which seem harsh to those who 
ask from its favour the serviceswhich 
the World camiot tender, for the 
World admits favourites but ignores 
friends. You did but act to me as the 
World ever acts to those who mis- 
take its favour for its friendship/' 

"It is true/' said Mrs. Poyntz, 
with blunt candour; and we con- 
tinued to walk on silently. At 
length, she said, abruptly, "But do 
you not rashly deprive yourself of 
your only consolation in sorrow? 
When the heart suffers, does your 
skill admit any remedy like occu- 
pation to the mind? Yet you 
abandon that occupation to which 
your mind is most accustomed ; you 
desert your career ; you turn aside, 
in the midst of the race, from the 
fame which awaits at the goal ; you 
go back from civilization itself, and 
dream that all your intellectual 
cravings can find content in the life 
of a herdsman, amidst the monotony 
of a wild ! No, you will repent, for 
you are untrue to your mind 1" 

" I am sick of the word * mind !' " 
said I, bitterly. And therewith I 
relapsed into musing. 

The enigmas which had foiled my 
intelligence in the unravelled Sibyl 
Book of Nature were mysteries 
strange to every man's normal prac- 
tice of thought, even if reducible to 
the fraudulent impressions of out- 
ward sense ; for illusions in a brain 
otherwise healthy, suggest problems 
in our human organization which 
the colleges that record them rather 
guess at ,than solve. But the blow 
which had shattered my life had 
been dealt by the hand of a fool. 
Here, there were no mystic en- 
chantments. Motives the most com- 
monplace and paltry, suggested to a 
brain as trivial and shallow as ever 
made the frivolity of woman a 
theme for the satire of poets, had 
sufficed, in devastating the field of 
my affections, to blast the uses for 



which I had cultured my mind ; and 
had my intellect been as great a& 
heaven ever gave to man, it would 
have been as vain a shield as mine 
against the shaft that had lodged in 
my heart While I had, indeed* 
been preparing my reason and my 
fortitude to meet such perils, weird 
and marvellous, as those by which 
tales round the winter fire-side scare 
the credulous child— « contrivance 
so vulgar and hackneyed that not a 
day passes but what some hearth is 
vexed by an anonymous libel — ^had 
wrought a calamity more dread than 
aught which my dark guess into the 
Shadow-Land unpierced by Philo- 
sophy, could trace to the prompting* 
of malignant witf^hcraft. So, ever 
this truth runs through all legends 
of ghost and demon — ^through the 
uniform records of what wonder 
accredits and science rejects as the 
supernatural— lo ! the dread ma- 
chinery whose wheels roll through 
Hades! What need such awful, 
engines for such mean results ? The 
first blockhead we meet in our walk 
to our grocer's can tell us more than 
the ghost tells us ; the poorest envy 
we ever aroused hurts us more than 
the demon. How true an inter- 
preter is Genius to Hell as to Earth f 
The Fiend comes to Faust, th& tired 
seeker of knowledge ; Heaven and 
Hell stake their cause in the Mortal's 
temptation. And what does the 
Fiend to astonish the Mortal ? Turn 
wine into fire, turn love into crime. 
We need no Mephistopheles to ac- 
complish these marvels every day ! 

Thus silently thinking, I walked 
by the side of the world-wise wo- 
man ; and when she next spoke, I 
looked up, and saw that we were at 
the Monks' Well, where I had first 
seen Lilian gazing into heaven ! 

Mrs. Poyntz had, as we walked, 
placed her hand on my arm, and, 
turning abruptly from the path into> 
the glade, I found myself standing 
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by her side in the scene where a new 
eense of being had first disclosed to 
my sight the haes with which Love, 
the passionate beautifier, turns into 
porple and g(dd the grey of the 
-common air. Thus, when romance 
has ended in sorrow, and the Beau- 
Wul Mes from the landsci^;>e, the 
trite and positive forms of life 
banished for a time, reappear, and 
deepen our mournful remembrance 
of the glories they replace. And 
the Woman of the World, finding 
how little I was induced to respond 
to her when she had talked of my- 
self, began to speak, in her habitual, 
clear, ringing accents, of her own 
social schemes and devices : 

** I shall miss you when you are 
gone, Allen Fenwick, for though, 
during the last year or so, all actual 
intercourse between us has ceased, 
yet my interest in you gave some 
occupation to my thoughts when I 
sat idone— having lost my main ob- 
ject of ambition in settling my 
daughter, and having no longer any 
one in the house with whom I could 
talk of the future, or for whom I 
could form a project. It is so weari- 
some to count the changeswhich pass 
within us, that we take interest in 
the changes that pass without. 
Poyntz still has his weather-glass ; 
I have no longer my Jane." 

" I cannot linger with you on this 
spot/' said I, impatiently turning 
back into the path; she followed, 
treading over fallen leaves. And 
unheeding my interruption, she 
thus continued her hard talk : 

** But I am not sick of my mind 
as you seem to be of yours ; I am 
only somewhat tired of the little 
cage in which, since it has been 
alone, it ruffles its plumes against 
the flimsy wires that confine it from 
wider space. I shall take up my 
home for a time with the new- 
married couple: they want me. 
Ashleigh Sumner has come into 



Parliament He means i» attend 
regularly and work hard, but he 
does not like Jane to go into Um 
world by herself^ and he wishes her 
to go into the worid, because hi 
wants a wife to display his wealth 
for the improvement of his i>oflitioB. 
In Ashlei^ Sumner's housei, I shall 
have ample scope fbr my energies 
such as they are. I have a curiosity 
to see the few that perch on ths 
wheels of the State, and say* It is 
we who move the wheels ! ' It wfil 
amuse me to learn if I can maintun 
in a capital the authority I hfl;vB 
won in a country town ; if not, I 
can but return to my snudl princi- 
pality. Wherever I live I must 
sway, not serve. If I succeed— as I 
ought, for in Jane's beauty and 
Ashleigh's fortune I have nouuterials 
for the woof of ambition, wantiDg 
which here, I fEtll asleep over my 
knitting— if I succeed, l^ere will be 
enough to occupy the rest of my 
life. Ashlmgh Sumner must be a 
power; the power will be repre- 
sented and enjoyed by my child, and 
created and maintsuned by mel 
Allen Fenwick, do as I do. Be 
world with the world, and it will 
only be in moments of spleen and 
chagrin that you will sigh to think 
that the heart may be void when the 
mind is fiill. Confess you envy me 
while you listen." 

** Not so ; all that to you seems so 
great, appears to me so small! 
Nature alone is always grand, in her 
terrors as well as her charms. The 
World for you, Nature for me. 
Farewell!" 

" Nature," said Mrs. Poyntz, com- 
passionately. "Poor Allen Fenwick ! 
Nature indeed— intellectual suicide! 
Nay, shake hands, then, , if for the 
last time." 

So we shook hands and parted, 
where the wicket-gate and the stone 
stairs separated my blighted fairy- 
land from the common thoroughfare. 
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CHAPTER LXVIIL 



That night as I was employed in 
<K>llecting the books and manuscripts 
which I proposed to take with me, 
including my long-suspended phy- 
siological work, and such standard 
authorities as I might want to con- 
sult or refer to in the portions yet 
incompleted, my servant entered to 
inform me, in answer to the in- 
quiries I had sent him to make, that 
Miss Brabazon had peacefully 
breathed her last an hour before. 
Well! my pardon had perhaps 
soothed her last moments : but how 
unavailing her death-bed repentance 
to undo the vnrong she had done ! 

I turned from that thought, and, 
i;1ancing at the work into which I 
had thrown all my learning, metho- 
dized into»system with all my art, I 
recalled the pity which Mrs. Poyntz 
had expressed for my meditated 
waste of mind. The tone of supe- 
riority which this incarnation of 
common sense, accompanied by un- 
<x)mmon will, assumed over all that 
was too deep or too high for her 
<;omprehension, had sometimes 
amused me ; thinking over it now, 
it piqued. I said to myself, " After 
all, I shall bear with me such solace 
as intellectual occupation can afford. 
I shall have leisure to complete this 
labour, and a record that I have 
lived and thought may outlast all 
the honours which worldly ambition 
may bestow upon an Ashleigh 
Sumner ! " And, as I so murmured, 
my hand, mechanically, selecting 
the books I needed, fell on the Bible 
that Julius Eaber had given to me. 
It opened at the Second Book of 
Esdras, which our Church places 
amongst the Apocrypha, and is 
generally considered by scholars to 
have been written in the first or 



second century of tbe Christian era.* 
But in which, the questions raised 
by man in the remotest ages, to 
which we can trace back his desire 
"to comprehend the ways of the 
Most High," are invested with a 
grandeur of thought and sublimity 
of word to which I know of no 
parallel in writers we call profane. 

My eye fell on this passage in the 
lofty argument between the Angel 
whose name was Uriel, and the Pro- 
phet, perplexed by his own cravings 
for knowledge : 

"He (the Angel) answered me, 
and said, I went into a forest into a 
plain, and the trees took counsel, 

" And said. Come, let us go and 
make war against the sea, that it 
may depart away before us, and 
that we may make us more woods. 

"The floods of the sea also in like 
manner took counsel, and said. 
Come, let us go up and subdue the 
woods of the plain, that there also 
we may make us another country. 

" The thought of the wood was in 
vain, for the fire came and con- 
sumed it. 

" The thought of the floods of the 
sea came likewise to nought, for the 
sand stood up and stopped them. 

" If thou wert judge now betwixt 
these two, whom wouldest thou begin 
to justify? or whom wouldest thou 
condemn ? 

" I answered and said. Verily it is 
a foolish thought that they both 
have devised; for the ground is 
given unto the wood, and the sea 

* Sach is the supposition of Jahn. Dr. 
Lee, however, is of opinion that the 
aathor was contemporary, and, indeed, 
identical, with the author of the Book 
of Enoch. 
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also hath his place to hear his 
floods. 

** Then answered he me, and said, 
Thou hast given a right judgment ; 
hut why judgest thou not thyself 
also? 

" For like as the ground is given 
unto the wood, and the sea to his 
floods : even so they that dwell upon 



the earth may understand nothing 
hut that which is upon the earth : 
and He that dwelleth ahove the 
heavens may only understand the 
things that are above the height of 
the heavens." 

I paused at those words, and 
closing the Sacred Volume fell into 
deep unquiet thought. 



CHAPTER LXIX. 



I HAP hoped that the voyage would 
produce some beneficial effect upon 
Lilian ; but no effect, good or bad, 
was perceptible, except, perhaps, a 
deeper silence, a gentler calm. She 
loved to sit on the deck when the 
nights were fair, and the stars mir- 
rored on the deep. And once, thus, 
as I stood beside her, bending over 
the rail of the vessel, and gazing on 
the long wake of light which the 
moon made amidst the darkness of 
an ocean to which no shore could 
be seen, I said to myself, " Where 
is my track of Ught through the 
measureless future? Would that 
I could believe as I did when a 
child! Woe is me, that all the 
reasonings I take from my know- 
ledge should lead me away from the 
comfort which the peasant who 
mourns finds in faith ! Why should 
riddles so dark have been thrust 
upon me?— me, no fond child of 
fancy; me, sober pupil of schools 
the severest. Yet what marvel — 
the strangest my senses have wit- 
nessed or feigned in the fraud they 
have palmed on me— is greater than 
that by which a simple affection, 
that all men profess to have known, 
has changed the courses of life pre- 
arranged by my hopes and confirmed 
by my judgment? How calmly 
before I knew love I have anato- 



mized its mechanism, as the tyro 
who dissects the webwork of tissues 
and nerves in the dead! Lo! it 
lives, lives in me ; and, in living, es- 
capes from my scalpel and mocks all 
my knowledge. Can love be reduced 
to the realm of the senses ? No ; 
what nun is more barred by her 
grate from the realm of the senses 
than my bride by her solemn afilic- 
tion ? Is love, then, the union of 
kindred, harmonious minds? No, 
my beloved one sits by my side, and 
I guess not her thoughts, and my 
mind is to her a sealed fountain. 
Yet I love her more — oh ineffably- 
more ! for the doom which destroys 
the two causes philosophy assigns to 
love— in the form, in the mind ! 
How can I now, in my vain phy- 
siology, say what is love— what is 
not ? Is it love which must tell me 
that man has a soul, and that in 
soul will be found the solution of 
problems, never to be solved in body 
or mind alone?" 

My self-questionings halted here 
as Lilian's hand touched my shoulder. 
She had risen from her scat, and had 
come to me. 

" Are not the stars very far from 
earth?" she said. 

" Very far." 

** Are they seen for the first timo 
to-night?" 
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" They were seen, I presume, as 
we see them, by the fathers of all 
human races!" 

*' Yet close below us they shine 
reflected in the waters ; and yet, see, 
wave flows on wave before we can 
count it !" 

Lilian, by what sympathy do 



« 



you read and answer my thought P" sloping horizon. 



Her reply was incoherent and 
meaningless. If a gleam of intelli- 
gence had mysteriously lighted my 
heart to her view, it was gone. But 
drawing her nearer towards me, my 
eye long followed wistfully the path 
of lights dividing the darkness on 
either hand, till it closed in the 



CHAPTER LXX. 



The voyage is over. At the seaport 
at which we landed I found a letter 
from Faber. My instructions had 
reached him in time to effect the 
purchase on which his descriptions 
had fixed my desire. The stock, the 
implements of husbandry, the furni- 
ture of the house, were included in 
the purchase. All was prepared for 
my arrival, and I hastened fh>m 
the then miserable village, which 
may some day rise into one of the 
mightiest capitals of the world, to 
my lodge in the wilderness. 

It was the burst of the Australian 
spring, which commences in our 
autumn month of October. The 
air was loaded with the perfume of 
the acacias. Amidst the glades of 
the open forest land, or climbing 
the craggy banks of winding silvery 
creeks,* creepers and flowers of 
dazzling hue contrasted the oUve- 
green of the surrounding foliage. 
The exhilarating effect of the cli- 
mate in that season heightens the 
charm of the strange scenery. In 

* Creek is the name giyen by Australian 
colonists to preoariooB waterooorses and 
tributary streams. 



the brilliancy of the sky, in the 
lightness of the atmosphere, the 
sense of life is wondrously quick- 
ened. With the very breath the 
Adventurer draws in fVom the racy 
air, he feels as if inhaling hope. 

We have reached our home~we 
are settled in it; the early unfamiliar 
impressions are worn away. We 
have learned to dispense with much 
that we at first missed, and are 
reconciled to much that at first 
disappointed or displeased. 

The house is built but of logs — 
the late proprietor had commenced, 
upon a rising ground, a mile distant, 
a more imposing edifice of stone; 
but it is not half finished. 

This log -house is commodious, 
and much has been done, within 
and without, to conceal or adorn its 
primitive rudeness. It is of irregu- 
lar, picturesque form, with veran- 
dahs round three sides of it, to 
which the grape-vine has been 
trained, with glossy leaves that 
clamber up to the gable roof. There 
is a large garden in front, in which 
many English fruit-trees have been 
set, and grow fast amongst the 
plants of the tropics and the orange- 
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6if Southern Europe. Beyond, 
gtnleh undnlons pastures, studded 
not only with sheep, Init with herds 
of ettttle, whioh my speculative inre- 
deoesBor had hved fixMn parents of 
fiMOUS stook, and imported ^om 
Bng^and at mighty cost; but as yet 
thi herds had been of little pto&t, 
and they range their fauraiiant ex- 
panse of pasture with as little heed. 
To the left, soar up, in long range, 
the many-coloured hills; to the 
right meanders a creek, belted by 
feathery trees; and on its opposite 
bank a forest opens, through fre- 
quent breaks, into park-like glades 
and alleys. The territory, of which 
I so suddenly find myself the lord, 
is vast, even for a colonial capitalist. 
It had been originally purchased 
as "a special survey,'* oomprising 
twraity thousand acres, with the 
pimlege of pasture over forty thou- 
eaad more. In yery little of this 
land, tiiough it indudes some of the 
most fertile districts in the known 
world, has cultivation been even 
commenced. At the time I entered 
into possession even sheep were 
barely profitable ; labour was scarce 
and costly. Begarded as a specuhr- 
tion, I could not wonder that my 
predecessor fled in fear from his 
domain. Had I invested the bulk 
of my capital in this lordly pur- 
diase, I should have deemed myself 
a ruined man ; but a villa near Lon- 
don, with a hundred acres, would 
have cost me as much to buy, and 
thrice as much to keep up. I could 
afford the investment I had made. 
I found a Scotch bailiff already on 
Ihe estate, and I was contented to 
escape from rural occupations, to 
which I brought no experience, by 
making it worth his while to serve 
me with zeal. Two domestics of my 
own, and two who had been for 
many years with Mrs. Ashleigb, had 
accompanied us: they remained 
faithful and seemed contented. So i 



the -dookwork of oar mere house- 
hold arrangements went on mudi 
the same as in our natiTe Imxbm. 
Lilian was not subjected to the ordi- 
nary inrivationB and diaoomfortB that 
await the wife even of the wealthy 
emigrant. Alas! would she haie 
heeded them if she had been ? 

The change of scene wrought a 
decided change for the better in her 
health and spirits, but not such as 
implied a dawn of reviving reason. 
But her countenance was now more 
rarely overcast. Its usual aspect 
was glad with a soft mysterious 
smile. She would murmur snatches 
of songs, that were partly borrowed 
from English poets, and partly 
glided away into what seemed spon- 
taneous additions of her own — want- 
ing intelligible meaning, bat never 
melody nor rhyme. Strange^ that 
memory and imitaiion — the two 
earliest parents of all inventive 
knowledge— should still be so activa^ 
and judgment— tiie after iacultgr, 
that oombines the rest into purpose 
and method— be annulled ! 

Julius Taber I see oontinaally, 
though his residence is a few miles 
distant. He is sanguine as to 
lilian's ultimate recovery ; and, to 
my amasement and to my envy, 
he has contrived, by some art 
which I cannot attain, to es- 
tablish between her and himaelf 
intelligible communion. She com- 
prehends his questions, when mine, 
though the simplest, seem to her 
in unknown language; and he 
construes into sense her words, 
that to me are meaningless riddles. 

** I was right," he said to me one 
day, leaving her seated in the 
garden beside her quiet, patient 
mother, and joining me where I lay 
— listless yet fretful— under the 
shadeless gum-trees, gazing not oa 
the flocks and fields that I could 
call my own, but on the far moun- 
tain range, from which the arch of 



A STRANGE STORY. 



248 



the horizon seemed to spring;— "I 
was right," said the great physician ; 
"this is reason suspended, mot 
reason lost. Your wife wUl re- 
cover; but^'* 

"But what?" 

" Give me your arm as I walk 
homeward, and I wiU tell you 
the conoUnion to whidi I have 



M 



•come. 

I rose, the old man leant on me, 
and we went down the valley, al<mg 
the craggy ridges of the winding 
<an^ (The woodland on the oppo- 



site bank was vocal with the chiipt, 
and croak, and chatter of Am- 
tralian birds— «U mirthful, all song- 
)66s»ssve that sweetest of warblers, 
which some early irreverent emi- 
grant degraded to the name of 
magpie, but whose note is sweeter 
than the nightingale's, and trills 
through the lucent air with a 
distinct ecstatic melody of jcty 
that dominates all the discords; — 
so ravishing the sense, that, while 
it sings, the ear scarcely heeds tiie 
scream of the parrots. 



CBLAPTER LXXI. 



** YotT may Temember," said Julius 
Paber^ " Sir Humphry Davy's do- 
^ent descripitton of the effioot pro- 
duced on him by the inhalation of 
introus oxide, fie states that he 
began to lose the perception of ck- 
temal things : trains of vivid visible 
images rapidly passed through his 
mind, and were connected with 
words in such a manner as to 
produce perceptions perfectly novel 
* I existed,' he says, 'in a world of 
newly-connected and newly^modi- 
^ed ideas.' When he reoov^^, 
he exdaimed: * Nothing exists but 
thoughts; the universe is composed 
^ impressions^ ideas, pleasures, and 
pains!' 

" Now obs^^ve, that thus, a cul- 
tivator of positive science, en- 
dowed with one of the healthiest ^f 
human brains, is, 1^ the inhalaticn 
of a ^as, abstracted Arom all external 
life— enters into a new world, which 
^consistB of images he himself creates, 
and animates so vividiy— that, on 
waking, he resehres ih» iinivene 
itself intothou^its/' 



"Well," Mftd I, "but what in- 
ference 4o you draw from that 
voluntary experiment, applicaMe 
to the malady of whiclL you bid me 
hope the cure P " 

"Simply this: that the effect 
produced on a healthful brain by 
the nitrous oxide may be pro- 
duced also by moral causes 
operating on the blood, or on the 
nerves. Theve is a degree of mental 
excitement in. which ideas are more 
vivid than sensations, and then the 
world of external things gives way 
to the world within the brain.* 
But this, though a suspension of 
that reason Which comprehends 
accuracy of judgment, is fio more 
a permanent aberration of reason 
than were Sir Humphry Davy's 
visionary ecstasies under the in- 
fluence of the gas. The difference 
between the two states of suspension 
is that of time, and it is but an 

* See, on the theory elaborated from 
this principle, Dt, Hibbert's interesting 
anfl TBlnable wotk on the PhOosopby of 
Appnritioii^ 

b2 
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affiiir of time with our beloved 
patient. Yet prepare yourself. I 
fear that the mind will not recover 
without some critical malady of the 
body!" 

"Critical! but not dangerous?— 
«ay not dangerous. I can endure 
the pause of her reason; I could 
not endure the void in the universe if 
her life were to fade from the earth." 

•* Poor friend ! would not you 
yourself rather lose life than 
reason?" 

" I— >yes ! But we men are taught 
to set cheap value on our own 
lives; we do not estimate at the 
same rate the lives of those we love. 
Bid we do so. Humanity would lose 
its virtues." 

** What, then ! Love teaches that 
there is something of nobler value 
than mere mind ? yet surely it can- 
not be the mere body ? What is 
it, if not that continuance of being 
which your philosophy declines to 
acknowledge— viz., soul ? If you 
fear so painfully that your Lilian 
should die, is it not that you fear 
to lose her for ever ? " 

" Oh, cease, cease ! " I cried, im- 
patiently. " I cannot now argue on 
metaphysics. What is it that you 
anticipate of harm to her life ? Her 
health has been stronger ever since 
her affliction. She never seems to 
know ailment now. Do you not 
perceive that her cheek has a more 
hardy bloom, her frame a more 
rounded symmetry, than when you 
saw her in England ? " 

"Unquestionably. Her physical 
forces have been silently recruiting 
themselves in the dreams which half 
lull, half amuse her imagination. 
Imagination! that faculty, the 
most glorious which is bestowed on 
the human mind, because it is the 
faculty which enables thought to 
create, is of all others the most ex- 
hausting to life when unduly stimu- 
lated, and consciously reasoning on 



its own creations. I think it pro- 
bable that, had this sorrow not 
befallen you, you would have 
known a sorrow yet graver — ^you 
would have long survived your 
Lilian. As it is now, when she 
recovers, her whole organization, 
physical and mental, will have 
undergone a beneficent change. 
But, I repeat my prediction — some 
severe malady of the body will pre- 
cede the restoration of the mind ; 
and it is my hope that the present 
suspense or aberration of the more 
wearing i)owers of the mind may fit 
the body to endure and surmount 
the physical crisis. I remember a 
case, within my own professional 
experience, in many respects similar 
to this, but in other respects it was 
less hopeful. I was consulted by a 
young student of a very delicate 
physical frame, of great mental 
energies, and consumed by an 
intense ambition. He was reading 
for university honours. He would 
not listen to me when I entreated 
him to rest his mind. I thought 
that he was certain to obtain the 
distinction for which he toiled, and 
equally certain to die a few months 
after obtaining it. He falsified both 
my prognostics. He so overworked 
himself that, on the day of examina- 
tion, his nerves were agitated, his 
memory failed him; he passed, not 
without a certain credit, but fell far 
short of the rank amongst his fellow- 
competitors to which he aspired. 
Here, then, the irritated mind acted 
on the disappointed heart, and raised 
a new train of emotions. He was 
first visited by spectral illusions; 
then he sank into a state in which 
the external world seemed quite 
blotted out. He heeded nothing 
that was said to him ; seemed to see 
nothing that was placed before his 
eyes; in a word, sensations be»- 
came dormant, ideas preconceived 
usurped their place, and those ideas 
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gave him pleasure. He believed 
that his genius was recognised, and 
lived amongst its supposed creations 
enjoying an imaginary fame. So it 
went on for two years; during 
which suspense of his reason, his 
frail form became robust and vigor- 
ous. At the end of that time he 
was seized with a fever, which would 
have swept him in three days to the 
grave had it occurred when I was 
first called in to attend him. He 
conquered the fever, and, in re- 
covering, acquired the full posses- 
sion of the intellectual faculties so 
long suspended. When I last saw 
him, many years afterwards, he was 
in perfect health, and the object of 
his young ambition was realised; 
the body had supported the mind— 
he had achieved distinction. Now 
what had so/ for a time, laid this 
strong intellect into visionary sleep ? 
the most agonizing of human emo- 
tions in a noble spirit — shame! 
What has so stricken down your 
Lilian? You have told me the 
story: shame! — the shame of a 
nature pre-eminently pure. But 
observe that, in his case as in hers, 
the shock inflicted does not produce 
a succession of painful illusions : on 
the contrary, in both, the illusions 
are generally pleasing. Had the 
illusions been painful, the body 
would have suffered — the patient 
died. Why did a painful shock 
produce pleasing illusions ? because, 
no matter how a shock on the nerves 
may originate, if it affects the 
reason, it does but make more vivid, 
than impressions from actual ex- 
ternal objects, the ideas previously 
most cherished. Such ideas in the 
young student were ideas of earthly 
fame; such ideas in the young 
maiden are ideas of angel com- 
forters and heavenly Edens. You 
miss her mind on the earth, and, 
while we speak, it is in paradise." 
" Much that you say, my friend. 



is authorized by the speculations of 
great writers, with whom I am not 
unfamiliar; but in none of those 
writers, nor in your encouraging 
words, do I find a solution for much 
that has no precedents in my ex- 
perience—much, indeed, that has 
analogies in my reading, but analo- 
gies which I have hitherto despised 
as old wives' fables. I have bared 
to your searching eye the weird 
mysteries of my life. How do you 
account for facts which you cannot 
resolve into illusions ? for the influ- 
ence which that strange being. Mar- 
grave, exercised over Lilian's mind 
or fancy, so that for a time her love 
for me was as 'dormant as is her 
reason now : so that he could draw 
her— her whose nature you admit 
to be singularly pure and modest — 
from her mother's home. The 
magic wand ! the trance into which 
that wand threw Margrave himself; 
the apparition which it conjured up 
in my own quiet chamber, when my 
mind was Iwithout a care and my 
health without a flaw. How ac- 
count for all this— as you endea- 
voured, and perhaps successfully, to 
account for all my impressions of 
the Vision in the Museum, of the 
luminous, [haunting shadow in its 
earlier apparitions, when my fancy 
was heated, my heart tormented, 
and, it might be, even the physical 
forces of this strong frame dis- 
ordered ?" 

" Allen," said the old pathologist, 
"here we approach a ground which 
few physicians have dared to exa- 
mine. Honour to those who, like 
our bold contemporary, Elliotson, 
have braved scoff and sacrificed 
dross in seeking to extract what is 
practical in uses, what can be tested 
by experiment, from those excep- 
tional phenomena on which magic 
sought to found a philosophy, and 
to which philosophy tracks the 
origin of magic." 
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''What! Do I undeiBtiand you? 
Jk it you, Juliog !Paber, who attach 
fittth to the wonders attributed to 
animal magnetism and electro- 
biology, or subscribe to the doctrines 
which their practitioners teach ?** 

'* I have not examined into those 
doctrines, nor seen with my own 
eyes the wonders recorded, upon 
eridence too respectable, neverUie- 
less, to f)ermit me peremptorily to 
deny what I have not witnessed.* 
But wherever I look through the 
History of Mankind in all ages and 
all races, I find a concurrence in 



certain belief which SAems to^x>uiir 
tenance the theory thuit thex^ is in. 
some peculiar and rare tAmpen- 
ments a power over forms of aai-^ 
mated organisation, with which 
they establish some unaooountaUe^ 
affinity; and even, thoagh mucA 
more rarely, a power over inaninu^ 
matter. You are familiar with, the 
theory of Descartes, * that those par- 
ticles of the blood which penetrate to 
the brain do not only serve to 
nourish and sustain its substanoeb. 
but to produce there a certaiu very 
subtle Aura» or rather a flame very 



* What Faber hero says is expressed 
■with more authority hj one of the most 
aoccnnplished metaphysicians of our time 
(Sir W. Hamilton) :— 

« Somnambulism is a phenomenon still 
more astonishing (than dreaming). In 
tina singglar state a person perfonns a 
r^iular series of rational actions, and 
tiiosa frequently of the most difficult and 
delicate nature; and what is still more 
manrellous, with a talent to which he 
could make no pretension when awake. 
(Cr. AnciUon, Bssais Fhilos. ii. 161.) His 
memory and reminiscence supply him 
with recollections of words and things 
which, perhaps, never were at his disposal 
in the ordinary state — he speaks more 
fluently a more refined language. And 
if we are to credit what the evidence on 
which it rests hardly allows us to dis- 
believe, he has not only perception of 
things through other channels than the 
common organs of sense, but the sphere 
of his cognition is amplified to an extent 
far beyond the limits to which sensible 
perception is confined. This subject is 
one of the most perplexing in the whole 
compass of philosophy j for, on the one 
hand, the phenomena are so remarkable 
that they cannot be believed, and yet, on 
the other, they are of so unambiguous 
and palpable a character, and the wit- 
nesses to their reality are so numerous, 
so intelligent, and so high above every 
suspicion of deceit, that it is equally im- 
possible to deny credit to what is attested 
by such ample and unexceptionable evi- 
dence." — Sir W. Hamilton's Lectures on 
Metaphysics and Logic, vol. ii. p. 274. 



This perplexity, in which the di8tiii<^ 
guished philosopher leaves the judgment 
so equally balanced that it flads- it i»- 
possible to believe, and yet impiMaaible to- 
disbelieve, fonns tdie right state of miad- 
in which a candid thinker should qojb^ iQ- 
the examination of those more ex^ni- 
ordinary phenomena which he htm no6 
himself yet witnessed, but the fair inquiry 
into which may be tendered to him l^. 
persons above the imputation of quaek^rj 
and fraud. Miiller, who is not the least 
determined, as he is certainly one of the 
most distinguished disbelievers of mei* 
merio phenomena, does not appear to 
have witnessed, or at least to have care* 
fully examined, them, or he would, per^ 
haps, have seen that even the more ex- 
traordinary of those phen(»nena oonfirm^ 
rather than contradict, his own general 
theories, and may be explained by the- 
sympathies one sense has with another — 
" the laws of reflexion through the medium 
of the brain." (Physiology of Senses^ 
p. 1311.) And again by the maxim " that 
the mental principle, or cause of the 
mental phenomena, cannot be confined to- 
the brain, but that it exists in a latent 
state in every part of the organisoa." 
(lb. p. 1355.) The "nerve power," con- 
tended for by Mr. Bain, also may suggest 
a rational solution of much that has 
seemed incredible to those physiologists' 
who have not condescended to sifb the 
genuine phenomena of mesmorism fironb 
the imposture to which, in all ages, the 
phenomena exhibited by what may be 
called the ecstatic tempenunttBt^ have^ 
been applied. 
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-vivid and pure that obtuna the 
name of the Animal SpiritB;^ and 
at the dose of his great fragment 
upon Man, he asserts that *this 
flame is of no other nature than all 
the fires which are in; inanimate 
bodies/f This notion does hot fore> 
stall the more reooit doctnne that 
electricity is more or kas in all, or 
nearly all, known matter. Now, 
whether in the electric fluid or some 
other fluid akin to it of iriiioh we 
know still less, thus. equally per- 
-vading all matt», thore may be a 
certain .magnetio property more 
aotive,^ more operative upon< sym-^ 
pathy ia> some human constitutions 
than in others, and whioh can ac- 
count for the mysterious power I 
have spoken of, is a query I might 
suggest, but not an epinian I would 
hazard. Eor an opinion. I must 
bave that basis of experience or 
authority which. I do not need 
when I submit a query to the ex- 
perience and authority of othera 
Still the supposition conveyed in 
the query is so far worthy of notiGe, 
that the ecstatia temperament (in 
which phrase I comprehend all con-- 
stitutional mystics) is peculiarly 
sensitive to electric atmo^erio in- 
fluences. This is a fact which most 
medical observers will have re«> 
marked in the range of their prac- 
tice. Aocordingly,, I was prepared 
to find Mr. Hare Townshend, in his 
interesting work,:]: state that he 
himself was of ' the eleotzia- tempe- 
rament,' sparks flying front his hair 
when combed in the daik, &C. That 
accomplished writer, whose veraoity 
no one would impugn, affirms that 
* betwem this electrical endowment 
and whatever mesmeric properties 
he might possess, there is a remark- 

*■ Descartes, L'Homme, vol. iy. p. 346. 
Cousin's Bdition. 
t Ibid., p. ^128. 
% Facts in MesmerisDU 



able relationdiip and parallelism. 
Whatever state of the atmosphere 
tends to accumulate and ineulate 
electricity in the body, promotes 
equally' (says Mr. Town^iend) 'the 
power and facility with which. I 
influence others mesmeiically.? 
What Mr. Towndiend thus observes 
in himself, American physicians 
and professors of chemistry depose 
to have observed in those modem 
magiciflTis, the mediums of (so^ 
called) 'spirit manifestation.' They 
state that all suidi mediums are of 
the electrio temperament, thue 
everywhere found allied wiOi. the 
ecstatic, and th^ power varies ia 
proportion as the state of the at- 
mosphere serves to duress or aag^ 
ment the electricity stored in then^ 
selves. Here,. then» in the midst o£ 
vagrant phenomena, either too 
hastily dismissed as altogether [the 
tricks of firaudful imposture, or too 
credulously accepted as super- 
natural portents— here, at leasts ia 
one generalised fact, we may, per^- 
haps,. find a starting-point, fhm^ 
wMch inductive exp^dment may 
arrive soon, or late, at a rational 
theory. But, however the power of 
which we are speaking (a powev 
accorded to special phyacal temp»> 
rament) may or may not be ao> 
counted fbr by some patient student 
of nature, I am persuaded that it is 
in that power we are to seek for 
whatever is not wholly impostnse^ 
in the attributes assigned to magio 
or witchcraft. It is well said, by a 
writer who has gone into the deptii 
of these subjects with the icsearoh 
of a scholar and the science of a 
pathologist, 'that if magic had ex- 
clusively reposed on creduUty and 
falsehood^its rdgn would never have 
endured so long. But that its art 
took its origin in singular pheno- 
mena, proper to certain affections of 
the nerves, or manifested in the. 
conditions of sleep. These pheno- 
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menM, the principle of which was at 
first unknown, senred to root faith 
in magic, and often abused even 
enlightened minds. The enchanters 
and magicians arrived, by divers 
practices, at the faculty of provoking 
in other brains a determined order 
of dreams, of engendering halluci- 
nations of all kinds, of inducing fits 
of hypnotism, trance, mania, during 
which the persons so affected ima- 
gined that they saw, heard, touched 
supernatural beings, conversed with 
them, proved their influences, as- 
sisted at prodigies of which magic 
proclaimed itself to possess the 
secret. The public, the enchanters, 
and the enchanted were equally 
dupes.** Accepting this explana- 
tion, unintelligible to no physician 
of a practice so lengthened as mine 
has been, I draw from it the corol- 
lary, that as these phenomena are 
exhibited only by certain special 
affections, to] which only certun 
special constitutions are susceptible, 
so not in any superior faculties of 
intellect, or of spiritual endowment, 
but in peculiar physical tempera- 
ments, often strangely disordered, 
the power of the sorcerer in affecting 
the imagination of others is to be 
sought In the native tribes of 
Australasia the elders are instructed 
in the arts of this so-called sorcery, 
hut only in a very few constitutions 
does instruction avail to produce 
effects in which the savages recog- 
nise the powers of a sorcerer : it is 
so with the Obi of the negroes. The 
fiuscination of Obi is an unques- 
tionable fact, but the Obi man can- 
not be trained by formal lessons; 
he is bom a fascinator, as a poet is 
bom a poet. It is so with the Lap- 
landers, of whom Tornffius reports 

* La Magie et I'Astrologie dans I'An* 
tiqtiit^ et an Moyen-Age. Par L. F. 
Alfred Maory, Membre de I'lnstitat. 
P. 226. 



that of those instraoted in the 
gical art ' only a few are capable of 
it.' 'Some,' he says, 'are naturally 
magicians.' And this &ct is em- 
phatically insisted upon by the 
mystics of our own middle ages, who 
state that a man must be bam a 
magician ; in other words, that the 
gift is constitutional, though deve- 
loped by practice and art. Now, 
that this gift and its practice should 
principally obtain in imperfect 
states of civilization, and fade into 
insignificance in the busy social en- 
lightenment of dties, may be ao- 
counted for by reference to the 
known influences of imagination. 
In the cmder states of social life 
not only is imagination more fre- 
quently predominant over all other 
faculties, but it has not the healthful 
vents which the intellectuid competi- 
tion of cities and civilization affords. 
The man who in a savage tribe, or 
in the dark feudal ages, would be a 
magician, is in our century a poet, 
an orator, a daring speculator, an 
inventive philosopher. In other 
words, his imagination is drawn to 
pursuits congenial to those amongst 
whom it works. It is the tendency 
of all intellect to follow the direc- 
tions of the public opinion amidst 
which it is trained. Where a magi- 
cian is held in reverence or awe, 
there will be more practitioners of 
magic than where a magician is 
despised as an impostor or shut up 
as a lunatic. In Scandinavia, 
before the introduction of Christi- 
anity, all tradition records the 
wonderful powers of the Yala^ or 
witch, who was then held in reve- 
rence and honour. Christianity 
was introduced, and the early 
Church denounced the Vala as the 
instrument of Satan, and from that 
moment down dropped the majestio 
prophetess into a miserable and exe- 
crated old hag !" 
"The ideas you broach," said I, 
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musingly, " have at moments crossed 
me, though I have shrunk from re- 
ducing them to a theory which is 
but one of pure hypothesis. But 
this magic, after all, then, you 
would place in the imagination of 
the operator, acting on the imagina- 
tion of those whom it affects? 
Here, at least, I can follow you, to 
a certain extent, for here we get 
back into the legitimate realm of 
physiology." 

"And possibly," said Faber, "we 
may find hints to guide us to useful 
examination, if not to complete so- 
lution, of problems that, once de- 
monstrated, may lead to discoveries 
of infinite value— hints, I say, in 
two writers of widely opposite 
genius— Van Helmont and Bacon. 
Van Helmont, of all the medieval 
mystics, is, in spite of his many 
extravagant whims, the one whose 
intellect is the most suggestive to 
the disciplined reasoners of our day. 
He supposed that the faculty which 
he cidls Phantasy, and which we 
familiarly call Imagination, is in- 
vested with the power of creating 
for itself ideas independent of the 
senses, each idea clothed in a form 
fabricated by the imagination, and 
becoming an operative entity. This 
notion is so far favoured by modern 
physiologists, that*Lincke reports a 
case where the eye itself was extir- 
pated ; yet the extirpation was 
followed by the appearance of lu- 
minous figures before the orbit. 
And again, a woman, stone-blind, 
complained of 'luminous images, 
with pale colours, before her eyes.' 
Aberorombie mentions the case *of 
a lady quite blind, her eyes being 
also disorganized and sunk, who 
never walked out without seeing a 
little old woman in a red cloak who 
seemed to walk before her.** Your 

* She had no illusions when within 
doors. — Abercrombie on the Intellectnal 
Powers, p. 277. (15th Edition.) 



favourite authority, the illustrious 
Miiller, who was himself in the 
habit of ' seeing difierent images in 
the field of vision when he lay 
quietly down to sleep, asserts that 
these images are not merely pre- 
sented to the fancy, but that even 
the images of dreams are really 
seen' and that ' any one may satisfy 
himself of this by accustoming him- 
self regularly to open his eyes when 
waking after a dream— the images 
seen in the dream are then some- 
times visible, and can be observed 
to disappear gradually.' He con- 
firms this statement, not only by 
the result of his own experience, 
but by the observations made by 
Spinoza, and the yet higher au- 
thority of Aristotle, who accounts 
for spectral appearance as the in^ 
iemal action of the sense of vision,^ 
And this opinion is favoured by Sir 
David Brewster, whose experience 
leads him to suggest 'that the ob^ 
jects of mental contemplation may 
be seen as distinctly as external 
objects, and will occupy the same 
local position in the axis of vision 
as if they had been formed by the 
agency of light.' Be this as it may, 
one fact remains, that images can 
be seen even by the blind as dis- 
tinctly and vividly as you and I now 
see the stream below our feet and 
the opossums at play upon yonder 
boughs. Let us come next to some 
remarkable suggestions of Lord 
Bacon. In his Natural History, 
treating of the force of the imagina- 
tion, and the help it receives * by 

♦ Muller, Physiology of the Senses, 
Baley's translation, pp. 1068-1395, and 
elsewhere. Mr. Bain, in his thoughtful 
and suggestiye work on the Senses and 
Intelleot, makes very powerful use of 
these statements in support of his pro- 
position, which Faber advances in other 
words, viz., "the return of the nervous 
currents exactly on their old track in 
revived sensations." 
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one num working by another/ he 
dtes an instance he had witnessed 
of a kind of juggler, who could tell 
a person what card he thought oil 
He mentioned this * to a pretoided 
learned man, curious in such 
things,' and this sage said to him, 
'It is not the knowledge of the 
man's thought, for that is proper to 
God, but the enforcing of a thought 
upon him» and binding his imagina- 
tion bj a stronger, so that he could 
think of no other card.' You see 
this sage anticipated our modem 
deotro-biologistB ! And the learned 
man then shrewdly asked Lord 
Bacon, *Did the juggler tell the 
card to the man himself who had 
thought of it, or bid another tell 
it^? ' 'He bade another tell it,' an- 
swered Lord Bacon. 'I thought 
so,' returned his learned acquaint- 
ance, ' for the juggler himself could 
not have put on so strong an ima- 
gination ; but by telling the card to 
the other, who believed the juggler 
was some strange man who could do 
strange things, that other man 
caught a strong imagination.'* The 
whole story is worth reading, be- 
cause Lord Bacon evidently thinks 
it conveys a guess worth examining. 
And Lord Bacon, were he now 
living, would be tiie man to solve 



* Perhaps it is for the reason suggested 
in the text, viz., that the magician requires 
the interposition of a third imagination 
between his own and that of the consult- 
ing beKever, and that any learned adept 
in (so-called) magic will invariably refuse 
to exhibit without the presence of a third 
person. Hence the author of Dogme et 
Bituel de la Haute Magie, printed at 
Paris, 1852-53— a book less remarkable 
for its learning than for the earnest belief 
of a scholar of our own day in the reality 
of the art of which he records the history 
—insists much on the necessity of rigidly 
observing Le Temaire, in the number of 
persons who assist in an enchanter's ex- 
penmenta. 



the mystwies that branch, out of 
mesmerism or (so-ealled) spiritual 
manifestation^ !br he would noft pre- 
tend to despise their phencHnena for 
fear of hurting his repataidon fiar 
good sense. Baoon then goes on t» 
state that there are three ways t» 
fortify the imagination : ' Firsts mOf 
thority derived from belief in an 
art and in the man who ezerdsee 
it; secondly, means to quicken 
and corroborate the imaininatioA; 
thirdly, means to repeat and refresh 
it' For the second and the third 
he refers to the practices of ooagio^ 
and proceeds afterwards to state oa 
what things imagination has most 
force: 'upon things that have the 
lightest and easiest motioni^ and, 
therefore, above all, upon the spirits 
of men, and, in them, on suchafiiBC- 
tions as move lightest— in lova^ in 
fear, in irresolution. And,' add8> 
Bacon, eamesitly, in a very diflbremt 
spirit from that which dictates to 
the sages of our time the philosophy 
of rejecting without trial that which 
belongs to the Marvellous, 'and 
whatsoever is of this kind, should 
be ihorotighly ijiquired into,' And 
this great founder or renovtator of 
the sober inductive system of inves- 
tigation, even so far leaves it a 
matter of speculative inquiry, whe* 
ther imagination* may not be so- 
powerful that it can actually operate 
upon a plant, that he says,—' This 
likewise should be made upon 
plants, and that diligently, as if you 
should tell a man that such a tree 
would die this year, and will him, 
at these and these times, to go unto 
it and see how it tbriveth.' I pre^ 
sume that no philosopher has fol- 
lowed such recommendations: had 
some great philosopher done so, 
possibly we should by this time 
know all the secrets of what is- 
popularly called witchcraft.'* 

And as Faber here paused there 
ctune a stcan^Q lau^h. from the fan*- 
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tastio she-oak-tree overhanging the 
stream—a wild, impish laugh. 

" Pooh ! it is but the great king- 
fisher, the laughing-bird of l^e 
Australian bush/' said Julius Faber, 
amused at my start of superstitious 
alarm. 

We walked on for some minutes 
in musing silence, and tiie rude log- 
hut in which my wise companion 
had his home came in Tiew— the 
flocks grazing on undulous pastures, 
the kine drinking at a watercourse 
fhnged by the slender gum-tarees, 
and a few fields, laboriously won 
from tiie luxuriant grass-land, 
rippling with the wave of com. 

I halted, and said, '* Best here for 
a few moments, tail I gather up the 
conclusions to which your specula- 
tive reasoning seems to invite me." 

We sat down on a rocky crag, half 
mantled by luxuriant creepers with 
vermilion buds. 

**Fr6m the guesses," said I, ''which 
^u have drawn from the erudition 
of others and your own ingenious 
and reflective inductions, I collect 
this solution of the mysteries, by 
which the experience I gain ftom 
my senses confounds all the dogmas 
approved by my judgment. To the 
rational conjecttures by which, when 
we first conversed on the marvels 
that perplexed me, you ascribed to 
my imagination, predisposed by 
mental excitement, phyracal fatigue 
or derangement, and a concurrence 
of singular events tending to 
strengthen such predisposition, the 
phantasmal impressions producedon 
my senses ; to these conjectures you 
now add a new one, more startUng 
and less admitted by sober physio- 
logists. You conceive it possible 
that persons endowed with a rare 
and peculiar temperament can so 
operate on the imagination, and, 
through the imagination, on the 
senses of others^ as to exceed even 
the powers asciilMd to the praoti- 



tioners of mesmerism and electro- 
biology, and give a certain founda- 
tion of truth to the old tales of magio 
and witchcrafb. You imply thali 
Margrave may be a person thus 
gifted, and hence the influence ho 
unquestionably exercisedover Lilian, 
and over, perhaps, less innocent 
agents, charmed or impelled by his 
will. And not discarding, as I own 
I should have been originally in- 
duced to do, the queries or sugges> 
tions adventured by Bacon in hid 
discursive speculations on Nature, 
to wit 'that there be many things, 
someof them inanimate, that operate 
upon the spirits of men by secret 
sympathy and antipathy,' and to 
which Bacon gave the quaint name 
of ' imaginants f so even that wand,, 
of which I have described to you 
the magic-like effects, may have had 
properties communicated to it by 
which it performs the work of the 
magician, a& mesmerists pretend that 
some substance mesmerised by them 
can act on the patient as sensibly as if 
it were the mesmeriser himself. Do 
I state your suppositions correctly ?** 
" Yes ; always remembering that 
they are only suppositions, and 
volunteered with the utmost diffi- 
dence. But since, thus seated in the 
early wilderness, we permit our- 
selves the indulgence of childlike 
guess, may it not be possible, apart 
from the doubtful question whether 
a man can communicate to an in- 
animate material substance a power 
to act upon the mind or imagination 
of another man— may it not, I say, 
be possible that such a substance 
may contain in itself such a virtue 
or property potent over certain con- 
stitutions, though not over all ? For 
instance, it is in my experience that 
the common hazel-wood will strongly 
affect some nervous temperaments^ 
though wholly without effect on 
others. L T«ni«asJa« ^ I'ssis^^ ^^ 
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freshly cat^ could not relax her hold 
of it; and when it was wrenched 
away from her by force was irre- 
sistibly attracted towards it, repos- 
sessed herself of it, and, after holding 
it a few minutes, was cast into a 
kind of trance, in which she beheld 
phantasmal visions. Mentioning 
this curious case, which I supposed 
unique, to a learned brother of our 
profession, he told me that he had 
known other instances of the effect 
of the hazel upon nervous tempera- 
ments in persons of both sexes. 
Possibly it was some such peculiar 
property in the hazel that made it 
the wood selected for the old di- 
vining-rod. Again, we know that 
the bay-tree, or laurel, was dedicated 
to the oracular Pythian Apollo. 
Now wherever, in the old world, 
we find that the learning of the 
priests enabled them to exhibit 
exceptional phenomena, which im- 
posed upon popular credulity, there 
was a something or other which it 
is worth a philosopher's while to 
explore. And, accordingly, I always 
suspected that there was in the 
laurel some property favourable to 
ecstatic vision in highly impression- 
able temperaments. My suspicion, 
a few years ago, was justified by the 
experience of a German physician, 
who had under his care a cataleptic 
or ecstatic patient, and who assured 
me that he found nothing in this 
patient so stimulated the state of 
'sleep-waking,' or so disposed that 
state to indulge in the hallucinations 
of prevision, as the berry of the 
laurel.* Well, we do not know what 
this wand that produced a seemingly 
magical effect upon you was really 
composed of. You did not notice 
the metal employed in the wire 
which you say communicated a 

* I may add that Dr. Kemer instances 
the effect of laurel-berries on the Seeress 
of PreTorst, corresponding with that as- 
sarted bf Julius Faber in the text. 



thrill to the sensitive nerves in the 
palm of the hand. You cannot tell 
how far it might have been tiie 
vehicle of some fluid force in nature. 
Or still more probably, whether tiie 
pores of your hand insensibly im- 
bibed, and communicated to the 
brain, some of those powerful nar- 
cotics from which the Boudlusts ind 
the Arabs make unguents that in- 
duce visionary hallucinations, and 
in which substances undetected in 
the hollow of the wand, or the handle 
of the wand itself, might be steeped.* 
One thing we do know, viz., that 
amongst the ancients, and especially 
in the East, the construction of 
wands for magical purposes was no 
commonplace mechanical craft— but 
a special and secret art appropriated 
to men who cultivated with assiduity 
all that was then known of natural 
science in order to extract from it 
agencies that might appear super- 
natural. Possibly, then, the rods or 
wands of the East, of which Scrip- 
ture makes mention, were framed 
upon some principles of which we in ^ 
our day are very naturally ignorant, 
since we do not ransack science for 
the same secrets. And thus, in the 
selection or preparation of the ma- 
terial employed, mainly consisted, 
whatever may be referable to natural 
philosophical causes, in the antique 
science of Bhabdomancy, or divina- 
tion and enchantment by wands. 
The staff or wand of which you tell 
me, was, you say, made of iron or 
steel and tipped with crystal Pos- 
sibly iron and crystal do really con- 
tain some properties not hitherto 
scientifically analyzed, and only, 
indeed, potential over exceptional 
temperaments, which may account 
for the fact that iron and crystal 
have been favourites with all pro- 
fessed mystics, ancient and modem. 

* See for these nng^ents the work of 
M. Maory, before quoted. La Magie et 



A STEANGE STORY. 



25S 



The Delphio Pythoness had her 
iron tripod, Mesmer his iron hed ; 
and many persons, indisputably 
honest, cannot gaze long upon a ball 
of crystal but what they begin to 
see Visions. I suspect that a philo- 
sophical cause for such seemingly 
preternatural effects of crystal and 
iron will be found in connection 
with the extreme impressionability 
to changes in temperatures which is 
the characteristic both of crystal and 
iron. But if these materials do con- 
tain certain powers over exceptional 
constitutions, we do not arrive at a 
supernatural, but at a natural phe- 
nomenon." 

"Still," said I, "even granting 
that your explanatory hypotheses 
hit or approach the truth — still 
what a terrible power you would 
assign to man's will over men's 
. reason and deeds ! " 

"Man's will," answered Faber, 
" has over men's deeds and reason, 
habitual and daily, power infinitely 
greater, and, when uncounterba- 
lanced, infinitely more dangerous 
than that which superstition exag- 
gerates in magic. Man's will moves 
a war that decimates a race, and 
leaves behind it calamities little less 
dire than slaughter. Man's will 
frames, but it also corrupts laws; 
exalts, but also demoralizes opinion ; 
sets the world mad with fanaticism, 
as often as it curbs the heart's fierce 
instincts by the wisdom of brother- 
like mercy. You revolt at the ex- 
ceptional, limited sway over some 
two or three individufJs which the 
arts of a sorcerer (if sorcerer there 
be) can effect ; and yet, at the very 
moment in which you were per- 
plexed and appalled by such sway, 
or by your reluctant belief* in it, 
your will was devising an engine to 
unsettle the reason and wither the 
hopes of millions ! " 

My will! What engine?" 
A book conceived by your intel- 
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lect, adorned by your learning, and 
directed by your will, to steal from 
the minds of other men their per- 
suasion of the soul's everlasting 
Hereafter." 

I bowed my head, and felt myself 
grow pale. 

" And if we accept Bacon's theory 
of * secret sympathy,' or the plainer- 
physiological maxim that there must 
be in the imagination, morbidly 
impressed by the will of another, 
some trains of idea in affinity with 
such influence and preinclined to 
receive it, no magician could warp 
you to evil, except through thoughts 
that themselves went astray. Grant 
that the Margrave who still haunts 
your mind did really, by some occult^ 
sinister magnetism, guide the mad- 
man to murder— did influence the 
servant -woman's vulgar desire to 
pry into the secrets of her ill-fated 
master — or the old maid's covetous 
wish and envious malignity— what 
could this awftd magician do more 
than any commonplace guilty ad- 
viser, to a mind predisposed to 
accept the advice ? " 

"You forget one example which 
destroys your argument— the spell 
which this mysterious fascinates 
could cast upon a creature so pure 
from all guilt as Lilian ! " 

" Will you forgive me if I answer 
frankly?" 

" Speak." 

" Your Lilian is spotless and pure 
as you deem her, and the fascina- 
tion, therefore, attempts no lure 
through a sinful desire; it blends 
with its attraction no sentiment of 
affection untrue to yourself. Nay, 
it is justice to your Lilian, and may 
be a melancholy comfort to you, to 
state my conviction, based on the 
answers my questions have drawn 
from her, that you were never more 
cherished by her love than when 
that love seemed t» ^q.tq^^ -^^xi.. 
"Ret Vm»k:R\Ti"^\\oxL\\si^^ 
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the illasion that through your love 
for her you were threatened with a 
great peril Whatseemedthelevityof 
her desertion was thedevotion of self- 
sacrifice. And, in her strange, dream- 
led wanderings, do not think that 
fihe was conscious of the fascination 
70U impute to this mysterious Mar- 
grave: in her belief it was your own 
guardian angel that guided her steps, 
and her pilgrimage was ordained to 
disarm .the foe that menaced you, 
«nd dissolve the spell that divided 
her life from yours ! But had she 
wnk, long before this, wilfully pre- 
pared herself to be so deceived P 
Had not her fancies been deliber- 
ately encouraged to dwell remote 
from the duties we are placed on 
the earth to perform P The loftiest 
ihoulties in our nature are those 
that demand the finest poise, not to 
iUl from their height and crush all 
the walls that they crown. With 
exquisite beauty of illustration, 
Hume says of the dreamers of 
* bright £Ekncies,' ' that they may be 
compared to those angels whom the 
Scriptures represent as covering 
th^ eyes with their wings.' Had 
you been, like my nephew, a wrest- 
ler for bread with the wilderness, 
what helpmate would your Lilian 
have been to youP How often 
would you have cried out in justifi- 
able anger, ' I, son of Adam, am on 
earth, not in paradise? Oh, that 
my Eve were at home on my hearth, 
and not in the skies with the 
seraphs!' No Margrave, I ven- 
ture to say, could have suspended 
the healthful affections, or charmed 
into danger, the wide-awake soul of 
my Amy. When she rocks in its 
cradle the babe the young parents 
intrust to her heed—when she calls 
the kine to the milking, the chicks 
to their oom—when she but flits 
through my room to renew the 
flowers on the stand, or range in 
neat order the books that I read— 



no spell on her foncy could lead her 
a step from the range of h«r prtm- 
dent cares! At day she is oo»- 
tented to be on the oomiiL<M4>laoe 
earth ; at evening she and I knook 
together at the one door of heaven, 
which opes to thanksgiviiig and 
prayer; and thanksgiving and prayer 
send us back, calm and hopeftd, te 
the task that each norrew renem." 

Hooked up as the old man pftnaed, 
and in the limpid oleai»eBB of tiie 
Australian atmo^here, I mw 41m 
child he thus praised standing hf 
the garden-gate, looking towac48 na, 
and, though still distant, she eeeined 
near. I felt wroth with her. My 
heart so ohmnshed my harmlees, 
defenceless lilian, that I was jealous 
of the pruse taken from het to he 
bestowed on another. 

**Each of us," said I coldly, ''luM 
his or her own nature, and tlM nses. 
harmonious to that nature's idio^ 
syncrasy. The world, I grant, w<Hild 
get on very ill if women were not^ 
more or less, actively useful and 
quietly good, like your Amy. But 
the world would lose standards t^ialT 
exalt and refine, if no woman were 
permitted to gain, through the in- 
dulgence of fancy, thoughts ezqui^ 
site as those which my Lilian con- 
ceived, while thought, alas! flowed 
out of fancy. I do not wound you 
by citing your Amy as a tyi>e of the 
mediocre. 1 do not claim for LUian 
the rank we accord to the type of 
genius. But both are alike to such 
types in this : viz., that the uses of 
mediocrity are for every-day Ufe, 
and the uses of genius, amidst a 
thousand mistakes which mediocrity 
never commits, are to suggest and 
perpetuate ideas which raise the 
standard of the mediocre to a nobler 
level. There would be fewer Amys 
in life if there were no Lilian ! as 
there would be far fewer good men 
of sense if there were no erring 
dreamer of genius I " 
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Tou fioy well, Allen Penwiok. 
And who should be so indulgent 
i» the vagaries of the imagination 
■ms the philosophers who taught your 
youth to doubt everything, in the 
Maker's planof creation which oould 
not be mathematioally proved? 
"I^e human mind,' said Luther, 
'is like a drunkard on horsebadk: ; 
prop it on one side, and it &Us x>n the 
other/ So the man who is mxich 
too enlightened to believe in a 
peasant's religioo, is always sure ^ 
«et up some inane superstition of his 
own. Open biographical volumes 
wherever you please^ and the man 
who has no faitii in religion, is » 
man who has haih. in a nightmare. 
ISee that type of the elegant soeptios 
—Lord Herbert of Oherbnry. He is 
writing a Imx^ against fiefveiation ; 
he asks a sign from heaiven to tell 
him if his book is approved by hs 
Maker, and the man who oannot 
believe in the miraoles performed 
l)y his Saviour, graveily tells us of a 
miracle vouchsafed to himselfl Take 
the hardest and strongest inteUeot 
which the hardest and strongest 
raoe of nmnkind ever schooled and 
4U)complished. See the graatest of 
«reat men, the great Jutius Gsesar ! 
Pnblidy he asserts in the S^iate 
that the immortality of the soul is 
« vain diimen^ He professes tilie 
ereed winch lUmian voluptuaries 
^deduced from Epiemrus, and denies 
all Divine interferenoe in the affairs 
of the earth. A great authority for 
the Materialists — they have none 
greater ! They can show on their 
side no intellect equal to Ciesar's ! 
andyetthismagnificent free-thinker, 
rejecting a soul and a Deity, habi- 
tuaUy entered his diariot in mut- 
tering a oharm; crawled on his 
knees up the steps of a temple to 
propitiate the abstraction called 
* Nemesis;' and did not cross the 
Bubioon till he had ocmsulted the 
omens. What does all this prove ? 



—a very simple truth. Man has 
some instincts with the brutes ; for 
instance, hunger and sexual love. 
Man has one instinct peculiar to 
himself found universally (or with 
aHefied escceptions in savage states 
so rare, that they do not affect the 
general law*)— an instinct of an in- 
visible power without this earth, 
and of a Ufe beyond the grave, whidi 
that power vouchsafes to his spirit. 
But the best of us cannot violate 
an instinct with impunity. Besist 
hung^ as long as you can, and, 
rather than die of starvation, your 
insect will make you a cannibal ; 
resist love when youth and nature 
impel to it, and what pathologist 
does not track one broad path into 
madness or crime? So with the 
noblest instinct of all. Be^ect the 
internal conviction by which the 
grandest ^linkers have sanctioned 
the hope of the humblest Ohnstiaa, 
and you are servile at once to some 
futh inconceivably more hard to 
believe. The imagination will not 
be withheld from its yearnings for 
vistas beyond the walls of the flesh 

* It aeema extreme^ doubtftd vfaethor 
the vezy few instaacee in whieh it has 
been asseited that a aava^ race haa been 
found without recognition of a Deity and 
a ftxture state would bare searching exa- 
mination. It is set forth, for example, 
in most of the popular works on Aos- 
tralia, that the Australian saragee have 
no notion of a Deity or a Hereafter, that 
they only worshq) a devil, or evil spirit. 
This assumption, though made more per- 
emptorilj, and bj a greater number of 
writers than any similar one regarding 
other savages, is altogether erroneous, 
and has no other foundation than the 
ignorance of telewriters. The Australian 
savages recognise a Deity, but He is too 
august for a name im their own language; 
in English they call Him The Great Mas- 
ter — an expression synonymous with 
"The Great Lord." They believe in a 
hereafter of eternal joy, and place it 
amon^ the stars. — See Strselecki's Phy- 
sical Description of New South Wales. 
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and the span of the present hour. 
Philosophy itself, in rejecting the 
healthful creeds hy which man finds 
his safeguards in sober prayer, and 
his guide through the wilderness of 
Tisionary doubt, invents systems 
compared to which the mysteries of 
theology are simple. Suppose any 
man of strong, plain imderstandiug 
had never heard of a Deity like 
Him whom we Ghristums adore, 
then ask this man which he can the 
better comprehend in his mind, and 
accept as a natural faith— viz. the 
simple Christianity of his shepherd 
or the Pantheism of Spinoza ? Place 
before an accomplished critic (who 
comes with a perfectly unprejudiced 
mind to either inquiry), first, the 
arguments of David Hume against 
the Gospel miracles, and then the 
metaphysical crotchets of David 
Hume himself. This subtle philo- 
sopher, not content, with Berkeley, 
to get rid of matter — not content, 
with Gondillac, to get rid of spirit 
or mind — proceeds to a miracle 
greater than any his Maker has yet 
vouchsafed to reveal. He, being 
then alive and in the act of writing, 
gets rid of himself altogether. Nay, 
he confesses he cannot reason with 
any one who is stupid enough to 
think he has a self. His words are : 
' What we call a mind is nothing 
but a heap or collection of different 
perceptions or objects united to- 
gether by certain relations, and 
supposed, though falsely, to be en- 
dowed with perfect simplicity and 
identity. If any one, upon serious 
and candid reflection, thinks he has 
a different notion of himself, I must 
confess I can reason with him no 
longer.' Certainly I would rather 
believe all the ghost stories upon 
record, than believe that I am not 
even a ghost, distinct and apart from 
the perceptions conveyed to me, no 
matter how— just as I am distinct 
and apart from the furniture in my 



room, no matter whether I found 
it there or whether I bought it. If 
some old oosmogonist asked you to 
believe that the primitive oanse of 
the solar system was not to be traced 
to a Divine Intelligence, but to a 
nebulosity, originally so difiTased that 
its existence can with difficulty be 
conceived, and that the origin of 
the present system of organised 
beings equally dispensed with the 
agency of a creative mind, and could 
be referred to molecules formed in 
the water by the power of attnu> 
tion, till by modifications of cellular 
tissue in the gradual lapse of ages, 
one monad became an oyster and 
another a Man— would you not say 
this cosmogony could scarcely have 
misled the human understanding 
even in the earliest dawn of specu- 
lative inquiry? Yet such are the 
hypotheses to which the desire to 
philosophize away that simple pro- 
position of a Divine First Cause, 
which every child can comprehend, 
led two of the greatest geniuses and 
profoundest reasoners of modem 
times— La Place and La Marok.* 
Certainly, the more you examine 
those arch phantasmagorists, the 
philosophers who would leave no- 
thing in the universe but their own 
delusions, the more your intellectual 
pride^ay be humbled. The wildest 
phenomena which have startled you, 
are not more extravagant than the 
grave explanations which intellec- 
tual presumption adventures on the 
elements of our own organism and 
the relations between the world of 
matter and the world of ideas.'* 

Here our conversation stopped, 
for Amy had now joined us, and, 
looking up to reply, I saw the child's 
innocent face between me and the 
furrowed brow of the old man. 

* See the observations on La Place 
and La Marck in the Introdaotion to 
Kirby*8 Bridgewater Treatise. 
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CHAPTEE LXXIL 



I TrBNED baok alone. The sun was 
reddening the summits of the distant 
mountain-range, but dark clouds, 
that portended rain, were gathering 
behind my way and deepening the 
shadows in many a chasm and hol- 
low which Tolcanio fires had wrought 
on the surface of uplands undulat- 
ing like diluvian bUlows fixed into 
stone in the midst of their stormy 
swell. I wandered on and away 
from the beaten track, absorbed in 
thought. Gould I acknowledge in 
Julius Eaber's conjectures any basis 
for logical ratiocination? or were 
they not the ingenious fancies of 
that empirical Philosophy of Senti- 
ment by which the aged, in the 
decline of severer faculties, some- 
times assimilate their theories to the 
hazy romance of youth? I can well 
conceive that the story I tell will be 
regarded by most as a wild and fan- 
tastic fable ; that by some it may be 
considered a vehicle for guesses at 
various riddles of Nature, without 
or within us, which are free to the 
licence of romance, though forbidden 
to the caution of science. But, I— 
I — know unmistakeably, my own 
identity, my own positive place in a 
substantial universe. And beyond 
that knowledge, what do I know ? 
Yet had Paber no ground for his 
startling parallels between the chi- 
meras of superstition and the alter- 
natives to faith volunteered by the 
metaphysical speculations of know- 
ledge ? On the theorems of Con- 
dillac, I, in common with numberless 
contemporaneous students (for, in 
my youth, GondiUac held sway in the 
schools, as now, driven forth from 
the schools, his opinions float loose 
through the talk and the scribble 



of men of the world, who perhaps 
never opened his page) — on the 
theorems of Gondillac I had built 
up a system of thought designed to 
immure the swathed form of mate- 
rial philosophy from all rays and all 
sounds of a world not material, as 
the walls of some blind mausoleum 
shut out, from the mummy within, 
the whisper of winds, and the 
gleaming of stars. 

And did not those very theorems^ 
when carried out to their strict 
and completing results by the close 
reasonings of Hume, resolve my own 
living identity, the one conscious 
indivisible me, into a bundle of 
memories derived from the senses 
which had bubbled and duped my 
experience, and reduce into a phan- 
tom, as spectral as that of the Lumi- 
nous Shadow, the whole solid frame 
of creation ? 

While pondering these questions, 
the storm whose forewamings I 
had neglected to heed, burst forth 
with all the suddenness peculiar to 
the Australian climes. The rains 
descended like the rushing of floods. 
In the beds of watercourses, which, 
at noon, seemed dried up and ex- 
hausted, the torrents began to swell 
and to rave ; the grey crags around 
them were animated into living 
waterfalls. I looked round, and the 
landscape was as changed as a scene 
that replaces a scene on the player's 
stage. I was aware that I had wan- 
dered far from my home, and I 
knew not what direction I should 
take to regain it. Glose at hand, 
and raised above the torrents that 
now rushed in many a gulley and 
tributary creek, around and before 
me, the mouth of a deep cave, over- 
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grown with bushes and creeping 
flowers tossed wildly to and fro 
between the rain from above and 
the spray of cascades below, offered 
a shelter from the storm. I entered; 
scaring innumerable flocks of bats 
striking against me, blinded by the 
glare of the lightning that followed 
me into the cavern ; and hastening 
to re-settle themselves on the pen- 
dants of stalactites, or the jagged 
buttresses of prinueval walL 

From time to time the lightning 
darted into the gloom and lingered 
amongst its shadows ; and I saw, by 
the flash, that the floors on which 
I stood were strewed with starange 
bones, some amongst them the fos- 
silized relics of races destroyed by 
the Deluge. The rain continued 
for more than two hours with un- 
abated violence; then it ceased 
almost as suddenly as it had come 
on. And the lustrous moon of Aus- 
tralia burst from the clouds, shining, 
bright as an English dawn, into 
the hollows of the cave. And then 
simultaneously arose all the choral 
songs of the wilderness— creatures 
whose voices are heard at night— 
the loud whirr of the locusts, the 
musical boom of the bullfrog, the 
cuckoo note of the morepork, and, 
mournful amidst all those merrier 
sounds, the hoot of the owl, through 
the wizard she-oaks and the pale 
green of the gum-trees. 

I stepped forth into the open air 
and gazed, first instinctively on the 
heavens, next, with more heedful 
eye, upon the earth. The nature of 
the soil bore the evidence of volcanic 
fires long since extinguished. Just 
before my feet, the rays fell full 
upon a bright yellow streak in the 
block of quartz half embedded in 
the soft moist soil. In the midst 
of all the solemn thoughts and the 
intense sorrows which weighed upon 
heart and mind, that yellow gleam 
startled the mind into a diiecUon 



remote from philosophy, quiokened 
the heart to a beat that ohimed 
with no household affections. In- 
voluntarily I stooped; impulsively 
I struck the block with the hatchet, 
or tomahawk, I carried habitually 
about me, for the purpose of mark- 
ing the trees that I wished to dear 
from the waste of my broad domain. 
The quarts vras shattered l^ tiie 
stroke, and left disburied its glitter- 
ing treasure. My first glance htA 
not deceived me. I, yain Bteker 
afber knowledge, had, at leasts dis- 
covered gold. I took up the briglit 
metal— gdd ! I paused ; I looked 
round; the land that just before 
had seemed to me so worthless, took 
the value of Ophir. Its features 
had before been as unknown to 
me as the Mountains of t^e Hoon, 
and now my memory became won- 
derfully quickened. I recalled the 
rough map of my possessions, tiie 
first careless ride round their bomi- 
daries. Yes, the land on which I 
stood — for miles, to the spur of 
those farther mountains — ^the land 
was mine, and, beneath its surfaoe, 
there was gold! I closed my eyes; 
for some moments, visions of bound- 
less wealth, and of the royal power 
which such wealth could command, 
swept athwart my brain. But my 
heart rapidly settled back to its 
real treasure. " What matters," I 
sighed, "all this dross? Could 
Ophir itself buy back to my lilian's 
smile one ray of the light which 
gave * glory to the grass and splen- 
dour to the flower ? ' " 

So muttering, I flung the gold 
into the torrent that raged b^ow, 
and went on through the moonlight, 
sorrowing silently — only thankful 
for the discovery that had quickened 
my reminiscence of the landmarks 
by which to steer my way throu^ 
the wilderness. 

The night was half gone, for even 
\ '?i\\fifi\\:ka«d.%i^\\i^th.<^ familiar track 
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through the pastures, the swell of 
the many winding creeks that now 
intersected the way obliged me often 
to retrace my steps; to find, some- 
times, the bridge of a filled tree 
which had been providently left 
■unremoved over the now foaming 
torrent, and, more than once, to 
swim across the current, in which 
swimmers less strong or less prac- 
tised would have been dashed down 
the falls, where loose logs and torn 
trees went blattering and whirled : 
for I was in danger of life. A band 
of the savage natives were stealthily 
•creeping on my track— the natives 
in t^ose parts were not then so 
much awed by tiie white man as 
now. A boomerang* had whirred 
by me, burying itself amongst the 
herbage close before my feet I had 
turned, sought to find and to fooe 
these dastardly foes ; they conlaiTed 
to elude me. But when I moved 
on, my ear, sharpened by danger, 
heard them moving, too, in my rear. 
Once only three hideous forms sud- 
denly faced me, springing up from 
a thicket, all tangled with honey- 
suckles and creepers of blue and 
vermilion. I walked steadily up to 
them ; they halted a moment or so 
in suspense, but perhaps they were 
scared by my stature or awed by my 
aspect ; and the Unfamiliar, though 
Human, had terror for them, as 
the Unfamiliar, although but a Sha- 
dow, had had terror for me. They 
vanished, and as quickly as if they 
had crept into the earth. 

At length the air brought me the 
soft perfume of my well-known 
acacias, and my house stood before 
me, amidst English flowers and 
English fruit-trees, under the efful- 
gent Australian moon. Just as I 
was opening the Uttle gate which 
gave access from the pasture-land 

* A missile weapon peonliar to the 
Australian saTages. 



into the garden, a figure in white 
rose up from under light, feathery 
boughs, and a hand was laid on my 
arm. I started; but my surprise 
was changed into fear when I saw 
the pale iaoe and sweet eyes of 

"Heavens! you here! you! at 
this hour t Lilian, what is this? " 

" Hush I " she whispered, elinging 
to me ; *' hush ! do not tell : no one 
knows. I missed yoa when the 
storm came on ; I have missed you 
ever since. Others went in search 
of you and came back. I could not 
sleep, but the rest axe sleeping, . 
so I stole down to watch for you. 
Brother, brother, if any harm 
chanced to you, evai the angels 
could not comfort me ; all would be 
dark, dark t But you are safe, Mfe, 
safe ! " And she dung to Bie yet 
closer. 

** Ah ! Lilian, Lilian, your vision 
in the hour I first beheld you was 
indeed prophetic— 'Each has need 
of the other.' Do you remember ?" 

" Softly, softly," she said, " let mo 
think ! " She stood quietly by my 
side, loojdng up into the sky, with 
all its numberless stars, and its 
solitary moon now sinking slow 
behind the verge of the forest. ** It 
comes back to me,'' she murmured 
softly-— "the Long ago— the sweet 
Long ago!" 

I held my breal^ to listen. 

"There— there!" she resumed, 
pointing to the heavens; "do you 
see? You are there, and my father, 
and— and— Oh 1 that terrible face— 
those serpent eye»— the dead man's 
skull I Save me— save me ! " 

She bowed her head upon my 
bosom, and I led her gently back 
towards the house. As we gained 
the door which she had left (^n, 
the starlight shining across the 
shadowy gloom within, she lifted 
her &oe from m^ \««%&V», %sA <sMi^ 
a iDLumed ^ewWJi Vi^ xwx»^ 'Qefc 
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shining garden, then into the dim 
reoess beyond the threshold. 

** It is there— there !— the Shadow 
that lured me on, whispering that 
if I followed it I should join my 
bebved. False dreadful Shadow ! 
it will fade soon— fade into the 
grinning horrible skull. Brother, 
brother, where is my Allen? Is 
he dead— dead— or is it I who am 
dead to him?" 

I could but clasp her again to my 
breast, and seek to mantle her 
shiyering form with my dripping 
garments, all the while my eyes- 
following the direction which hers 
had taken — dwelt on the walls of 
the nook within the threshold, half 
lost in darkness, half white in star- 
light. And there I, too, beheld the 
haunting Luminous Shadow, the 
spectral effigies of the mysterious 
being, whose very existence in the 



flesh was a riddle unsolved by n^ 
reason. Distinctly I saw the Sha- 
dow, but its light was tar paler, its 
outline ftur more vague, than when 
I had beheld it before. I took 
courage, as I felt Lilian's heart 
beating against my own. I ad- 
vanced, I crossed the threshold*- 
the Shadow was gone. 

** There is no Shadow here— no 
phantom to daunt thee, my life^ 
life," said I, bending over Lilian. 

** It has touched me in passing ; I 
feel it— cold, cold, cold!" she an- 
swered, faintly. 

I bore her to her room, placed her 
on her bed, struck a light, watched 
over her. At dawn there was a 
change in her face, and from that 
time health gradually left her; 
strength slowly, slowly, yet to me 
perceptibly, ebbed firom her life 
away. 



CHAPTEE LXXIIL 



Months upon months have rolled 
on since the night in which Lilian 
had watched for my coming amidst 
the chilling airs under the haunting 
moon. I have said that from the 
date of that night her health began 
gradually to fail, but in her mind 
there was evidently at work some 
slow revolution. Her visionary ab- 
stractions were less frequent ; when 
they occurred, less prolonged. There 
was no longer in her soft face that 
celestial serenity which spoke her 
content in her dreams, but often a 
look of anxiety and trouble. She 
was even more silent than before ; 
but when she did speak, there were 
now evident some struggling gleams 
of memory. She startled us, %\) 



times, by a distinct allusion to the 
events and scenes of her early child- 
hood. More than once she spoke 
of commonplace incidents and mere 

acquaintances at L . At last 

she seemed to recognise Mrs. Ash- 
leigh as her mother; but me, as 
Allen Fenwick, her betrothed, hw 
bridegroom, no! Once or twice 
she spoke to me of her beloved as 
of a stranger to myself, and asked 
me not to deceive her— should she 
ever see him again ? There was one 
change in this new phase of her 
state that wounded me to the quick. 
She had always previously seemed 
to welcome my presence ; now there 
were hours, sometimes days together, 
\ m 'wlciiOcL TKs '^t^^'^'cft -^roa ^"^dently 
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painful to her. She would become 
agitated when I stole into her room 
—make signs to me to leave her— 
grow yet more disturbed if I did 
not immediately obey, and become 
calm again when I was gone. 

Faber sought constantly to sustain 
my courage and administer to my 
hopes by reminding me of the pre- 
diction he had hazarded— viz., that 
through some malady to the firame 
the reason would be ultimately 
restored. 

He said, " Observe ! her mind was 
first roused from its slumber by the 
affectionate, unconquered impulse 
of her heart. You were absent— 
the storm alarmed her— she missed 
you — feared for you. The love 
within her, not alienated, though 
latent, drew her thoughts into defi- 
nite human tracks. And thus, the 
words that you tell me she uttered 
when you appeared before her were 
words of love, stricken, though as 
yet irregularly, as the winds strike 
the harp-strings, fVom chords of 
awakened memory. The same un- 
wonted excitement, together with 
lengthened exposure to the cold 
ni^t-air, will account for the shock 
to her physical system, and the lan- 
guor and waste of strength by which 
it has been succeeded." 

"Ay, and the Shadow that we 
hoth saw within the threshold. 
"What of that?" 

"Are there no records on evi- 
dence, which most physicians of 
very extended practice will perhaps 
allow that their experience more or 
less tends to confirm— no records of 
the singular coincidences between 
individual impressions which are 
produced by sympathy ? Now, 
whether you or your Lilian were 
first haunted by this Shadow I 
know not. Perhaps before it ap- 
I)eared to you in the wizard's 
chamber, it had appeared to her 
by the ifonks* Well Perhaps, as 



it came to you in the prison, so it 
lured her through the solitudes, 
associating its illusory guidance 
with dreams of you. And again, 
when she saw it within your thresh- 
old, your phantasy, so abruptly 
invoked, made you see with the eyes 
of your Lilian ! Does this doctrine 
of sympathy, though by that very 
mystery you two loved each other 
at first— though, without it, love at 
first sight were in itself an incredible 
miracle,— does, I say, this doctrine 
of sympathy seem to you inadmiss- 
ible ? Then nothing is left for us 
but to revolve the conjecture I 
before threw out. Have certain 
organizations like that of Margrave 
the power to impress, through 
space, the imaginations of those 
over whom they have forced a con- 
trol ? I know not. But if they 
have, it is not supernatural; it is 
but one of those operations in 
Nature so rare and exceptional, 
and of which testimony and evi- 
dence are so imperfect and so liable 
to superstitious illusions, that they 
have not yet been traced— as, if 
truthful, no doubt they can be, by 
the patient genius of science— to 
one of those secondary causes by 
which the Creator ordains that 
Nature shall act on Man." 

By degrees I became dissatisfied 
with my conversations with Eaber. 
I yearned for explanations; all 
guesses but bewildered me more. 
In his family, with one exception, 
I found no congenial association. 
His nephew seemed to me an ordi- 
nary specimen of a very trite human 
nature— a young man of limited 
ideas, fair moral tendencies, going 
mechanically right where not 
tempted to wrong. The same 
desire of gain which had urged 
him to gamble and speculate when 
thrown in societies rife with &\lfi.\^. 
example, \&^ Yarn, xisyw \^ XJo^'^vy.^^^ 
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vering labour. Spes fonet agri^ 
coku, says the poet ; the same Hope 
whidi entices the fish to the hook, 
impels the ploujgh of the husband- 
man. The young farmer's young 
wife was somewhat superior to 
him; she had more refinement of 
tafte^ more culture of mind, but, 
liTing in his life, she was inevitaUy 
leTeiled to his ends and pursuits. 
And, next to the babe in the cradle, 
no object seemed to her so import- 
ant as that of guarding the sheep 
from the scab and the dingoes. I 
was amazed to see how quietly a 
man whose mind was so stored by 
life and by books as that of Julius 
Pkber— a man who had loved the 
clash of conflicting intellects, and 
acquired the rewards of fame — 
could accommodate himself to the 
cabined range of his kinsfolks' 
half-civilized existence, take in- 
terest in their trivial talk, find 
varying excitement in the mono- 
tonous household of a peasant-like 
farmer. I could not help saying as 
much to him once. "My friend," 
replied the old man, "believe me that 
the happiest art of intellect, however 
lofty, is that which enables it to be 
cheerfully at home with the Real ! " 
The only one of the family in 
which Faber was domesticated in 
whom I found an interest, to whose 
talk I could listen without fatigue, 
was the child Amy. Simple though 
she was in language, patient of la- 
bour as the most laborious, I recog- 
nised in her a quiet nobleness of 
sentiment, which exalted above the 
commonplace the acts of her com- 
monplace life. She had no preco- 
cious intellect, no enthusiastic 
fkncies, but she had an exquisite 
activity of heart. It was her heart 
that animated her sense of duty, 
and made duty a sweetness and a 
joy. She felt to the core the kind- 
ness of those around her ; exagge- 
rated, with the warmth of bet 



gratitude, the claims which that 
kindness imposed. Even for th^ 
blessing of Ufe, which she shared 
with aU creation, she felt as if sin- 
gled out by the undeserved &voar 
of the Creator, and thus was fiUed 
with religion because she was filled 
with love. 

My interest in this child was in- 
creased and deepened by my sad- 
dened and not wholly unremorsefol 
remembrance of the night on which 
her sobs had pierced my ear — ^the 
night from which I secretly dated 
the mysterious agencies that had 
wrenched from their proi>er field 
and career both my mind and my 
life. But a gentler interest endeared 
her to my thoughts in the pleasure 
that Lilian felt in her visits, in the 
affectionate intercourse that sprang 
up between the afflicted sufferer and 
the harmless infant. Often when 
we failed to comprehend some 
meaning which Lilian evidently 
wished to convey to us — we^ her 
mother and her husband — she was 
understood with as much ease by 
Amy, the unlettered child, as by 
Faber, the grey-haired thinker. 

" How is it— how is it ? *' I asked, 
impatiently and jealously, of Faber. 
"Love is said to interpret where 
wisdom fails, and you, yourself, talk 
of the marvels which sympathy may 
effect between lover and beloved; 
yet when, for days together, I can- 
not succeed in unravelling Lilian's 
wish or her thought— and her own 
motherlis equally in fault — you or 
Amy, closeted alone with her for 
five minutes, comprehend and are 
comprehended." 

"Allen," answered Faber, " Amy 
and I believe in spirit, and she, in 
whom mind is dormant but spirit 
awake, feels in such belief a sym- 
pathy which she has not, in that 
respect, with yourself nor even with 
her mother. You seek only through 
^om mind to coniecture hers. Her 
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motber haa mue dear uwngb 
where habiluat eiperieuoe a/a 
guide iV but Out senat is omftued, 
and fonakes her when tonxA titan 
Hie regnlar pttthwiv in whicb it hu 
been icouBtMned to tread. Araj 
and I, throngh loul guen it iodI, 
and tfao)^ nxMtl; contented with 
eerth, we cut both lise at timei 
into heaVBD. We paj" 

" Alat I " said I, half monmtiilly, 
hiit angiilf : " when you thua 
qieekof Mind Mdistinotfrom Soul, 
it was on]; in that Tiuon whioh 
you bid me regard aa the iUnson of 
a finoy ttimulaled by chemioal 
TBponn, produaing on the brain an 
effeot umilar to that of opium or 
the inhalation of the oxide gss, that 
I have ever seen the nlver qnrk o( 
Uie Soul, distinot from the light of 
the Mind. And holding as I do, 
that all intellectual ideas are dariTed 
from the eiperiwicea of the body, 
wbeUier I accept Uie theory of 
Locke, or that of C<»tdillaii, or that 
into which their propostions reach 
their final derelopmeat in the won- 
derful snbtlety of Hume, I cannot 
deteot the immaterial spirit in the 
material substance— muoh len fol- 
low iti escape from the orpnic 
matter in which the] phnoiple of 
tlkOught ceaaee with the principle of 
life. When the mctapby^ciau, 
contending for the immorUlily of 
the thinking faculty, analyBM Mind, 
his analyais oomprehenda the mind 
of the brute, nay, of the insect, as 
weU as that of man. Take Beid's 
deGoition of Mind, as the most com- 
prehmsife which I can at the mo- 
ment remember: '£; the mind of 
a man we understand that in him 
whiob tiiinks, remembert, reasons, 
and Willi.' But this definition only 
distinguishes the miad of man from 
that of the brute by superiority in 
the same attributes, and not by 
attributes denied to the brute. An 
animal, eren an inKct. thinks, re- 



members, reasons, and wills.* Pew 
uatnraliati will now 8upp«Ht the 
doctrine that all the mental opera- 
tions of bmte or insect are to b» 
exclusivel; referred to iustinota; 
and, eren if they do, the word in- 
sUnct is a Tery vague word— loose 
and Urge enough to corer an abres 
which oar knowledge has not 
Bounded. And, indeed, in propor- 
tion as an animal, like the dog, 
becomes cultiTated by intercourse, 
his instinct* grow weaker, and hie 
ideas, formed by experience (vii 
his mind), more developed, often to 
the conquest of the instinota them- 
selrea. Hence, with his usual can- 
dour. Dr. Abercrombie — in con- 
tending 'that eyerything mental 
ceases to exist after death, when we 
know that everything corporeal 
continues to exist, is a gratuitous 
aeeumption oontrMT to every rule 
of philoeophical inijairy,' — feelc 
compelled, by ' ' 




Btriotly la^ricihl u thoM ire witDe» 
QrdiiuFj trtuuafltlona of life." — 
(Sii Htnrj HoOud, ihkptan on KmMI 
Phjvology, p. 310.) The nhole ol tbe 

inld 1)« read in aoimsiian wiUl 
gn jatt qB0l«d. The vork itgdf^ 
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admit the probability of a future 
life even to the lower animals. His 
words are : * To this mode of rea- 
soning it has been objected that it 
would go to establish an immaterial 
principle in the lower animals, 
which in them exhibits many of the 
phenomena of mind. I have only 
to answer. Be it so. There are in 
the lower animals many of the phe- 
nomena of mind, and with regard 
to these, we also contend that they 
are entirely distinct from anything 
we know of the properties of matter, 
which is all that we mean, or can 
mean, by being immaterial.'* Am 
I then driven to admit that if man's 
mind is immaterial and imperish- 
able, so also is that of the ape and 
the ant?" 

*• I own," said Faber, with his pe- 
culiar smUe, arch and genial, ** that 
if I were compelled to make that 
admission, it would not shock my 
pride. I do not presume to set any 
limit to the goodness of the Creator; 
and should be as humbly pleased as 
the Indian, if in 



-yonder sky, 



My faithful dog should bear me company.' 

You are too familiar with the works 
of that Titan in wisdom and error, 
Pescartes, not to recollect the inter- 
esting correspondence between the 
urbane philosopher and our com- 
bative countryman, Henry More,t 
on this very subject ; in which cer- 
tainly More has the best of it when 
Pescartes insists on reducing what 
he calls the soul (F^me) of brutes 
into the same kind of machines as 
man constructs from inorganized 
matter. The learning, indeed, la- 
vished on the insoluble question 
involved in the psychology of the 
inferior animals, is a proof at least 

♦ Abercrombie's Intellectual Powers, 
p. 26. Fifteenth Edition. 

t CEuvres de Descartes, vol. x. p. 178, 
et aeq. (Cousin's Edition.) 



of the all-inquisitive, redundant 
spirit of man.* We have almost a 
literature in itsdf devoted to endea- 
vours to interpret the language of 
brute8.t Dupont de Nemours has 
discovered that dogs talk in vowels, 
using only two consonants, 6, z, 
when they are angry. He asserts 
that cats employ the same vowels as 
dogs; but their language is more 
affluent in consonants, including 
M, N, B, B, Y, F. How many labo- 
rious efforts have been made to de- 
fine and to construe the song of the 
nightingale ! One version of that 
song by Beckstein, the naturalist, 
published in 1840, I remember to 
have seen. And I heard a lady, 
gifted with a singularly charming 
voice, chant the mysterious vowels 
with so exquisite a pathos, that one 
could not refuse to believe her when 
she declared that she tally compre- 
hended the bird's meaning, and 
gave to the nightingale's warble the 
tender interpretation of her own 
woman's heart. 

" But leaving all such discussions 
to their proper place amongst the 
Curiosities of Literature, I come in 
earnest to the question you have so 
earnestly raised ; and to me the dis- 
tinction between man and the lower 
animals in reference to a spiritual 
nature designed for a future exist- 
ence, and the mental operations 
whose uses are bounded to an exist- 
ence on earth, seems ineffaceably 

♦ M. Tissot, the distinguished Professor 
of Philosophy at Dijon, in his recent work. 
La Vie dans I'Homme, p. 255, gives a 
long and iilustrions list of philosophers 
who assign a rational soul (&me) to the 
inferior animals, though he truly adds, 
" that the J have not always the courage 
of their opinion." 

t Some idea of the extent of researcli 

and imagination bestowed on this subject 

may be gleaned from the sprightly work 

of Fierquin de Gemblouz, Idiomologie 

1 de« AnimAMiX^ -^^ubUalbftd. «.t Paxia^ 1844. 
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clear. Whether ideas or even per- 
ceptions he innate or all formed hy 
experience is a speculation for meta- 
physicians, which, so far as it affects 
the question of an immaterial prin- 
ciple, I am quite willing to lay aside. 
I can well understand that a mate- 
rialist may admit innate ideas in 
Man, as he must admit them in the 
instinct of brutes, tracing them to 
hereditary predispositions. On the 
other hand, we know that the most 
devout believers in our spiritual 
nature have insisted, with Locke, in 
denying any idea^ even of the Deity, 
to be innate. 

" But here comes my argument. 
I care not how ideas are formed— 
the material point is, how are the 
eapcunties to receive idecu formed 1 
The ideas may all come from expe- 
rience, but the capacity to receive 
the ideas must be inherent I take 
the word capacity as a good plain 
English word, rather than the more 
technical word * receptivity,' em- 
ployed by Kant. And by capacity 
I mean the passive power* to receive 
ideas, whether in man or in any 
living thing by which ideas are 
received. A man and an elephant 
is each formed with capacities to 
receive ideas suited to the several 
place in the universe held by each. 

'* The more I look through nature 
the more I find that on all varieties 
of organised life is carefully bestowed 
the capacity to receive the impres- 
sions, be they called perceptions or 
ideas, which are adapted to the uses 
each creature is intended to derive 
from them. I find, then, that Man 
alone is endowed with the capacity 
to receive the ideas of a Grod, of 
Soul, of Worship, of a Hereafter. I 
see no trace of such a capacity in 
the inferior races; nor, however 

• "Faculty is actiye power; capacity 
is passive power."— Sir W. Hamilton, 
Lectures on Metaphysics and Logic, vol. i. 
p. 178. 



their intelligence may be refined by 
culture, is such capacity ever appa- 
rent in them. 

" But wherever capacities to re- 
ceive impressions are sufficiently 
general in any given species of crea- 
ture to be called universal to that 
species, and yet not given to an- 
other species, then, from all analogy 
throughout Nature, those capacities 
are surely designed by Providence 
for the distinct use and conservation 
of the species to which they are 
given. 

"It is no answer to me to say 
that the inherent capacities thus 
bestowed on Man do not suffice in 
themselves to make him form right 
notions of a Deity or a Hereafter ; 
because it is plainly the design of 
Providence that Man must learn to 
correct and improve all his notions 
by his own study and observation. 
He must build a hut before he can 
build a Parthenon ; he must believe 
with the savage or the heathen be- 
fore he can believe with the philo- 
sopher or Christian. In a word, 
in all his capacities, Man has only 
given to him, not the immediate 
knowledge of the Perfect, but the 
means to strive towards the Perfect. 
And thus one of the most accom- 
plished of modern reasoners, to 
whose lectures you must have list- 
ened with delight in your college 
days, says well: 'Accordingly, the 
sciences always studied with keenest 
interest are those in a state of pro- 
gress and uncertainty ; absolute 
certainty and absolute completion 
would be the paralysis of any study, 
and the last worst calamity that 
could befall Man, as he is at present 
constituted, would be that full and 
final possession of speculative truth 
which he now vainly anticipates as 
the consummation of his intellectual 
happiness.'* 

p. 10. 
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" Wen, then, in all those ospad- 
ties for the recei>tion of impressions 
firom external Nature which are 
given to Man and not to the brutes, 
I see the evidence of Man's SouL 
I can understand why the inferior 
animal has no capacity to receive 
the idea of a Deity and of Worship 
— simply because the inferior ani- 
mal, even if graciously admitted to 
a future Hfe, may not therein pr^ 
serve the sense of its identity. I 
can understand even why that sym- 
pathy with each other which we 
men possess, and which constitntes 
the great virtue we emphatically 
call Humanity, is not possessed by 
the lesser animals (or, at least, in a 
very rare and exoeptipnal degree) 
even where they live in commu- 
nities, like beavers, or bees, or ants ; 
because men are destined to meet, 
to know, and to love each other 
in the life to come;, and the bond 
between the brutes ceases here. 

''Now the more, then, we ex- 
amine the inherent capacities be- 
stowed distinctly and solely on Man, 
the more they seem to distinguish 
him from the other races by their 
comprehension of objects beyond 
his life upon this earth. 'Man 
alone,' says Miill^, 'can conceive 
abstract notions:' and it is in ab- 
stract notions — such as time, space, 
matter, spirit, light, form, quantity, 
essence— that man grounds, not only 
all philosophy, all science, but all 
that practically improves one gene- 
ration for the benefit of the next 
And why ? Because all these ab- 
stract notions unconsciously lead 
the mind away from the material into 
the immaterial — from the present 
into the future. But if man ceases 
to exist when he disappears in the 
grave, you must be compelled to 
affirm that he is the only creature 
in existence whom Nature or Provi- 
dence has condescended to deceive 
and cheat by capacities for vrhich 



there are no available objects. How 
nobly and how truly has Chalmm 
said: 'What inferenoe shall we 
draw from this remarkable law in 
Nature that there is nothing wastr 
and nothing meaninglesB in the feel- 
ings and dicnlties wherewith living 
creatures are endowed ? !For eaA 
desire there is a counterpart objeet; 
for each faculty there is room and 
opportunity for exercise, edthor in 
the present or the coming fnturtty. 
Now, but for the doctrine ci Iok 
mortahty, Man would be an excep- 
tion to tiiis law— he wofold stand 
forth as an anomaly in Nature with 
aspirations in his heart lor which 
the universe had no antitype to 
offer, with capacities of understand- 
ing and thought that never were 
to be followed by objects ctf oorxe* 
spending greatness l^roogh the 

whole history of his b^ng ! 
• • • • * • 

" ' With the inferior animals there 
is a certain squareness of a^jns^ 
ment, if we may so term it, between 
each desire and its correspond«it 
gratification. The one is evenly 
met by the other, and there is a 
fulness and definiteness of enjoy- 
ment up to the capacity of enjoy- 
ment. Not so with Man who, both 
from the vastness of his propensi- 
ties and the vastness of his powers,, 
feels himself chained and beset in a 
field too narrow for him. He alone 
labours under the discomfort of 
an incongruity between his circum* 
stances and his powers ; and unless 
there be new circumstances await- 
ing him in a more advanced state of 
being, he, the noblest of Nature'a 
products here, would turn out to be 
the greatest of her failures.'* 

♦ Chalmers, Bridgewater Treatise, voU 
ii. pp. 28, 30. Perhaps I should observe, 
that here and elsewhere in the dialogues 
between Faber and Fenwick, it has gene> 
rally been thought better to substitute 
I the ^otda of the author cjuoted for th» 
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*' This, then, I take to be the 
proof of Soul in Man, not that he 
has a mind— because, as you justiy 
say, inferior animals haye that, 
though in a lesser degree— but be- 
cause he has the capacities to com- 
prehend, as soon as he is capable of 
any abstract ideas whatsoever, the 
very truths not needed for self- 
conservation on earth, and therefore 
not given to yonder ox and opossum 
—viz. the nature of Deity — Soul- 
Hereafter. And in the recognition 
of these truths, the Human society, 
that excels the society of beavers, 
bees, and antsi, by perpetual and 
progressive improvement on the 
notions inherited from its progeni- 
tors, rests its basis. Thus, in faot^ 
this world is benefited for men by 
their belief in the next^ while the 
society of brutes remains age after 
age the same. Neither the bee nor 
the beaver hss, in all probability, 
improved since the Deluge. 

" But, inseparable from the con- 
viction of these truths is the impulse 
of prayer and worship. It does not 
touch my argument Yrhesx a philo- 
sopher of the school of Bolingbroke 
or Lucretius says, ' that the origin 
of prayer is in Man's ignorance of 
the phenomena of Nature.' That it 
is fear or ignorance which, *when 
rocked the mountains or when 
groaned the ground, taught the 
weak to bend, the proud to pray,' 
my Moswer is— the brutes are much 
more forcibly impressed by natural 
phenomena than Man is; the bird 
and the beast know before you and 
I do when the mountain will rock 
and the ground groan, and their 
instinct leads them to shelter ; but 
it does not lead them to prayer. If 
my theory be right that Soul is to 
be sought not in the question whe- 

mere oailine or purport of the qaotatdon 
which memory affiinrded to the isterlo- 
cntor. 



ther mental ideas be innate or 
formed by experience, by the sense^ 
by association or habit, but in the- 
inherent eotptunty to receive ideafl,-^ 
then, the capacity bestowed ou Man* 
alone, to be impressed by Nature 
herself with the idea of a Power 
superior to Nature, with which 
Power he can establish commune,, 
is a i»K)of that to Man alone the- 
Maker has made Nature itself pro- 
claim His existence— that to Man 
alone the Deity vouchsafes the com- 
munion with Himself which comes 
from prayer." 

"Even were this so," said I, "is 
not the Creator omniscient P if all- 
wise, all -foreseeing? If all-fore- 
seeing, all-preordaining? Can the^ 
prayer of His creature alter the 
ways of His will?" 

" For the answer to a question," 
returned Faber, " which is not un- 
frequently asked by the clever men 
of the world, I ought to refer you 
to the skilled theologians who have 
so triumphantly carried the reasoner 
over that ford of doubt which is 
crossed every day by the infants 
But as we have not their books in 
the wilderness, I am contented to 
draw my reply as a necessary and 
logical sequence from the proposi- 
tions I have sought to ground on; 
the plain observation of Nature. I 
can only guess at the Deity's Omni- 
science, or His modes of enforcing 
His power, by the observation of 
His general laws; and of all Hi» 
laws, I know of none more general 
than the impulse which bids men 
pray— which makes Nature so act, 
that all the phenomena of Nature 
we can conceive, however startling 
and inexperienced, do not make the 
brute pray; but there is not a trouble 
that can happen to Man, but what 
lus impulse is to pray,— always pro- 
vided, indeed, that he is not a philo- 
sopher. I «KJ \iQ)\» \?(^*YDl ^r>^t\^ ^ 
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guess our obligations are infinite, 
but simply because for all which is 
impulsive to Man, there is a reason 
in Nature which no philosophy can 
explain away. I do not, then, be- 
wilder myself by seeking to bind and 
limit the Omnlscieuce of the Deity 
to my finite ideas. I content myself 
with supposing that, somehow or 
other. He has made it quite com- 
patible with His Omniscience that 
Man should obey the impulse which 
leads him to believe that, in ad- 
dressing a Deity, he is addressing a 
tender, compassionate, benignant 
Father, and in that obedience shall 
obtain beneficial results. If that 
impulse be an illusion, then we must 
say that Heaven governs the earth 
by a lie; and that is impossible, 
because, reasoning by analogy, all 
Nature is truthful— that is, Nature 
gives to no species instincts or im- 
pulses which are not of service to it. 
Should I not be a shallow physician 
if, where I find in the human 
organization a principle or a pro- 
perty so general that I must believe 
it normal to the healthful conditions 
of that organization, I should refuse 
to admit that Nature intended it 
for use ? Reasoning by all analogy, 
must I not say the habitual neglect 
of its use must more or less injure 
the harmonious wellbeing of the 
whole human system ? I could have 
much to add upon the point in dis- 
pute by which the creed implied in 
your question would enthral the 
Divine mercy by the necessities of 
its Divine wisdom, and substitute 
for a benignant Deity a relentless 
Pate. But here I should exceed 
my province. I am no theologian. 
Enough for me that in all my 
fifi^otions, all my perplexities, an 
impulse, that I obey as an instinct, 
moves me at once to prayer. Do I 
find by experience that the prayer 
is heard, that the affliction is re- 
moved, the doubt is solved ? That, 



indeed, would be presumptnons to 
say. But it is not presumptuous to 
think that by the efficacy of prayer 
my heart becomes more fortified 
against the sorrow, and my reason 
more serene amidst the doubt." 

I listened, and ceased to argue. 
I felt as if in that solitude, and in 
the pause of my wonted mental 
occupations, my intellect was grow- 
ing languid, and its old weapons 
rusting in disuse. My pride took 
alarm. I had so from my boyhood 
cherished the idea of fame, and so 
glorified the search after knowledge, 
that I recoiled in dismay from the 
thought that I had relinquished 
knowledge, and cut myself off from 
fame. I resolved to resume my once 
favourite philosophical pursuits, re- 
examine and complete the Work to 
which I had once committed my 
hopes of renown ; and, simultane- 
ously, a restless desire seized me to 
communicate, though but at brief 
intervals, with other minds than 
those immediately within my reach 
— minds fresh from the old world, 
and reviving the memories of its 
vivid civilization. Emigrants fre- 
quently passed my doors, but I had 
hitherto shrunk from tendering the 
hospitalities so universally accorded 
in the colony. I could not endure 
to expose to such rough strangers 
iny Lilian's mournful affliction, and 
that thought was not less intolerable 
to Mrs. Ashleigh. I now hastily 
constructed a log -building a few 
hundred yards from the house, and 
near the main track taken by travel- 
lers through the spacious pastures. 
I transported to this building my 
books and scientific instruments. 
In an upper storey I placed my 
telescopes and lenses, my crucibles 
and retorts. I renewed my chemical 
experiments—I sought to invigorate 
my mind by other branches of science 
which I had hitherto less cultured 
I — ^mftd\\a.\fc^ TiftN^ theories on Light 
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and Colour— collected specimens in 
Natural History— subjected animal- 
cules to my microscope— geological 
fossils to my hammer. With all 
these quickened occupations of 
thought, I strove to distract myself 
from sorrow, and strengthen my 
reason against the illusions of my 
fantasy. The Luminous Shadow, 
was not seen again on my wall, and 
the thought of Margrave himself 
was banished. 

In this building I passed many 
hours of each day ; more and more 
earnestly plunging my thoughts into 
the depths of abstract study, as 
Lilian's unaccountable dislike to my 
presence became more and more 
decided. When I thus ceased to 
think that my life cheered and com- 
forted hers, my heart's occupation 
was gone. I had annexed to the 
apartment reserved for myself in 
this log-hut a couple of spare rooms, 
in which I could accommodate pass- 
ing strangers. I learned to look for- 
ward to their coming with interest, 
and to see them depart with regret ; 
yet, for the most part, they were of 
the ordinary class of colonial ad- 
venturers : bankrupt tradesmen, 
unlucky farmers, forlorn mechanics, 
hordes of unskilled labourers, now 
and then a briefless barrister, or a 
sporting collegian who had lost his 
all on the Derby. One day, how- 
ever, a young man of education and 
manners that unmistakably pro- 
claimed the cultured gentleman of 
Europe, stopped at my door. He 
was a cadet of a noble Prussian 
family, which for some political 
reasons had settled itself in Paris ; 
there he had become intimate with 
young Prench noOles, and, living 
the life of a young Prench noble, 
had soon scandalized his German 
parents, forestalled his slender in- 
heritance, and been compelled to fly 
his father's frown and his tailor's 
bills. All this he told me with a 



lively frankness which proved how 
much the wit of a German can be 
quickened in the atmosphere of 
Paris. An old college friend, of 
birth inferior to his own, had been 
as unfortunate in seeking to make 
money as this young prodigal had 
been an adept in spending it. The 
Mend, a few years previously, had 
accompanied other Germans in a 
migration to Australia, and was 
already thriving; the spendthrift 
noble was on his way to join the 
bankrupt trader, at a German settle- 
ment fifty miles distant from my 
house. This young man was unlike 
any German I ever met. He had 
all the exquisite levity by which the 
well-bred Prenchman gives to the 
doctrines of the Cynic the grace of 
the Epicurean. He owned himself 
to be good for nothing with an 
elegance of candour which not only 
disarmed censure, but seemed to 
challenge admiration; and, withal, 
the happy spendthrift was so ine- 
briate with hope — sure that he 
should be rich before he was thirty. 
How and wherefore rich P— he could 
have no more explained than I 
can square the circle. When the 
grand serious German nature does 
Prenchify itself, it can become so 
extravagantly Prench ! 

I listened, almost enviously, to 
this light-hearted profligate's babble, 
as we sat by my rude fireside— I^ 
sombre man of science and sorrow, 
he, smiling child of idlesse and 
pleasure, so much one of Nature's 
courtier-like nobles, that there, as 
he smoked his villanous pipe, in his 
dust-soiled shabby garments, and 
with his ruffianly revolver stuck into 
his belt, I would defy the daintiest 
Aristarch who ever presided as critic 
over the holiday world not to have 
said, " There smiles the genius be- 
yond my laws, the born darling of 
the Graces, "wVio Vsi ^-^^t^ ^sa^sossv- 
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-would have socially oharmed— would 
have been weloome to the orgies of 
a (komr or a Clodius, to the boudoirs 
•of a Monteepan or a Pompadour — 
haTe lounged through the Mulberry 
^hurdens with a Rochester and a 
Buddngham, or smiled from the 
4eath-cart, with a Biohelieu and a 
iMOExm, a gentleman's disdain of a 
mob!*' 

I was so thinking as we sat, his 
light talk frothing up from his 
oireless lips, when suddenly from 
the spray and the sparkle of that 
light talk was flung forth thoname 
of Margrave. 

• Margrave ! " I exclaimed. ** Par- 
donme. Whatofhim?" 

''What of him! I asked if, by 
dianoe, you knew the only Enghsh- 
maii I ever had the meanness to 
envy?* 

^ Perhaps you speak of one person, 
and I thought of another." 

** Pardieu, my dear host, there can 
floaroely be two Margraves! The 
one of whom I speak flashed like a 
meteor upon Paris, bought from a 
prince of the Bourse a palace that 
might have lodged a prince of the 
blood-royal, eclipsed our Jew bankers 
in splendour, our jeunesse doree in 
good looks and hair-brain adven- 
tures, and, strangest of all, filled his 
scUons with philosophers and char- 
latans, chemists and spirit-rappers ; 
insulting the gravest dons of the 
schools by bringing them face to 
face with the most impudent quacks, 
the most ridiculous dreamers — and 
yet, withal, himself so racy and 
charming, so bon prince, so bon 
enfant ! For six months he was the 
rage at Paris: perhaps he might 
have continued to be the rage there 
for six years, but all at once the 
meteor vanished as suddenly as it 
had flashed. Is this the Margrave 
whom you know ? " 

" I should not have thought the 



reoonoiled hia tastes to the life of 
citieB.** 

** Nor could this man : cities were 
too tame for him. He has gone to 
some fiir-remote wilds in the iBast— 
some say in search of the Philoso- 
pher's Stone ; for he actoally main- 
tained in his house a Sicilian adven- 
turer, who, when at work on that 
famous discovery, was stifled l^the 
fumes of his own crudble. After 
that misfortune, Margraye took 
Paris in disgust, and we lost hiuL" 

**So this is the only Englishman 
whom you envy ! Envy him P 
YHiy?" 

'* Because he is the only English- 
man I ever met who contrived to 
be rich and yet free from the spleen ; 
I envied him because one had only 
to look at his face and see how 
thoroughly he enjoyed the life of 
which your countrymen seem to 
be so heartily tired ! But now that 
I have satisfied your curiosity, pray 
satisfy mine. Who and what is ttiis 
Englishman?" 

** Who and what was he supposed 
at Paris to be?" 

^Conjectures were numberless. 
One of your countrymen suggested 
that which vras most generally 
favoured. This gentleman, whose 
name I forget, but who was one of 
those old rottSs who fancy them- 
selves young because they live with 
the young, no sooner set eyes upon 
Margrave, than he exclaimed, 'Louis 
Grayle come to life again, as I saw 
him forty-four years ago ! But no 
—still younger, still handsomer — ^it 
must be his son!'" 

''Louis Grayle; who was said to 
be murdered at Aleppo ? " 

" The same. " That strange old 
man was enormously rich; but it 
seems that he hated his lawful heirs, 
and left behind him a fortune so far 
below that which he was known to 
possess, that he must certainly have 
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-death. Why so dispose of it, if not 
to enrich some natural son, whom, 
for private reasons, he might not 
have wished to admowledge, or point 
out to the world by the signal be- 
quest of his will ? All that Mar- 
grave ever said of himself and the 
source of his wealth confirmed this 
belief. He frankly proclaimed him- 
self a natural son, enriched by a 
father whose name he knew not nor 
€ared to know/' 

"It is true. And Margrave 
quitted Paris for the East When?" 

" I can tell you the date within a 
day (a two, for his flight preceded 



mine by a week ; and, happily, all 
Paris was so busy in talking of it, 
that I slipped away without notice.'' 

And the Prussian then named a 
date which it thrilled me to hear, 
for it was in that very month, and 
about that very day, that the Lumi- 
nous Shadow had rtood within my 
threshold. 

The young Oount now struck off 
into oUier subjects of talk : nothing 
more was said of Margrave. An 
hour or two afterwards he went on 
his way, and I remained long gazing 
musingly on tiie embers of the fire 
dying low on my hearth. 



CHAPTER LXXIV. 



My Work, my Philosophical Work 
— the ambitious hope of my intel- 
lectual life— how eagerly I returned 
to it again! Ear away from my 
household grief, fu away from my 
haggard perplexities — neitiier a 
lilian nor a Margrave there ! 

As I went over what I had before 
written, each link in its chain of 
reasoning seemed so serried, that to 
alter one were to derange all : and 
the whole reasoning was so opposed 
to the possibility of the wonders I 
myself had experienced, so hostile to 
the subtle hypotheses of a Eaber, 
or the childlike belief of an Amy, 
that I must have destroyed the 
entire work if I had admitted such 
contradictions to its design ! 

But the Work was I myself!—!, 
in my solid, sober, healthful mind, 
before the brain had been perplexed 
by a phantom. Were phantoms to 
be allowed as testimonies agaiast 
science ? No ; in returning to my 
Book, I returned ix) my former Me I 



How strange is that contradiction 
between our being as man and our 
being as Author ! Take any writar . 
enamoured of a system— a tiiousand 
things may happen to him every 
day which might shake his faith in 
that system; and while he moves 
about as mere man, his faith it 
shaken. But when he settles him- 
self back into the phase of his being 
as author, the mere act of taking 
pen in hand and smoothing the 
paper before him, restores his specu- 
lations to their andent mechanical 
train. The system, the beloved sys- 
tem, re-asserts its tyrannic sway, and 
he either ignores, or moulds into 
fresh proofis of his theory as author, 
all which, an hour before, had given 
his theory the lie in his living per- 
ceptions as man. 

I adhered to my system;— I con- 
tinued my work. Here, in the bar- 
barous desert, was a link botnra^'^ 
m© wid. t\ife CittivB^ ol^xa^-^. i^ 
e\ae mv^t. \ix«a2t ^q^tjl \«A«t ^aj»- 
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The loT6 I had dreamed of was 
blotted out from the world and 
might never be restored ; my heart 
might be lonely, my life be an exile's. 
My reason might, at last, give way 
before the spectres which awed my 
senses, or the sorrows which stormed 
my heart. But here, at least, was a 
monument of my rational thought- 
tul Me— of my individualized iden- 
tity in multiform creation. And my 
mind, in the noon of its force, would 
shed its light on the earth when my 
form was resolved to its elements. 
Alas ! in this very yearning for the 
Hereafter, though but the Here- 
after of a Name, could I see only 
the craving of Mind, and hear not 
the whisper of Soul ! 

The avocation of a colonist, usually 
so active, had little interest for me. 
This vast territorial lordship, in 
which, could I have endeared its 
possession by the hopes that animate 
a Founder, I should have felt all the 
zest and the pride of ownership, was 
but the run of a common to the 
passing emigrant, who would leave 
no son to inherit the tardy products 
of his labour. I was not goaded to 
industry by the stimulus of need. 
I could only be ruined if I risked 
all my capital in the attempt to 
improve. I lived, therefore, amongst 
my fertile pastures, as careless of 
culture as the English occupant of 
the Highland moor, which he rents 
for the range of its solitudes. 

I knew, indeed, that if ever I 
became avaricious, I might swell my 
modest affluence into absolute 
wealth. I had revisited the spot 
in which I had discovered the nug- 
get of gold, and had found the pre- 
cious metal in rich abundance just 
under the first coverings of the 
alluvial soil. I concealed my dis- 
covery from all. I knew that, did I 
proclaim it, the charm of my bush- 
life would be gone. My fields would 
be infested by all the wild adven- 



turers who gather to gold as the 
vultures of prey round a carcase ; 
my servants would desert me^ my 
very flocks would be shepherdless ! 

Months again rolled on montha. 
I had just approached the close of 
my beloved Work, when it was 
again suspended, and by an anguish 
keener than all which I had pre- 
viously known. 

Lilian became alarmingly ilL Her 
state of health, long gradually de- 
clining, had hitherto admitted che- 
quered intervals of improvement^ 
and exhilnted no symptoms of actual 
danger. But now she was seised 
with a kind of chronio fever, at- 
tended with absolute privation of 
sleep,an aversion to even the lightest 
nourishment, and an acute nervous 
susceptibility to all the outward im- 
pressions of which she had long 
seemed so unconscious; morbidly 
alive to the faintest sound, shrink- 
ing from the light as from a torture. 
Her previous impatience at my en- 
trance into her room became aggra- 
vated into vehement emotions, con- 
vulsive paroxysms of distress; so 
that Eaber banished me from her 
chamber, and, with a heart bleeding 
at every fibre, I submitted to the 
cruel sentence. 

Faber had taken up his abode in 
my house and brought Amy with 
him; one or the other never left 
Lilian, night or day. The great 
physician spoke doubtfully of the 
case, but not despairingly. 

"Remember," he said, "that in 
spite of the want of sleep, the absti- 
nence from food, the form has not 
wasted as it would do. were this 
fever inevitably mortal. It is upon 
that phenomenon I build a hope 
that I have not been mistaken in 
the opinion I hazarded from the 
first. We are now in the midst of 
the critical struggle between hfe and 
reason ; if she preserve the one, my 
conviction is that she will regain 
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tbe other. That seeming antipathy 
to yourself is a good omen. You 
are inseparably associated with her 
intellectual world ; in proportion as 
she revives to it, must become vivid 
and powerful the reminiscences of 
the shock that annulled, for a time, 
that world to her. So I welcome, 
rather than fear, the over-suscepti- 
bility of the awakening senses to 
external sights and sounds. A few 
days will decide if I am right.^ In 
this climate the progress of acute 
maladies is swift, but the recovery 
from them is yet more startHngly 
rapid. Wait— endure— be prepared 
to submit to the will of Heaven; 
but do not despond of its mercy." 

I rushed away ftrom the consoler — 
away into the thick of the forests, 
the heart of the solitude. All around 
me, there, was joyous with life ; the 
locust sang amidst the herbage ; the 
cranes gambolled on the banks of 
the creek; the squirrel-like opos- 
sums frolicked on the feathery 
boughs. "And what," said I. to 
myself—" what if that which seems 
so fabulous in the distant being 
whose existence has bewitched my 
own, be substantially true ? What 
if to some potent medicament Mar- 
grave owes his glorious vitality, his 
radiant youth? Oh! that 1 had 
not so disdainfully turned away 
ft-om his hinted solicitations — to 
what ? — to nothing guiltier than 
lawful experiment. Had I been less 
devoted a bigot to this vain school- 
craft, which we call the Medical 
Art, and which, alone in this age of 
science, has made no perceptible 
progress since the days of its earliest 
teachers— had I said, in the true 
humility of genuine knowledge, 
'these alchemists were men of 
genius and thought ; we owe to them 
nearly all the grand hints of our 
chemical science— is it likely that 
they would have been wholly drivel- 
lers and idiots in the one faith they 



clung to the most ?'— had I said that, 
I might now have no fear of losing 
my Lilian. Why, after all, should 
there not be in Nature one primary 
essence, one master substance, in 
which is stored the specific nutri- 
ment of life?" 

Thus incoherently muttering to 
the woods what my pride of reason 
would not have suffered me gravely 
to say to my fellow-men, I fatigued 
my tormented spirits into a gloomy 
calm, and mechanically retraced 
my steps at the decline of day. I 
seated myself at the door of my 
solitary log-hut, leaning my cheek 
upon my hand, and musing. Wea- 
rily I looked up, roused by a discord 
of clattering hoofs and lumbering 
wheels on the hollow-sounding 
grass-track. A crazy groaning ve- 
hicle, drawn by four horses, emerged 
from the copse of gum-trees— fast, 
fast along the road, which no such 
pompous vehicle had traversed since 
that which had borne me— luxurious 
satrap for an early colonist— to my 
lodge in the wilderness. What 
emigrant, rich enough to squander 
in the -hire of such an equipage 
more than its cost in England, could 
thus be entering on my waste do- 
main? An ominous thrill shot 
through me. 

The driver— perhaps some broken- 
down son of luxury in the Old 
World, fit for nothing in the New 
World but to ply, for hire, the task 
that might have led to his ruin 
when plied in sport— stopped at the 
door of my hut, and called out, 
"Friend, is not this the great Fen- 
wick Section, and is not yonder 
long pile of building the Master's 
house?" 

Before I could answer I heard a 
faint voice, within the vehicle, 
speaking to the driver; the last 
nodded, descended from his seat, 
opened the carriage-door, and offered 
his arm to a man, who, waving aside 
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fhe proffered aid, descended slowly 
and feebly ; paused a moment as if 
for breath, and then, leaning on 
his stafi^ walked from the road, 
across the sward rank with loxu- 
riant herbage, through the little 
gate in the new-set fragrant wattle- 
fence, wearily, languidly, halting 
often, till he stood facing me, leaning 
both wan and emaciated hands upon 
his staff, and his meagre form 
riirinking deep within the folds of 
a cloak lined thick with costly sables. 
His face was sharp, his complexion 
of a livid yellow, his eyes shone out 
from their hollow orbits, unnatu- 
rally enlarged and fatally bright 
Thus* in ghastly contrast to his 
former splendour of youth and 
<ypulence of life. Margrave stood 
befcnreme. 

"I come to you," said Margrave, 
in accents hoarse and broken, " from 
tiie shores of the East. Give me 
shelter and rest. I have that to 
say which will more than repay 
you." 

Whatever, till that moment, my 
hate and my fear of this unexpected 
visitant, hate would have been in- 
humanity, fear a meanness— con- 
ceived for a creature so awfully 
stricken down. 

Silently, involuntarily, I led him 
into the house. There he rested a 
few minutes, with closed eyes and 
painful gasps for breath. Mean- 
while, the driver brought from the 
carriage a travelling-bag and a small 
wooden chest or coffer, strongly 
banded with iron clamps. Mar- 
grave, looking up as the man drew 
near, exclaimed fiercely, " Who told 
you to touch that chest? How 
dare you ? Take it from that man, 
Penwick ! Place it here — here by 
my side !'* 

I took the chest from the driver, 
whose rising anger, at being so 
imperiously rated in the land of 



by the gold which Margrave layishly 
flung to him. 

*' Take care of the poor gentleman, 
squire," he whispered to me, in the 
spontaneous impulse of gratitude— 
** I fear he will not trouble you long. 
He must be monstrous ricb. Ar- 
rived in a vessel hired all to hinwelf, 
and a train of outlandish attendants, 
whom he has left behind in the 
town yonder! May I bait my 
horses in your stables ? They have 
come a long way." 

I pointed to the n^hbonring 
stables, and the man nodded his 
thanks, remounted his box, and 
drove off, 

I returned to Margrave. A faint 
smile came to his lips as I placed 
the chest beside him. 

"Ay, ay," he muttered. **Safe! 
safe ! I shall soon be well again — 
very soon! And now I can sleep 
in peace!" 

I led him into an inner room, in 
which l^ere was a bed. He threw 
himself on it with a loud sigh of 
relief. Soon, half raising himself 
on his elbow, he exclaimed, "The 
chest— bring it hither! I need it 
always beside me! There, there! 
Now for a few hours of sleep; and 
then, if I can take food, or some 
such restoring cordial as your skill 
may suggest, I shall be strong 
enough to talk. We will talk! — 
we will talk !" 

His eyes closed heavily as his 
voice fell into a drowsy mutter : a 
moment more and he was asleep. 

I watched beside him, in mingled 
wonder and compassion. Looking 
into that face, so altered yet still so 
young, I could not sternly question 
what had been the evil of ihat 
mystic life, which seemed now 
oozing away through the last sands 
in the hour-glass. I placed my 
hand softly on his pulse : it scarcely 
beat I put my ear to his breast, 
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tmguished in its fluttering heaye 
that dull, dumb sound, in which the 
heart seems knelling itself to the 
^eedy grave ! 

Was this, indeed, the potent ma- 
gician whom I had so feared !— this 
the guide to the Siosicrucian's secret 
of life's renewal, in whom, but an 
hour or two ago, my fancies gulled 
my credulous trust ! 

But suddenly, even while thus 
chiding my wild superstitions, a 
fear, that to most will seem scarcely 
less superstitious, shot across me. 
Could Lilian be affected by the 
near neighbourhood of one to whose 
magnetic influence she had once 
been so strangely subjected ? I left 
Margrave still sleeping, closed and 
locked the door of the hut, went 
back to my dwelling, and met Amy 
at the threshold. Her smile was 
so cheering that I felt at once re- 
lieved. 

"Hush !" said the child, putting 
her finger to her lips, ** she is so 
quiet ! I was coming in search of 
you, with a message fh>m her." 

"From Lilian to me— what! to 
me?" 

'* Hush ! About an hour ago, she 
beckoned me to draw near to her, 
und then said, very softly: *Tell 
Allen, that light is coming back to 
me, and it all settles on him — on 
him. Tell him that I pray to be 
spared to walk by his side on earth, 
hand-in-hand to that heaven which 
is no dream. Amy. Tell him that ; 
—no dream ! ' " 

"While the child spoke my tears 
pushed, and the strong hands in 
which I veiled my face quivered 
like the leaf of the aspen. And 
when I could command my voice, I 
«aid, plaintively,— 

** May I not, then, see her?— only 
for a momeiit, and answer her 
message, though but by a look ?" 

"No, no!" 

"No! Where is Paber?" 



«, 



Grone into the forest, in search 
of some herbs, but he gave me this 
note for you." 

I wiped the blinding tears from 
my eyes, and read these lines : 

" I have, though with hesitation, 
permitted Amy to tell you the 
cheering words, by which our be- 
loved patient confirms my belief 
that reason is ooming back to her — 
slowly, labouringly, but .if she sur- 
vive, for permanent restoration. 
On no account, attempt to precipi- 
tate or disturb the work of Nature. 
As dangerous as a sudden glare of 
light to eyes long blind and newly 
regaining vision in the friendly and 
soothing dark, would be the agita^ 
tion that your presence at this crisis 
would cause. Confide in me." 

I remained brooding over these 
lines and over Lilian's message, long 
and silently, while Amy's soothing 
whispers stole into my ear, soft as 
the murmurs of a rill heard in the 
gloom of forests. Bousing myself 
at length, my thoughts returned to 
Margrave. Doubtless he would 
soon awake. I bade Amy bring me 
such slight nutriment as I thought 
best suited to his enfeebled state, 
telling her it was for a sick traveller, 
resting himself in my hut. When 
Amy returned, I took from her the 
little basket, with which she was 
charged, and having, meanwhile, 
made a careful selection from the 
contents of my medicine-chest, went 
back to the hut. I had not long 
resumed my place beside Margrave's 
pillow before he awoke. 

"What o'clock is it?" he asked, 
with an anxious voice. 

"About seven." 

"Not later? That is well; my 
time is precious." 

"Compose yourself, and eat." 

I placed the food before him, and 
he partook of it, though, e^-as^xss^., 
and aa \i rnXJci «Ssst\». l^'s^ 'Ogsssv 
dozed toT «. s\iotV.Mvcaft^^^\n.^Oi^^ 
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up, and impatiently demanded the 
cordial, which I had prepared in the 
meanwhile. Its effect was greater 
and more immediate than I could 
have anticipated, proving, perhaps, 
how much of youth there was still 
left in his system, however under- 
mined and ravaged by disease. Go> 
lour came back to his cheek, his 
voice grew perceptibly stronger. 
And as I lighted the lamp on the 
table near us— for it was growing 
dark— he gathered himself up, and 
spoke thus : 

*'You remember that I once 
pressed on you certain experiments. 
My object then was to discover the 
materials from which is extracted 
the specific that enables the organs 
of life to expel disease and regain 
vigour. In that hope, I sought your 
intimacy. An intimacy you* gave, 
but withdrew." 

'* Dare you complain ? Who and 
what was the being from whose in- 
timacy I shrunk appalled ?** 

" Ask what questions you please,'* 
cried Margrave, impatiently, " later 
— if I have strength left to answer 
them. But do not interrupt me, 
while I husband my force to say 
what alone is important to me 
and to you. Disappointed in the 
hopes I had placed in you, I resolved 
to repair to Paris, — ^that great fur- 
nace of all bold ideas. I questioned 
learned formalists; I listened to 
audacious empirics. The first, with 
all their boasted knowledge, were 
too timid to concede my premises ; 
the second, with all their speculative 
daring, too knavish to let me trust 
to their conclusions. I found but 
one man, a Sicilian, who compre- 
hended the secrets that are called 
occult, and had the courage to meet 
Nature and all her agencies face to 
face. He believed, and sincerely, 
that he was approaching the grand 
result, at the very moment when he 
perished from want of the comTnoii 



precautions which a tyro in che- 
mistry would have taken. At hii 
death the gaudy oity became hate- 
ful ; all its pretended pleasures only 
served to exhaust life the faster. 
The true joys of youth are thoee of 
the wild bird and wild brute, in the 
healthful enjoyment of Nature. In 
cities, youth is but old age with a 
varnish. I fled to the East; I 
passed through the tents of the 
Arabs; I was guided — no matter bj 
whom or by what — ^to the house of 
a Dervish, who had had for his 
teacher the most erudite master of 
secrets occult, whom I knew years 
ago at Aleppo— why that exclama- 
tion ?" 

"Proceed. What I have to say 
will come—later." 

"From this Dervish I half foiced 
and half purchased the secret I 
sought to obtain. I now know from 
what peculiar substance the so- 
called elixir of life is extracted ; I 
know also the steps of the process 
through which that task is accom- 
plished. You smile incredulously. 
What is your doubt? State it 
while I rest for a moment. My 
breath labours; give me more of 
the cordial." 

" Need I tell you my doubt ? You 
have, you say, at your command the 
elixir of life of which Cagliostro did 
not leave his disciples the recipe; 
and you stretch out your hand for 
a vulgar cordial which any village 
chemist could give you ! " 

" I can explain this apparent con- 
tradiction. The process by which 
the elixir is extracted from the 
material which hoards its essence, 
is one that requires a hardihood of 
courage which few possess. This 
Dervish, who had passed through 
that process once, was deaf to all 
prayer, and unmoved by all bribes, 
to attempt it again. He was poor ; 
for the secret by which metals may 
y\ife \»t«QsmL\y\.^^ \s \va\:, ^ys the old 
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alchemists seem to imply, identical 
with that by which the elixir of 
life is extracted. He had only been 
enabled to disooTer, in the niggard 
strata of the lands within range of 
his travel, a few scanty morsels of 
the glorious substance. From these 
he had extracted scarcely enough of 
the elixir to fill a third of that little 
glass which I have just drained. 
He guarded every drop for himself. 
Who that holds healthful life as the 
one boon above all price to the 
living, would waste upon others 
what prolongs and recruits his own 
being ? Therefore, though he sold 
me his secret, he would not sell me 
his treasure." 

^'Any quack may sell you the 
information how to make not only 
an elixir, but a sun and a moon, and 
then scare you from the experiment 
by tales of the danger of trying it ! 
How do you know that this essence 
which the Dervish possessed was 
the elixir of life, since, it seems, you 
have not tried on yourself what 
effect its precious drops could pro- 
duce ? Poor wretch ! who once 
seemed to me so awfully potent, do 
you come to the Antipodes in search 
of a drug that only exists in the 
fables by which a child is amused?" 

« The elixir of life is no fable," 
cried Margrave, with a kindling of 
eye, a power of voice, a dilation of 
form, that startled me in one just 
before so feeble. " That elixir was 
bright in my veins when we last 
met. From that golden draught of 
the life-spring of joy I took all that 
can gladden creation. What sage 
would not have exchanged his 
wearisome knowledge for my lusty 
revels with Nature? What mo- 
narch would not have bartered his 
crown, vrith its brain-ache of care, 
for the radiance that circled my 
brows, flashing out from the light 
that was in me? Oh again, oh 
again ! to enjoy the freedom of air 



with the bird, and the glow of the 
sun with the lizard; to sport 
through the blooms of the earth. 
Nature's playmate and darling ; 'to 
face, in the forest and desert, the 
pard and the lion,— Nature's bravest 
and fiercest, — her first-born, the 
heir of her realm, with the rest of 
her children for slaves ! " 

As these words burst from his 
lips, there was a wild grandeur in 
the aspect of this enigmatical being 
which I had never beheld in the 
former time of his affluent, dazzling 
youth. And, indeed, in his lan- 
guage, and in the thoughts it clothed, 
there was an earnestness, a concen- 
tration, a directness, a purpose, 
which had seemed wanting to his 
desultory talk in the earlier days. 
I expected that reaction of languor 
and exhaustion would follow his 
vehement outbreak of passion ; but, 
after a short pause, he went on with 
steady accents. His will was sus- 
taining his strength. He was deter- 
mined to force his convictions on 
me, and the vitality, once so rich, 
rallied all its lingering forces to the 
aid of his intense desire. 

"I tell you, then," he resumed, 
with deliberate calmness, *'that, 
years ago, I tested in my own per- 
son that essence which is the sove- 
reign medicament. In me, as you 

saw me at L , you beheld the 

proof of its virtues. Feeble and 
ill as I am now, my state was incal- 
culably more hopeless when for- 
merly restored by the elixir. He 
from whom I then took the sublime 
restorative, died without revealing 
the secret of its composition. What 
I obtained was only just sufficient 
to recruit the lamp of my life, then 
dying down— and no drop was left 
for renewing the light which wastes 
its own rays in the air that it gilds. 
Though the Dervish would not eell 
me his treasv«^\\fe'^«ttEi>NKft^\s^^N» 
see '\\u TiYxft «vi^M«aRfc ^XL^^'siva ^"^ 
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this eawnoe are strangely peculiar^ 
mimistakeable by one who has once 
beheld and partaJLen of it. In short, 
I recognised in the hands of the 
Dervish the l»right life-renewer, as 
I had borne it away from the corpse 
<^ the Sage of Aleppo." 

** Hold ! Are you then, in truth, 
the murderer of Haroun, and is 
year true name Louis Grayle ? " 

** I am no murderer, and Louis 
Grayle did not leave me his name. 
I again adjure you to postpone for 
this night, at least, the questions 
you wish to address to me. 

*' Seeing that this obstinate pau- 
per possessed that for which the 
I)ale owners of millions, at the first 
touch of palsy or gout, would con- 
sent to be paupers, of course I 
coveted the possession of the essence 
even more than the knowledge of 
the substance from which it is ex- 
tracted. I had no coward fear of 
the experiment, which this timid 
driveller had not the nerve to renew. 
But still the experiment might fail. 
I must traverse land and sea to find 
the fit place for it. While, in the 
rags of the Dervish, the unfailing 
result of the experiment was at 
hand. The Dervish suspected my 
design— he dreaded my power. He 
fled on the very night in which I 
had meant to seize what he refused 
to sell me. After all, I should have 
done him no great wrong; for I 
should have left him wealth enough 
to transport himself to any soil in 
which the material for the elixir 
may be most abundant; and the 
desire of life would have given his 
shrinking nerves the courage to 
replenish its ravished store. I had 
Arabs in my pay, who obeyed me 
as hounds their master. I chased 
the fugitive. I came on his track, 
reached a house in a miserable 
village, in which, I was told, he had 
entered but an hour before. The 
4aF was decliniDg— the light in the 



room imperfect I aaw in a comer 
what seemed to me the form of the 
Dervish— stooped to seize it, and my 
hand closed on an asp. The artful 
Dervish had so piled his rags that 
they took the shape of the form 
they had dothed, and he had letb, 
as a substitute for Hbe giver of life, 
the venomous reptile of death. 

**The strength of my system 
enabled me to survive the efiSsct of 
the poison ; but duruig the torpor 
that numbed me^my Arabs,alarmed, 
gave no chase to my quarry. At 
last, though enfeebled and languid, 
I was again on my horse: — again 
the pursuit— again the track! I 
learned — but this time by a know- 
ledge surer than maa'e-^that the 
Dervish had taken his refuge in a 
hamlet that had sprung up oTer the 
site of a city once famed through 
Assyria. G^e same voice that in- 
formed me of his whereabouts 
warned me not to pursue. I re- 
jected the warning. In my eager 
impatience I sprang on to the chase; 
in my fearless resolve I felt sure of 
the prey. I arrived at the hamlet 
wearied out, for my forces were no 
longer the same since the bite of the 
asp. The Dervish eluded me still ; 
he had left the floors, on which I 
sank exhausted, but a few minutes 
before my horse stopped at the door. 
The carpet, on which he had rested,, 
still lay on the ground. I dismissed 
the youngest and keenest of my 
troop in search of the fugitive. Sure 
that this time he would not escape,, 
my eyes closed in sleep. 

" How long I slept I know not — 
a long dream of solitude, fever, and 
anguish. Was it the curse of the 
Dervish's carpet ? Was it a taint 
in the walls of the house, or of the 
air, which broods sickly and rank 
over places where cities lie buried ? 
I know not ; but the Pest of the 
East had seized me in slumber. 
'WYxibum'^ «ft\iL<g,Q& t«(^Qy«red I found 
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myself alone, plundered of my arms, 
despoiled of such gold as I had car- 
ried ahout me. All had deserted 
and lefb me, as the liying leave the 
dead whom the Plague has claimed 
for its own. As soon as I could 
stand I crawled from the threshold. 
The moment my voice was heard, 
my face seen, the whole squalid 
populace rose as on a wild heast — a 
mad dog. I was driven from 1^ 
place with imprecations and stones, 
as a miscreant whom tiie Plague 
had overtaken while plotttiig the 
death of a holy man. Bruised and 
bleeding, but still defying, I turned 
in wrath on that dastardly rabble ; 
they slunk away from my patiii. I 
knew the land for miles around. I 
had been in that land years, long 
years, ago. I came at last to the 
road which the caravans take on 
their way to Damascus. There I 
was found, speechless and seemingly 
lifeless, by some European travel- 
lers. Conveyed to Damascus, I lan- 
guished for weeks between life and 
death. But for the virtue of that 
essence, which lingered yet in my 
veins, I could not have survived — 
even thus feeble and shattered. I 
need not say that I now abandoned 
all thought of discovering the Der- 
vish. I had at least his secret, if I 
had failed of the paltry supply he 
had drawn from its uses. Such 
appliances as he had told me were 
needful, are procured in the East 
with more ease than in Europe. 
To sum up, I am here, instructed 
in all the knowledge, and supplied 
with all the aids, which warrant me 
in saying, * Do you care for new life 
in its richest enjoyments, if not for 
yourself, for one whom you love 
and would reprieve from the grave P 
Then, share with me in a task that 
a single night will accomplish, and 
ravish a prize by which the life that 
you value the most will be saved 
from the dust and the worm, to live 



on, ever young, ever blooming, 
when each infant, new-bom while I 
speak, shall have passed to the 
grave. Nay, where is the Umit to 
life, while the earth hides the sub- 
stance by which life is renewed ? ' ** 

I give as faithfully as I can recall 
them the words in which Margrave 
addressed ma But who can guess 
by cold words transcribed, even 
were they artfully ranged by a 
master of language, the effect words 
produce when warm from the 
breath of the speaker ? Ask one of 
an audience which some orator held 
enthralled, why his words do not 
quicken a beat in the reader's pulse, 
and the answer of one who had lis- 
tened will be, •*The words took 
their charm from the voice and the 
eye, the aspect, the manner, the 
man!" So it was with the incom- 
prehensible being before me. 
Though his youth was faded, though 
his beauty was dimmed, though my 
fancies clothed him with memories 
of abhorrent dread, though my 
reason opposed his audacious beHe& 
and assumptions, still he charmed 
and [spell-bound me— still he was 
the mystical fascinator— still, if the 
legends of magic had truth for their 
basis, he was the bom magician ; as 
genius, in what calling soever, is 
bom with the gift to enchant and 
subdue us. 

Constraining myself to answer 
calmly, I said, ** You have told me 
^our story; you have defined the 
object of the experiment in which 
you ask me to aid. You do right to 
bid me postpone my replies or my 
questions. Seek to recruit by sleep 
the strength you have so . sorely 
tasked. To-morrow — *' 

" To-morrow, ere night, you will 
decide whether the man whom out 
of all earth I have selected to aid 
me, shall be the foe to condemn me 
to perish'. 1 \feVL iwi. t^^cb^ "V 
need ^ovxx wdL^va^iwxt \ftwss^\i'«^ 
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Three days from this, and all aid 
will be too late ! " 

I had already gained the door of 
the room, when he called to me to 
comeback. 

** You do not live in this hat, but 
with your family yonder. Do not 
tell them that I am here; let no 
one but yourself see me as I now 
am. Look the door of the hut 
when you quit it. I should not 
close my eyes if I were not secure 
firom intruders." 

*' There is but one in my house, 
or in these parts, whom I would 
except from the interdict you im- 
pose. You are aware of your own 
imminent danger; the life, which 
you bdieve the discovery of a Der- 
vish will indefinitely prolong, seems 
to my eye of physician to hang on a 
thread. I have already formed my 
own conjecture as to the nature of 
the disease that enfeebles you. But 
I would fain compare that conjec- 
ture with the weightier opinion of 
one whose experience and skill are 
superior to mine. Permit me, then, 
when I return to you to-morrow, to 
bring with me the great physician 
to whom I refer. His name will 
not, perhaps, be unknown to you : 
I speak of Julius Faber.'* 

*' A physician of the schools ! I 
can guess well enough how learnedly 
he would prate, and how little he 
could do. But I will not object to 
his visit, if it satisfies you that, 
since I should die under the hands 
of the doctors, I may be permitted 
to mdulge my own whim in placing 



my hopes in a Dervish. Yet stay. 
You have, doubtless, spoken of me 
to this Julius Faber, your fellow- 
physician and friend? Promise 
me, if you bring him here, that 
you will not name me — that you 
will not repeat to him the tale I 
have told you, or the hope which 
has led me to these shores. What 
I have told to you, no matter 
whether, at this moment, yoa con- 
sider me the dupe of a chimera, is 
still under the seal of the confidence 
which a patient reposes in the phy- 
sician he himself selects for his 
confidant. I select you, and not 
JuUus Faber ! " 

" Be it as you will," said I, after 
a moment's reflection. "The mo- 
ment you make yourself my patient 
I am bound to consider what is best 
for you. And you may more respect^ 
and profit by, an opinion based upon 
your purely physical condition than 
by one in which you might supi)ose 
the advice was directed rather to 
the disease of the mind than to that 
of the body." 

" How amazed and indignant your 
brother-physician will be if he ever 
see me a second time ! How 
learnedly he will prove that, accord- 
ing to all correct principles of 
science and nature, I ought to be 
dead ! " 

He uttered this jest with a faint 
dreary echo of his old merry, melo- 
dious laugh, then turned his face to 
the wall; and so I left him to 
repose. 
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I FOUND Mrs. Ashleigh waiting for 
me in our usual sitting-room. She 
was in tears. She had begun to 
despond of Lilian's recovery, and 
she infected me with her own 
alarm. However, I disguised my 
participation in her fears, soothed 
and sustained her as I best could, 
and persuaded her to retire to rest. 
I saw Eaber for a few minutes 
before I sought mv own chamber. 
He assured me that there was no 
perceptible change for the worse in 
Lilian's physical state since he had 
last seen me, and that her mind, 
even within the last few hours, had 
become decidedly more clear. He 
thought that, within the next 
twenty-four hours, the reason 
would make a strong and successful 
effort for complete recovery; but 
he decUned to hazard more than a 
hope that the effort would not 
exhaust the enfeebled powers of 
the frame. He himself was so in 
need of a few hours of rest that I 
ceased to harass him with questions 
which he could not answer, and 
fears which he could liot appease. 
Before leaving him for the night, I 
told him briefly that there was a 
traveller in my hut smitten by a 
disease which seemed to me so 
grave that I would ask his opinion 
of the case, if he could accompany 
me to the hut the next morning. 

My own thoughts that night were 
not such as would suffer me to 
sleep. 

Before Margrave's melancholy 
state much of my former fear and 
abhorrence faded away. This being, 
so exceptional that fancy might 
well invest him with preternatural 
attributes, was now reduced by 



human suffering to human sym- 
pathy and comprehension ; yet his 
utter want of conscience was still as 
apparent as in his day of joyous 
animal spirits. With what hideous 
candour he had related his perfidy 
and ingratitude to the man to 
whom, in his belief, he owed an 
inestimable obligation, and with 
what insensibility to the signal 
retribution which in most natures 
would have awakened remorse ! 

And by what dark hints and con- 
fessions did he seem to confirm the 
incredible memoir of Sir Philip 
Derval! He owned that he had 
borne from the corpse of Haroun 
the medicament to which he as- 
cribed his recovery from a state yet 
more hopeless than that under 
which he now laboured! He had 
alluded, rapidly, obscurely, to some 
knowledge at his command " surer 
than man's ! " And now, even now 
the mere wreck of his former exist- 
ence—by what strange charm did 
be still control and confuse my 
reason? And how was it that I 
felt myself murmuring, again and 
again, ** But what, after all, if his 
hope be no chimera, and if Nature 
do hide a secret by which I could 
save the Ufe of my beloved 
LUian ? " 

And again and again, as that 
thought would force itself on me, I 
rose and crept to Lilian's threshold, 
listening to catch the faintest sound 
of her breathing. All still, all dark ! 
In that sufferer recognised science 
detects no mortal disease, yet dares 
not bid me rely on its amplest re- 
sources of skill to turn aside from 
her slumber the ^tAal^Vc^ v^'^Kks:^ 
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whose malady recognised science 
could not doubt to be mortal has 
composed himself to sleep confident 
of life! Recognised science! re- 
cognised ignorance ! The science 
of to-day is the ignorance of to- 
morrow! Every year some bold 
guess lights up a truth to which, 
but the year before, the schoolmen 
of science were as blinded as 
moles. 

*• "What, then," my lips kept re- 
peating— "what if Nature do hide 
a secret by which the life of my life 
can be saved ! What do we know 
of the secrets of Nature ? What 
said Newton himself of his know- 
ledge ? ' I am like a child picking 
up pebbles and shells on the sand, 
while the great ocean of Truth lies 



all undiscovered around me ! ' And 
did Newton himself, in the ripest 
growth of his matchless intellect, 
hold the creed of the alchemists in 
scorn? Had he not given to one 
object of their research, in the 
transmutation of metals, his days 
and his nights ? Is there proof that 
he ever convinced hims^f that the 
research was the dream, whioh we» 
who are not Newtons, cidl it P* And 
that other great sage, inferior only 
to Newton— the calculating doubt- 
weigher, Descartes — had he not 
beUeved in the yet nobler hope of 
the alchemists — ^believed in some 
occult nostrum or process by which 
human Ufe could attain to the age 
of the Patriarchs ?'*t 
In thoughts like these the night 



* "Besides the three great subjects of 
"Newton'B labours — ^the floxional calculus, 
physical astronomy, and optics — a very 
large portion of his time, while resident 
in his college, was devoted to researches 
of which scarcely a trace remains. Al- 
chemy, whioh had fascinated so many 
eager and ambitious minds, seems to 
have tempted Newton with an overwhelm- 
ing force. What theories he formed, 
what experiments he tried, in that labo- 
ratory where, it is said, the fire was 
scarcely extinguished for weeks together, 
will never be known. It is certain that 
no success attended his labours; and 
Newton was not a man — like Eepler — to 
detail to the world all the hopes and dis- 
appointments, all the crude and mystical 
fancies, which mixed themselves up with 
his career of philosophy .... Many 
years later we find Newton in correspond- 
ence with Locke, with reference to a 
mysterious red earth by which Boyle, 
who was then recently dead, had asserted 
that he could efiect the grand desideratum 
of multiplying gold. By this time, how- 
ever, Newton's faith had become some- 
what shaken by the unsatisfactory com- 
munications which he had himself 
received from Boyle on the subject of the 
golden recipe, though he did not abandon 
the idea of giving the experiment a 
further trial as soon as the weather 
abould become suitable fox furnace ex- 
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periments." — Quarterly Beview, Ko. 220, 
pp. 126-6. 

t Southey, in his Doctor, voL vl. p. 8, 
reports the conversation of Sir Kenehn 
Digby with Descartes, in which the great 
geometrician said, ** That as for ready- 
ing nuui immortal, it was what he could 
not venture to promise, but that he was 
very sure he could prolong his life to the 
standard of the patriarchs." And Southey 
adds, "that St. Evremond, to whom 
Digby repeated this, says that this opinion 
of Descartes was well known both to hts 
friends in Holland and in France.*' By 
the stress Southey lays on this hearsay 
evidence, it is clear that he was not 
acquainted with the works and biography 
of Descartes, or he would have gone to 
the fountain-head for authority on Des- 
cartes' opinions — ^viz., Descartes himself. 
It is to be wished that Southey had done 
so, for no one more than he would have 
appreciated the exquisitely candid and 
loveable nature of the illustrious French- 
man, and the sincerity with which he 
cherished in his heart whatever doctrine 
he conceived in his understanding. I^es- 
cartes, whose knowledge of anatomy waa 
considerable, had that passion for the art 
of medicine which is almost inseparable 
from the pursuit of natural philosophy. 
At the age of twenty -four he had sought 
(in Germany) to obtain initiation into 
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wore away, the moonbeams that 
streamed through my window light- 
ing up the spacious solitudes be- 
yond—mead and creek, forest-land, 
mountain-top — and the silencewith- 
out broken by the wild cry of the 
night-hawk and the sibilant melan- 
choly dirge of the shining ohryso- 
cocyx ; *— bird that never sings but 
at night, and obstinately haunts the 
roofs of the sick and dying, ominous 
of woe and death. 
But up sprang the sun, and, 



chasiDg these gloomy sounds, out 
burst the wonderful chorus of Aus- 
tralian 'groves, the great kingfisher 
opening the jocund melodious babble 
with the glee of his sodal laugh. 

And now I heard Eaber's step in 
Lilian's room— heard through the 
door, her soft voice, though I could 
not distinguish the words. It. was 
not long before I saw the kind phy- 
sician standing at the threshold of 
my chamber. He pressed his finger 
to his lip, and made me a sign to 



tmlnokily could not discover any member 
of the society to introduce him. "He 
desired/* says Cousin, "to assure the 
health of man, diminish his ills, extend 
his existence. He was terrified by the 
rapid and almost momentary passage of 
man upon earth. He believed it was not, 
perhaps, impossible to prolong its dura- 
tion." There is a hidden recess of gran- 
deur in this idea, and the means proposed 
by Descartes for the execution of his pro- 
ject were not less grand. In his Dis- 
course on Method, Descartes says, "If it 
is possible to find some means to render 
generally men more wise and more able 
than they have been till now, it is, I 
believe, in medicine that those means 
must be sought. * * * I am sure that 
there is no one, even in the medical pro- 
fession, who will not avow that all which 
one knows of the medical art is almost 
nothing in comparison to that which 
remains to learn, and that one could be 
exempted from an infinity of maladies, 
both of body and mind, and even, per- 
haps, from the decrepitude of old age, if 
one had sufficient lore of their causes and 
of all the remedies which nature provides 
for them. Therefore, having design to 
employ all my life in the research of a 
Bciejuse so necessary, and having discovered 
a path which appears to me such that one 
ought ii^faUibly, in follotcing, to find it, if 
one is not hindered prematurely by^the 
brevity of life or by the defects of experi- 
ence, I consider that there is no better 
remedy against those two hindrances than 
to communicate faithfully to the public 
the little I have found," &c. (Discours 
de la M^thode, voL i. (Euvres de Des- 
cartes, Cousin's Edition.) And again, in 
his Corresposdenoe (vol. ix. p. 341), he 



says : " The conservation of health has 
been always the principal object of my 
studies, and I have no doubt that there is 
a means of acquiring much knowledge 
touching medicine which, up to this time, 
is ignored." He then reifers to his medi- 
tated Treatise on Animals as only an 
entrance upon that knowledge. But 
whatever secrets Descartes may have 
thought to discover, they are not made 
known to the public according to his^pro- 
mise. And in a letter to M. Chanut, 
written 1646 (four years before he died), 
he says ingenuously : " I will tell you in- 
confidence that the notion, such as it is, 
which I have endeavoured to acquire in 
physical philosophy, had greatly assisted 
me to establish certain foundations for 
moral philosophy ; and that I am more 
easily satisfied upon this point than I am 
on many others touching medicine, to 
which I have, nevertheless, devoted much 
more time. So that" .(adds the grand 
thinker with a pathetic nobleness) — " so 
that, instead of finding ^e means to pre- 
serve l^fe, I have found another good, 
more easy and more sure, which is — Tiot to 
fear death." 

♦ Chrysococyx lucidus — ^viz., the bird 
popularly called the shining or bronzed 
cuckoo. '* Its note is an exceedingly 
melancholy whistle, heard at night, when 
it is very annoying to any sick or nervous 
person who may be inclbied to sleep. I 
have known many instances where the 
bird has been perched on a tree in the 
vicinity of the room of an invalid uttering 
its mournful notes, and it was only with 
the greatest difficulty that it could be dis- 
lodged from its position." — Dr. BewcA^^ ^ 
GathfiTmg,% o^ »i "S^«.\,\a^2ttsfit Ssv fck»&\x»«- 
laaia. 
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follow him. I obeyed, with noise- 
less tread and stifled breathing. He 
awaited me in the garden under the 
flowering acacias, passed his arm in 
mine, and drew me into the open 
pasture-land. 

'* Compose yourself/* he then 
said ; " I bring you tidings both of 
gladness and of fear. Your. Lilian's 
mind is restored : even the memo- 
ries which had been swept away by 
the fever that followed her return 
to her home in L are return- 
ing, though as yet indistinct. She 
yearns to see you, to bless you for 
all your noble devotion, your gener- 
ous, great-hearted love ; but I forbid 
such interview now. If, in a few 
hours, she become either decidedly 
stronger or decidedly more en- 
feebled, you shall be summoned to 
her side. Even if you are con- 
■demued to a loss for which the sole 
^consolation must be placed in the 
life hereafter, you shall have, at 
least, the last mortal commune of 
•soul with soul. Courage — courage ! 
You are man ! Bear as man what 
you have so often bid other men 
submit to endure." 

I had flung myself on the ground 
—writhing worm that had no home 
but on earth ! Man, indeed ! Man ! 
All, at that moment, I took from 
manhood was its acute sensibility to 
love and to anguish ! 

But after all such paroxysms of 
mortal pain, there comes a strange 
lull. Thought itself halts, like the 
still hush of water between two 
descending torrents. I rose in a 
calm, which Paber might well mis- 
iiake for fortitude. 

"Well,'' I said, quietly, "fulfil 
your promise. If Lilian is to pass 
away from me, I shall see her, at 
least, again; no wall, you tell me, 
between our minds ; mind to mind 
once more — once more ! " 

" Allen," said Faber, mournfully 
and softly, " why do you sbuii 



to repeat my words — soul to 
soul ? " 

"Ay, ay— I understand. Those 
words mean that you have resigned 
all hope that Lilian's life will linger 
here, when her mind oomes back in 
full consciousness ; I know well that 
last lightning flash and the darkness 
which swallows it up ! " 

"You exaggerate my fears. I 
have not resigned the hope that 
Lilian will survive the struggle 
through which she is passing 
but it will be cruel to deceive 
you — my hope is weaker than it 
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was. 

" Ay, ay. Again, I understand ! 
Your science is in fault — it de- 
sponds. Its last trust is in the won- 
derful resources of Nature — ^the 
vitality stored in the young ! ** 

" You have said : Those resources 
of Nature are wondrous. The 
vitality of youth is a fountain 
springing up from the deeps out of 
sight, when, a moment before, we 
had measured the drops oozing out 
from the sands, and thought that 
the well was exhausted." 

" Come with me— come. I told 
you of another sufferer yonder. I 
want your opinion of his case. But 
can you be spared a few minutes 
from Lilian's side ? " 

"Yes; I left her asleep. What 
is the case that perplexes your eye 
of physician, which is usually keener 
than mine, despite all the length of 
my practice?" 

"The sufierer is young— his or- 
ganization rare in its vigour. He 
has gone through and survived 
assaults upon life that are com- 
monly fatal. His system has been 
X)oisoned by the fangs of a venomous 
asp, and shattered by the blast of 
the plague. These alone, I believe, 
would not suffice to destroy him. 
But he is one who has a strong 
dread of death. And while the 
\\i^^Tt\\^?.t\ius Ww^vxvi and feeble. 
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it has been gnawed by emotions of 
hope or of fear. I suspect that he is 
dying, not from the bite of the rep- 
tile, not from the taint of the pesti- 
lence, but from the hoi>e and the 
fear that have overtasked the heart's 
functions. Judge for yourself." 

We were now at the door of the 
hut. I unlocked it: we entered. 
Margrave had quitted his bed, and 
was pacing the room slowly. His 
step was less feeble, his countenance 
less haggard than on the previous 
evening. 

He submitted himself to Eaber's 
questioning with a quiet indiffer- 
ence, and evidently cared nothing 
for any opinion which the great 
physician might found on his re- 
plies. 

When Faber had learned all he 
could, he said, with a grave smile : 
**I see that my advice will have 
little weight with you ; such as it is, 
at least reflect on it The conclu- 
sions to which your host arrived in 
his view of your case, and which he 
confided to me, are, in my humble 
judgment, correct. I have no doubt 
that the great organ of the heart is 
involved in the cause of your suffer- 
ings ; but the heart is a noble and 
much-enduring organ. I have 
known men in whom it has been 
more severely and unequivocally 
affected with disease tban it is in 
you, live on for many years, and 
ultimately die of some other dis- 
order. But then life was held, as 
yours must be held, ui)on one con- 
dition — repose. I enjoin you to 
abstun from all violent action— to 
shun all excitements that cause 
moral disturbance. You are young: 
would you live on, you must live as 
the old. More than this— it is my 
duty to warn you that your tenure 
on earth is very precarious; you 
may attain to many years ; you may 
be suddenly called hence to-morrow. 
The best mode to regard this un- 



certainty with the calm in which is 
your only chance of long life, is so 
to arrange all your worldly affairs, 
and so to discipline all your human 
anxieties, as to feel always prepared 
for the summons that may come 
without warning. For the rest, 
quit this climate as soon as you can 
— it is the climate in which the 
blood courses too quickly for one 
who should shun all excitement. 
Seek the most equable atmosphere — 
choose the most tranquil pursuits— 
and Fenwick himself, in his mag- 
nificent pride of stature and 
strength, may be nearer the grave 
than you are." 

" Your opinion coincides with that 
I have just heard?" asked Mar- 
grave, turning to me. 

" In much— yes." 

" It is more favourable than I 
should have supposed. I am far 
from disdaining the advice so kindly 
offered. Permit me, in turn, two 
or three questions, Dr. Faber. Do 
you prescribe to me no drugs from 
your pharmacopoeia ?" 

** Drugs may palliate many suffer- 
ings incidental to organic disease, 
but drugs cannot reach organic 
disease itself." 

" Do you believe that, even where 
disease is plainly organic. Nature 
herself has no alterative and repa- 
rative powers, by which the organ 
assailed may recover itself?" 

*' A few exceptional instances of 
such forces in nature are upon re- 
cord; but we must go by general 
laws, and not by exceptions." 

" Have you never known instances 
—do you not at this moment know 
one — in wbich a patient whose 
malady baffles the doctor's skill, 
imagines or dreams of a remedy? 
Call it a whim if you please, learned 
sir ; do you not listen to the whim, 
and, in despair of your own pre- 
scriptions, coTO^Xi 'w\5^'0as«Rk^\"0ate 
\ patient. ?^ 
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Faber changed oountenance, and 
even started, liargrave watched 
him and laughed. 

*' You grant that there are such 
cases, in which the patient gives the 
lawtothephysician. Now.applyyour 
experience to my case. Suppose 
some strange fancy had seized upon 
my imagination— that is the doctor's 
cant word for all phenomena which 
we call exceptional— some strange 
fancy that I had thought, of a cure 
for this disease for which you have 
no drugs ; and suppose this fanoj of 
mine to be so strong, so vivid, that 
to deny me its gratification would 
produce the very emotion from 
which you warn me as fatal — storm 
the hea^ that you would soothe to 
repose, by the passions of rage and 
despair— would you, as my trusted 
physician, concede or deny me my 
whim?" 

'* Can you ask ? I should grant 
it at once, if I had no reason to 
know that the thing that you fan- 
cied was harmful." 

" Good man and wise doctor ! I 
have no other question to ask. I 
thank you." 

Faber looked hard on the young, 
wan face, over which played a smile 
of triumph and irony ; then turned 
away with an expression of doubt 
and trouble on bis own noble counte- 
nance. I followed him silently into 
the open air. 

" Who and what is this visitor of 
yours ?" he asked, abruptly. 

*' Who and what ! I cannot tell 
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you 

Eaber remained some moments 
musing, and muttering slowly to 
himself, '* Tut ! but a chance coin- 
cidence — a haphazard allusion to 
« fact which he could not have 
known!" 

"Faber," said I, abruptly, "can 
it be that Lilian is the patient in 
whose self-suggested remedies you 
confide more than in the various 



learning at command of yoor pno- 
tised skill?" 

"I cannot deny it,"* replied IUm; 
reluctantly. ** In the interiab cf 
that suspense from waking senses 
which in her is not deep, nor yet 
altogether catalep^, she has, tar tiie 
last few days, stated accnn^dy the 
precise moment in which the tnuHe 
—if I may so call it — ^woold pw 
away, and prescribed for hersdf Hn 
remedies that should be then li- 
ministered. In every instance^ Utt 
remedies so self-prescribed, thoBf^ 
certainly not those which would 
have occurred to my mind, have 
proved efficacious. Her rapid pro- 
gress to reason I ascribe to tiie 
treatment she herself ordained in 
her trance, without remembraaoe 
of her own suggestions when she 
awoke. I had meant to deter oob- 
municating these phenomena in the 
idiosyncrasy of her case until our 
minds could more calmly inquire 
into the process by which ideM— 
not apparently derived, as yoor 
metaphysical school would derive 
all ideas, from preconceived expe- 
riences — will thus sometimes act 
like an instinct on the human suf- 
ferer for self-preservation, as the 
bird is directed to the herb or the 
berry which heals or assuages its 
ailments. We know how the mes- 
merists would account for this 
phenomenon of hygienic introvision 
and clairvoyance. But here, there 
is no mesmerizer, unless the patient 
can be supposed to mesmerize her- 
self. Long, however, before mes- 
merism was heard of, medical history 
attests examples in which patients 
who baffled the skill of the ablest 
physicians have fixed their fancies 
on some remedy that phjrsicians 
would call inoperative for good or 
for harm, and have recovered by 
the remedies thus singularly s^- 
suggested. And Hippocrates him- 
self, if I construe his meanii^ 






A STBANGE STOBY. 



287 



rightly, recognises the powers for 
self-cure which the condition of 
trance will sometimes bestow on 
the sufferer, 'where' (says the father 
of our art) * the sight being closed 
to the external, the soul more truth- 
fully perceives the affections of the 
body.' In short — ^I own it— in this 
instance, the skill of the physician 
has been a c(Hnpliant obedience 
to the instinct called forth in the 
patient And the hopes I have 
hitherto permitted myself to give 
you, were founded on my experience 
that her own hopes, conceived in 
trance, had never been fallacious or 
•exaggerated. The simples that I 
gathered for her yesterday she had 
•described; they are not in our 
herbal. But as they are sometimes 
used by the natives^ I had the curio- 
-sity to analyse their chemical pro- 
perties shortly afber I came to the 
•colony, and they seemed to me as 
innocent as lime-blossoms. They 
are rare in this part of Australia, 
but she told me where I should find 
them — a remote spot, which she has 
<»rtainly never visited. Last night, 
when you saw me disturbed, de- 
jected, it was because, for the first 
time, the docility with which she had 
hitherto, in her waking state, obeyed 
her own injunctions in the state of 
trance, forsook me. She could not 
be induced to taste the decoction I 
had made from the herbs; and if 
you found me this morning with 
weaker hopes than before, this is 



the real cause—viz., that when I 
visited her at sunrise, she was not 
in sleep but in trance, and in that 
trance she told me that she had 
nothing more to suggest or reveal ; 
that on the complete restoration of 
her senses, which was at hand, the 
abnormal faculties vouchsafed to 
trance would be withdrawn. 'As 
for my life,' she said quietly, as if 
unconscious of our temporary joy 
or woe in the term of its tenure 
here — ^*as for my life, your aid is 
now idle ; my own vision obscure ; 
on my life a dark and cold shadow 
is resting. I cannot foresee if it 
will pass away. When I strive to 
look around, I see but my Allen—' " 

" And so," said I, mastering my 
emotions, "in bidding me hope, you 
did not rely on your own resources 
of science, but on the whisper of 
nature in the brain of your patient ?" 

« It is so." 

We both remained silent some 
moments, and then, as he dis- 
appeared within my house, I mur- 
mured: 

"And when she strives to look 
beyond the shadow, she sees only 
me ! Is there some prophet-hint of 
Nature there also, directing me not 
to scorn the secret which a wan- 
derer, so suddenly dropt on my 
solitude, assures me that Nature 
will sometimes reveal to her seeker ? 
And oh ! that dark wanderer— has 
Nature a marvel more weird than 
himself?" 
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1 8TBATBD through the forest till 
noon, in debate with myself, and 
strove to shape my wild doubts into 
purpose, before I could nerve and 
compose myself again to face Mar- 
grave alone. 

I re-entered the hut To my sur- 
prise, Margrave was not in the 
room in which I had left him, nor 
in that which adjoined it. I as- 
cended the stairs to the kind of loft 
in which I had been accustomed to 
pursue my studies, but in which I 
had not set foot since my alarm for 
Lilian had suspended my labours. 
There I saw Margrave quietly seated 
before the manuscript of my Am- 
bitious Work, which lay open on 
the rude table just as I had left it, 
in the midst of its concluding sum- 
mary. 

*' I have taken the licence of for- 
mer days, you see," said Margrave, 
smiling, "and have hit by chance 
on a passage I can understand 
without effort. But why such a 
waste of argument to prove a fact 
so simple? In man, as in brute, 
life once lost is lost for ever ; and 
that is why life is so precious to 
man." 

I took the book from his hand, 
and flung it aside in wrath. His 
approval revolted me more with my 
own theories than all the argumen- 
tative rebukes of Faber. 

"And now," I said, sternly, "the 
time has come for the explanation 
you promised. Before I can aid you 
in any experiment that may serve to 
prolong your life, I must know how 
far that life has been a baleful and 
destroying influence ?" 

"I have some faint recollection 
of having saved your life from «.ii 



imminent danger, and if gratitude 
were the attribute of man, as it ii 
of the dog, I should claim your tid 
to serve mine as a right. Ask me 
what you wilL Tou must have seen 
enough of me to know that I do not 
affect either the virtues or vices of 
others. I regard both with so su- 
preme an indifference, that I bdkfe 
I am vicious or virtuous unawares. 
I know not if I can explain wbal 
seems to have perplexed yon, bat 
if I cannot explain I have no 
intention to lie. Speak — I listen! 
We have time enough now before 
us." 

So saying, he reclined back in the 
chair, stretching out his limbs wea- 
rily. All round this spoilt darlin;; 
of Material Nature the aids and 
appliances of Intellectual Science ! 
Books, and telescopes, and crucibles, 
with the light of day coming 
through a small circular aperture 
in the boarded casement, as I had 
constructed the opening for my 
experimental observation of the 
prismal rays. 

While I write, his image is as 
visible before my remembrance as 
if before the actual eye — beautiful 
even in its decay, awful even in its 
weakness, mysterious as is Nature 
herself amidst all the mechanism 
by which our fancied knowledge 
attempts to measure her laws and 
analyse her light. 

But at that moment no such 
subtle reflections delayed my in- 
quisitive eager mind from its imme- 
diate purpose — who and what was 
this creature boasting of a secret 
through which I might rescue from 
death the life of her who was my 
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I gathered rapidly and sucdnotly 
together all that I knew and all that 
I guessed of Margrave's existence 
and arts. I commenced from my 
Vision in that mimic Golgotha of 
creatures inferior to man, close by 
the scene of man's most trivial and 
meaningless pastime. I went on — 
Derval's murder ; the missing con- 
tents of the casket; the apparition 
seen by the maniac assassin guiding 
him to the horrid deed; the lumi- 
nous haunting Shadow ; the positive 
charge in the murdered man's 
memoir connecting Margrave with 
Louis Grayle, and accusing him of 
the murder of Haroun ; the night 
in the moonlit pavilion at Derval 
Court; the baneful influence on 
Lilian; the struggle between me 
and himself in the house by the sea- 
shore ;— The strange All that is told 
in thi3 Strange Story. 

But, warming as I spoke, and in 
a kind, of fierce joy to be enabled 
thus to free my own heart of the 
doubts that had burdened it, now 
that I was fairly face to face with 
the being by whom my reason had 
been so perplexed and my life so 
tortured, I was restrained by none 
of the fears lest my own fancy de- 
ceived me, with which in his ab- 
sence I had striven to reduce to 
natural causes the portents of ter- 
ror and wonder. I stated plainly, 
directly, the beliefs, the impressions 
which I had never dared even to 
myself to own without seeking to 
explain them away. And coming 
at last to a close, I said : ** Such are 
the evidences that seem to me to 
justify abhorrence of the life that 
you ask me to aid in prolonging. 
Your own tale of last night but 
confirms them. And why to me— 
to me— do you come with wild en- 
treaties to lengthen the life that has 
blighted my own? How did you 
even learn the home in which I 
sought unavailing refuge ? How— 



as your hint to Eaber clearly re- 
vealed—were you aware that, in yon 
house, where the sorrow is veiled, 
where the groan is suppressed, 
where the foot-tread falls ghostlike, 
there struggles now between life 
and death my heart's twin, my 
world's sunshine? Ah! through 
my terror for her, is it a demon that 
tells you how to bribe my abhor- 
rence into submission, and supple 
my reason into use to your ends f" 

Margrave had listened to me 
throughout with a fixed attention, 
at times with a bewildered stare, at 
times with exclamations of surprise, 
but not of denial. And when I had 
done, he remained for some mo- 
ments silent, seemingly stupefied, 
passing his hand repeatedly over his 
brow, in the gesture so familiar to 
him in former days. 

At length he said, quietly, without 
evincing any sign either of resent- 
ment or humiliation : 

" In much that you tell me I re- 
cognise myself: in much I am as lost 
in amazement as you in wild doubt 
or fierce wrath. Of the effect that 
you say Philip Derval produced on 
me I have no recollection. Of him- 
self I have only this— that he was my 
foe, that he came to England intent 
on schemes to shorten my life or 
destroy its enjoyments. All my 
faculties tend to self-preservation; 
there, they converge as rays in a 
focus ; in that focus they illume and 
— they bum. I willed to destroy my 
intended destroyer. Did my will 
enforce itself on the agent to which 
it was guided? Likely enough. Be 
it so. Would you blame me for 
slaying the tiger or serpent— not by 
the naked hand^but by weapons that 
arm it ? But what could tiger and 
serpent do more against me than 
the man who would rob me of life ? 
He had his arts for assault— I ha<i 
mine for 6e\t-dfel«ii<cfe. "Bl^ ^-^ja *vs^ 
me as tYi© \if^«t >i\iA\» <5t^e^ >2o:t^>a5^ 
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the jungle, or the serpent uncoiling 
fai8 folds for the spring. Betth to 
those whose life is destruction to 
mine, be they serpent, or tiger, <xt 
man! Benral perished. Yes! thespot 
in which the maniac had buried the 
oa^etfoot revealed to me-HQK> mat- 
tar how ; the contents of the casket 
passed into my hands. I coveted 
that possesaon because I beUeved 
that Berval had learned from Ha- 
TO«n of Aleppo the secret by which 
the elixir of life is prepared, and I 
supposed that some stores of the 
essence would be found in his casket 
I was deceived— not a drop ! What 
I there found I knew not how to 
use or apply, nor did I care to leam. 
What I sought was not there. You 
see a luminous shadow of myself; 
it haunts, it accosts, it ccnnpels you. 
Of this I know nothing. Was it 
the emanation of my intense will 
really producing tMs spectre of 
myself? or was it the thing of your 
own imagination— an imagination 
which my will impressed and sub- 
jugated? I know not. At the 
hours when my shadow, real or 
supposed, was with you, my senses 
would have been looked in sleep. 
It is true, however, that I intensely 
desire to leam from races always 
near to man, but concealed from his 
every-day vision, the secret that I 
helieved Philip Derval had carried 
with him to the tomb; and from 
some cause or another I cannot 
now of myself alone, as I could 
years ago, subject those races to my 
command— I must, in that, act 
through or with the mind of 
another. It is true that I sought 
to impress upon your waking 
thoughts the images of the circle, 
the powers of the wand, which, in 
your trance or sleep-walldng, made 
you the involuntary agent of my 
wilL I knew by a dream— for by 
dreams, more or less vivid, are the 
results of my waking will 8omQtunfi& 



\ 



divulged to myself— tbst the spell 
had been brok«[i, the daaoawaj I 
sought not effected. AM mj hapa 
were then transferred frcm yonfr 
self, the dull votary of scaenee, to tiie 
girl whom I diarmed to my tiinl- 
dom through her Ioto for yoo and 
through her dreams of a reabi 
which the science of Bdaooks neier 
enters. In her, imagination was all 
pure and all potent ; and tell me^O 
practical reasoner, if reason has eter 
advanced one st^ into knowledge 
except through that imaginatife 
faculty which is strongest in tiie 
wisdom of ignorance, and weakeit 
in the ignorance of the wise. Fon- 
der this, and those marvels that 
perplex you will cease to be marve- 
lous. I pass on to the riddle that 
puzzles you most. By Philip Ber- 
val's account I am, in truth, Lodi 
Ghrayle restored to youth by the 
elixir, and while yet infirm, decrepit, 
murdered Haroun — a man of a 
frame as athletic as yours ! By ac- 
cepting this notion you seem to 
yourself alone to unravel the mys- 
teries you ascribe to my life and my 
powers. Oh, wise philosopher ! oh, 
profound logician ! you accept that 
noticm, yet hold my belief in the 
Dervish's tale a chimera! I am 
Grayle made young by the elixir, 
and yet the elixir itself is a fable !" 

He paused and laughed, but the 
kugh was no longer even an echo 
of its former merriment or playful- 
ness—a sinister and terrible lau^ 
mocking, threateniug, malignant 

Again he swept his hand over his 
brows and resumed : 

"Is it not easier to so accom- 
plished a sage as you to believe that 
the idlers of Paris have guessed the 
true solution of that problem — ^my 
place on this earth ? May I not be 
the love-son of Louis Grayle ? And 
when Haroun refused the elixir to 
him, or he found that his frame was 
\XM fax ^shaua^Afi {or even the elixir 
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to repair organio lesions of structure 
in the worn frame of old age, may 
he not have indulged the oommon 
illusion of fathers, and soothed his 
death-pangs with the thought that 
he should live again in his son? 
Haroun is found dead on his carpet 
— rumour said strangled. What 
proof of the truth of that nimonr ? 
Might he not have passed away in a 
fit ? Will it lessen your perplexity 
if I state recolleetions? They are 
▼ague— they often perplex myself; 
but so far firom a wish to deceive 
you, my desire is to relate them so 
truthfully that you may aid me to 
reduce them into more definite 
form." 

His face now became very troubled, 
the Ume of his voice very irresolute : 
the face and the voice of a man who 
is either blundering his way through 
«n intricate falsehood, or through 
obscure reminiscences. 

*' This Louis Grayle ! this Louis 
Grayle ! I remember him well, as 
one remembers a nightmare. When- 
ever I look back, before the illness 
of which I will presently speak, the 
image of Louis Grayle returns to 
me. I see myself with him in 
African wilds, commanding the 
fierce Abyssinians. I see myself 
with him in the fair Persian valley 
— lofty, snow -covered mountains 
encircling the garden of roses. I 
see myself with him in the hush of 
the golden noon, reclined by the 
spray of cool fountains ; now listen- 
ing to cymbals and lutes — now 
arguing with greybeards on secrets 
bequeathed by the Chaldees. With 
him, with him in moonUt nights, 
stealing into the sepulchres of 
mythical kings. I see myself with 
him in the aisles of dark cav^ms, 
surrounded by awful shapes, which 
have no likeness amongst the crea- 
tures of earth. Louis Grayle ! Louis 
-Grayle ! aU my earlier memories go 
back to Louis Grayle J All my arts 



and powers, all that I have learned 
of the languages spoken in Europe, 
of the sciences taught in her schools, 
I owe to Louis Grayle. But am I 
one and the same with him ? No 
—I am but a pale reflection of his 
giant intellect. I have not even a 
reflection of his childlike agonies of 
sorrow. Louis Grayle! He stands 
apart from me, as a rock from the 
tree that grows out firom its chasms. 
Yes, the gosnp was right; I must 
be his son.'* 

He leant his face on both hands, 
rocking himself to and fro. At 
length, with a sigh, he resumed : 

**I remember, too, a long and 
oppressive illness, attended with 
racking pains— a dismal journey in 
a wearisome litter— the light hand 
of the woman Ayesha, so sad and 
so stately, smoothing my pillow or 
fanning my brows. I remember the 
evening on which my nurse drew 
the folds of the litter aside, and said, 
' See Aleppo ! and the star of thy 
birth shining over its walls ! * 

"I remember a face inexpressibly 
solemn and mournful. I remember 
the chill that the calm of its ominous 
eye sent through my veins— the face 
of Haroun, the Sage of Aleppo. I 
remember the vessel of crystal he 
bore in his hand, and the blessed 
relief from my pains that a drop 
from the essence which flashed 
through the crystal bestowed ! And 
then — and then— I remember no 
more till the night on which Ayesha 
came to my couch and said, ' Eise.' 

** And I rose, leaning on her, sup- 
ported by her. We went through 
dim narrow streets, faintly lit by 
wan stars, disturbing the prowl of 
the dogs, that slunk from the look 
of that woman. We came to a soli- 
tary house, small and low, and my 
nurse said, * Wait.' 

** She opened the door and went 
in ; I seated m^fKUt Qii^^bNkn^doi^Ai^ 
And aiSteet ^ ^iaoft ^*^ <s«sDft ^^a^^xws^ 
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the house, and led me, still leaning 
on her, into a chamber. 

<*A man lay, as in sleep, on the 
carpet, and beside him stood another 
man, whom I recognised as Ayesha's 
special attendant— an Indian. 'Ha- 
roun is dead,' said Ayesha. 'Search 
for that which will give thee new 
life. Thou hast seen, and wilt know 
it, not I.' 

** And I put my hand on the breast 
of Haroun— for the dead man was 
he—and drew from it the vessel of 
crystal. 

"Having done so, the frown on 
his marble brow appalled me. I 
staggered back, and swooned away. 
" I came to my senses, recovered 
and rejoicing, miles afar from the 
city, the dawn red on its distant 
walls. Ayesha had tended me ; the 
elixir had already restored me. 

*' My first thought, when full con- 
sciousness came back to me, rested 
on Louis Grayle, for he, also, had 
been at Aleppo. I was but one of 
his numerous train. He, too, was 
enfeebled and sufiTering ; he had 
sought the known skill of Haroun 
for himself as for me; and this 
woman loved and had tended him 
as she had loved and tended me. 
And my nurse told me that he was 
dead, and forbade me henceforth to 
breathe his name. 

"We travelled on — she and I, 
and the Indian, her servant — my 
strength still renewed by the won- 
drous elixir. No longer supported 
by her, what gazelle ever roved 
through its pasture with a bound 
more elastic than mine ? 

"We came to a town, and my 
nurse placed before me a mirror. 
I did not recognise myself. In this 
town we rested, obscure, till the 
letter there reached me by which I 
learned that I was the offspring of 
love, and enriched by the care of a 
father recently dead. Is it not clear 
that Louis Grayle was this father ?" 



" If so, was the woman, AyeAa, 
your mother?'* 

" The letter said that * my motiier 
had died in my infancy.' Nevertiie- 
less, the care with which Ayesha had 
tended me induced a suspicion that 
made me ask her the yery questioa 
you put. She wept when I asked 
her, and said, ' No, only my nurse. 
And now I needed a nurse no more.' 
The day after I received the letter 
which announced an inheritance 
that allowed me to vie with the 
nobles of Europe, this woman left 
me, and went back to her laribe." 

" Have you never seen her 
since ? " 

Margrave hesitated a moment^ 
and then answered, though with 
seeming reluctance, *'Tes, at Da- 
mascus. Not many days after I was 
borne to that city by the strangers, 
who found me half-dead on tiieir 
road, I woke one morning to find 
her by my side. And she said, ' In 
joy and in health you did not need 
me. I am needed now.' " 

"Did you then deprive yourself 
of one so devoted ? You have not 
made this long voyage — from Egypt 
to Australia— alone; you, to whom 
wealth gave no excuse for priva- 
tion ? " 

" The woman came with me ; and 
some chosen attendants. I engaged 
to ourselves the vessel we sailed 



m." 

"Where have you left your com- 
panions ? " 

"By this hour," answered Mar- 
grave, "they are in reach of my 
summons ; and when you and I have 
achieved the discovery — in the re- 
sults of which we shall share — I will 
exact no more from your aid. I 
trust all that rests for my cure to 
my nurse and her swarthy attend- 
ants. You will aid me now, as a 
matter of course; the physician 
whose counsel you needed to guide 
I your own skill enioins you to obey 
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my whim— if whim you still call it ; 
you will obey it, for on that whim 
rests your own sole hope of happi- 
ness; — you, who can love — I love 
nothing but life. Has my frank 
narrative solved all the doubts that 
stood between you and me, in the 
great meeting-ground of an interest 
in common ? " 

"Solved all the doubts! Your 
wild story but makes some the 
darker, leaving others untouched: 
the occult powers of which you 
boast, and some of which I have 
witnessed — your very insight into 
my own household sorrows, into the 
interest I have, with yourself, in the 
truth of a faith so repugnant to 



>f 



reason — ' 

"Pardon me," interrupted Mar- 
grave, with that slight curve of the 
lip which is half smile and half 
sneer, "if, in my account of myself, 
I omitted what I cannot explain, 
and you cannot conceive: let me 
first ask how many of the com- 
monest actions of the commonest 
men are purely involuntary and 
wholly inexplicable? When, for 
instance, you open your lips and 
utter a sentence, you have not the 
faintest idea beforehand what word 
will follow another; when you move 
n muscle, can you tell me the thought 
that prompts to the movement? 
And, wholly unable thus to account 
for your own simple sympathies 
between impulse and act, do you 
beUeve that there exists a man upon 
earth who can read all the riddles 
in the heart and brain of another ? 
Is it not true that not one drop of 
water, one atom of matter, ever 
really touches another? Between 
each and each there is always a 
space, however infinitesimally small. 
How, then, could the world go on, 
if every man asked another to make 
his whole history and being as lucid 
as daylight before he would buy and 
sell with bim ? Ail interchange and 



alliance rest but on this— an interest 
in common. You and I have esta- 
blished that interest: all else, all 
you ask more, is superfluous. Gould 
I answer each doubt you would 
raise, still, whether the answer 
should please or revolt you, your 
reason would come back to the same 
starting-point, viz., In one definite 
proposal have we two an interest in 
common ? " 

And again Margrave laughed, not 
in mirth, but in mockery. The 
laugh and the words that preceded 
it were not the laugh and the words 
of the young. Could it be possible 
that Louis Grayle had indeed re- 
vived to false youth in the person 
of Margrave, such might have been 
his laugh and such his words. The 
whole mind of Margrave seemed to 
have undergone change since I last 
saw him ; more rich in idea, more 
crafty even in candour, more 
powerful, more concentred. As 
we see in our ordinary experience, 
that some infirmity, threatening 
dissolution,brings forth more vividly 
the reminiscences of early years, 
when impressions were vigorously 
stamped, so I might have thought, 
that as Margrave neared the tomb, 
the memories he had retained from 
his former existence, in a being 
more amply endowed, more formid- 
ably potent, struggled back to the 
brain ; and the mind that had lived . 
in Louis Grayle moved the lips of 
the dying Margrave. 

"For the powers and the arts 
that it equally puzzles your reason 
to assign or deny to me," resumed 
my terrible guest, "I will say briefly 
but this : they come from faculties 
stored within myself, and doubtless 
conduce to my self-preservation — 
faculties more or less, perhaps (so 
Van Helmont asserts), given to all 
men, though dotmsuafe vcl TJMCR^'r^ 
vivid aad wi\iv«^ Ssl TaaX^Rasfife'^s^ 
me 8e\t-^t«aerTO.^aii >D»a >««^ ^^^ 
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yet is the strong master-passion, or 
instinct; and beoause I have heen 
tanght how to use and direct such 
&oulties by disciplined teachers— 
some by Louis Grayle, the en- 
chanter; some by my nurse, the 
singer of charmed songs. But in 
much that I will to have done, I 
know no more than yourself how 
the agency acts. Enough for me to 
will what I wish, and unk calmly 
into slumber, sure that the will 
would work somehow its way. But 
when I have willed to know what, 
when known, should shape my own 
courses, I could see, without aid 
from your pitiM telescopes, all ob- 
jects howsoever far. "What wonder 
in that? Have you no learned 
puzzle-brained metaphysicians, who 
tell you that space is but an idea, 
all this palpable universe an idea in 
the mind, and no more I Why am 
I an enigma as dark as the Sibyl&i. 
and your metaphysicians as plain 
as a hornbook?" Again the sar- 
donic laugh. ''Enough: let what 
I have said obscure or enhghten 
your guesses, we come back to the 
same link of union, which binds 
man to man, bids states arise from 
the desert, and foemen embrace as 
brothers. I need you and you need 
me; without your aid my life is 
doomed; without my secret the 



breath will have gcme from 

of your Lilian before the son of feo* 

morrow is red on yon hUl-topB." 

"Fiend or juggler," I cried i& 
rage, "you shall not so enalftveaail 
entlural me by this mystic fiumgD 
and jargon. Make your fintMtifi 
experiment on yourself if you will: 
trust to your arts and yonr 
powers. My Lilian's Ufb shall not 
hang on your fiat. I trust it— to— ' 

"To what— to man's skill? Heir 
what the sage of the college shall 
ten you, before I ask you again fiir 
your aid. Do you trust to Gof & 
saving mercy ? Ah ! of oonrse yon 
believe in a God ? Who, ezo^ i 
philosopher, can reason a Maker 
away? But that the Maker wiU 
alter His courses to hear you ; tfaat^ 
whether or not you trust in F^™, 
or in your doctor, it VTill change by 
a hairbreadth the thing that must 
be— do you believe tkis, A^*" 
Fenwick?" 

And there sat this reader of 
hearts! a boy in his aspect, mocking 
me and the greybeards of schools. 

I could listen no more ; I turned 
to the door and fled down the 
stairs, and heard, as I fled, a low 
chant : feeble and faint, it was still 
the old barbaric chant, hy which the 
serpent is drawn from its hole by 
the charmer. 






CHAPTER LXXVIL 



To those of my readers who may 
seek with Julius Eaber to explore, 
through intelligible causes, solutions 
of the marvels I narrate. Margrave's 
confession may serve to explain 
away much that my own super- 
stitious beliefs had obscuied. To 



them Margrave is evidently the son 
of Louis Grayle. The elixir of liffr 
is reduced to some simple restora- 
tive, owing much of its effect to the 
faith of a credulous patient : youth 
is so soon restored to its joy in the 
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them Margraye's arts of enohsnt- 
ment are reduced to those idioByn- 
(arasies of temperament on which 
the disciples of Mesmer build up 
their theories; exaggerated, in 
much, by my own superstitions; 
aided, in part, by such natural, 
purely physical magic as, explored 
by the ancient priestorafts, is de- 
spised by the modem philosophies, 
and only remains oconlt because 
Science delights no more in the 
slides of the lantern which fasci- 
nated her childhood with sunulated 
phantoms. To them Margrave is, 
perhaps, an enthusiast, but, because 
an enthusiast, not less an impostor. 
**L*Eomme se pique" says Charron. 
Man cogs the dice for himself ere 
he rattles the box for his dupes. 
Was there ever successful impostor 
who did not commence by a firaud 
on his own understanding? Cradled 
in Orient Eable-land, what though 
Margrave believes in its legends; 
in a wand, an elixir; in sorcerers 
or Afrites? That betief in itself 
makes him keen to detect, and 
skilful to profit by, the latent but 
kindred creduUties of others. In 
all illustrations of Buper and Duped 
through the records of superstition 
—from the guile of a Cromwell, a 
Mahomet, down to the cheats of a 
gipsy— professional visionaries are 
amongst the astutest observers. 
The knowledge tiiat Margrave had 
gained of my abode, of my affliction, 
or of ihe innermost thoughts in my 
mind, it surely demanded no preter- 
natural aids to acquire. An Old 
Bailey attorney coidd have got at 
the one, and anylquidc student of 
human hearts have readily mastered 
the other. In fine. Margrave, ihua 
rationally criticised, is no other 
prodigy (save in degree and con- 
currence of attributes simple, 
though not very common) than may 
be found in eadi alley that harbours 
a fortune-teller who has just faith 



enough in the stars or the cards to 
bubble himself while he swindles 
his ^otims ; earnest, indeed, in tiie 
self-conviotion that he is really a 
seer, but reading the looks of his 
listeners, divining the thoughts that 
induce them to listen, and acquiring 
by practice » startling ability to 
judge what the listeners will deem 
it most seer-like to read in the cards 
or divine from ihe stars. 

I leave this interpretation unas- 
sailed. It is that which is the most 
probable, it is clearly that which, in 
a case not my own, I should have 
accepted ; and yet I revolved and 
dismissed it. The moment we deal 
with things beyond our comprehen- 
sion, and in which our own senses 
are appealed to and baffled, we 
revolt from the Probable, as it seems 
to the senses of those who have not 
experienced what we have. And 
the same principle of Wonder that 
led our philosophy up from inert 
ignorance into restless knowledge, 
now winding back into Shadow- 
land, reverses its rule by the way. 
and, at last, leaves us lost in the 
maze, our knowledge inert, and our 
ignorance restless. 

And putting aside all other 
reasons for hesitating to believe tha^ 
Margrave was the son of Louis 
Grayle— reasons which his own nar* 
ralive might suggest— was it not 
strange that Sir Philip Derval, who 
had instituted inquiries so minute^ 
and reported them in his memoir 
with so faithftd a care, should not 
have discovered that a youth, at- 
tended by the same woman who 
had attended Grayle, had disap- 
peared from the town on the same 
night as Grayle himself disiHppearedP 
Bat Derval had related tmthfuUy* 
according to Margrave's aocomii^ 
the fflght of Ayesha and her Indiaa 
servant, yet not alluded to the 
flight, not ev«a tA\t\!ki& ^sxSs^is&ssid^ 
thft boy , \«\io xDLttsXi \mw^\«k^ ^ 
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mean importanoe in the suite of 
Louis Grayle, if he were, indeed, the 
son whom Grayle had made his 
constant companion, and consti- 
tuted his principal heir. 

Not many minutes did I give 
myself up to the cloud of reflections 
through which no sunbeam of light 
forced its way. One thought over- 
mastered all ; Margrave had threat- 
ened death to my Lilian, and warned 
me of what I should learn from the 
lips of Faber, " the sage of the col- 
lege." I stood, shuddering, at the 
door of my home ; I did not dare to 
enter. 



"Allen," said a Toioe, in whidi 
my ear detected an unwonted tre- 
mulous faltering, ^ be firm — ^be calm 
I keep my promise. The hour is 
come in which you may again see 
the Lilian of old — mind to mind, 
soul to souL" 

Faber*s hand took mine, and led 
me into the house. 

''You do, then, fear that this 
interview will be too much for her 
strength ? " said I, whisperingly. 

" I cannot say ; but she demands 
the interview, and I dare not re- 
fuse it." 



CHAPTER LXXVIIL 



I LEFT Faber on the stairs, and 
paused at the door of Lilian's room. 
The door opened suddenly, noise- 
lessly, and her mother came out 
with one hand before her face, and 
the other locked in Amy's, who was 
leading her as a child leads the 
blind. Mrs. Ashleigh looked up, as 
I touched her, with a vacant, dreary 
stare. She was not weeping, as was 
her womanly wont in every pettier 
grief, but Amy was. No word was 
exchanged between us. I entered, 
and closed the door; my eyes turned 
mechanically to the corner in which 
was placed the small virgin bed, 
with its curtains white as a shroud. 
Lilian was not there. I looked 
around, and saw her half reclined 
on a couch near the window. She 
was dressed, and with care. Was 
not that her bridal robe ? 

"Allen— Allen," she fmurmured. 
"Again, again my Allen — again, 
again your Lilian ! " And, striving 



in vain to rise, she stretched out 
her arms in the yearning of reunited 
love. And as I knelt beside her, 
those arms closed round me for the 
first time in the frank, chaste, holy 
tenderness of a wife's embrace. 

" Ah ! " she said, in her low voice 
(her voice, like Cordelia's, was ever 
low), " all has come back to me— all 
that I owe to your protecting, noble, 
trustful, guardian love 1 " 

"Hush ! hush ! the gratitude rests 
with me— it is so sweet to love, to 
trust, to guard ! my own, my beau- 
tiful—still my beautiful ! Suffering 
has not dimmed the light of those 
dear eyes to me ! Put your lips to 
my ear. Whisper but these words : 
*I love you, and for your sake I 
wish to live ! ' " 

" For your sake, I pray — with my 
whole weak, human heart — I pray 
to live! Listen. Some day here- 
after, if I am spared, under the 
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trees I shall tell you all, as I see it 
now ; all that darkened or shone on 
me in my long dream, and before 
the dream closed around me, like a 
night in which cloud and star chase 
each other! Some day hereafter, 
some quiet, sunlit, happy, happy 
day. But now, all I would say is 
this : Before that dreadful morning." 
Here she paused, shuddered, and 
passionately burst forth — "Allen, 
Allen ! you did not believe that slan- 
derous letter ! God bless you! God 
bless you! Great-hearted, high- 
souled— Grod bless you, my darling ! 
my husband! And He will! Pray 
to Him humbly as I do, and He 
will bless you." She stooped and 
kissed away my tears— then she re- 
sumed, feebly, meekly, sorrowfully : 
" Before that morning I was nbt 
worthy of such a hearty such a love 
as yours. No, no; hear me. Not 
that a thought of love for another 
ever crossed me ! Never, while con- 
scious and reasoning, was I untrue 
to you— even in fancy ? But I was 
a child— way ward as the child who 
pines for what earth cannot give, 
and covets the moon for a toy. 
Heaven had been so kind to my lot 
on earth, and yet with my lot on 
earth I was secretly discontented. 
When I felt that you loved me, and 
my heart told me that I loved again, 
I said to myself, * Now the void that 
my soul finds on earth will be filled.' 
I longed for your coming, and yet 
when you went I murmured, ' But 
is this the ideal of which I had 
dreamed ? ' I asked for an impos- 
sible sympathy. Sympathy with 
what ? Nay, smile on me, dearest ! 
— sympathy with what? I could 



not have said. Ah! Allen, then, 
then, I was not worthy of you: 
Infant that I was, I asked you to 
understand me : now I know that 
I am a woman, and my task is to 
study you ! Bo I make myself clear? 
Do you forgive me? I was not 
untrue to you ; I was untrue to my 
own duties in life. I believed, in 
my vain conceit, that a mortal's dim 
vision of heaven raised me above the 
earth ; I did not perceive the truth 
that earth is a part of the same 
universe as heaven ! Now, perhaps, 
in the awful afllictionthat darkened 
my reason, my soul has been made 
more clear. As if to chastise but 
to teach me, my soul has been per- 
mitted to indulge its own presump- 
tuous desire ; it has wandered forth 
from the trammels of mortal duties 
and destinies; it comes back, alarmed 
by the dangers of its own rash and 
presumptuous escape from the tasks 
which it should desire upon earth 
to perform. Allen, Allen, I am less 
unworthy of you now! Perhaps 
in my darkness one rapid glimpse of 
the true world of spirit has been 
vouchsafed to me. If so, how unlike 
to the visions my childhood indulged 
as divine ! Now, while I know still 
more deeply that there is a world 
for the angels, I know, also, that the 
mortal must pass through probation 
in the world of mortals. Oh ! may 
I may pass through it with you :— 
grieving in your griefs, rejoicing in 
your joys ! " 

Here language failed her. Again 
the dear arms embraced me, and 
the dear face, eloquent with love, 
hid itself on iny human breast. 
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CHAPTEE LXXIX. 



That interrieir is oyer ! Agiin I 
am banished from Lilian's room; 
the agitation, the joy of that meet- 
ing has oTerstrained her enfeebled 
nezres. Conyulsive tremblings of 
the whole frame, accompanied with 
Tehement sobs, socoeeded onr brief 
interchange of sweet and bitt^ 
thoughts. Eaber, in tearing me 
from her side, imperiously and 
sternly warned me that the sole 
chance yet left of preserving her 
Ufe was in the merciful suspense of 
the emotions that my presence ex- 
cited. He and Amy resumed their 
place in her chamber. Even her 
mother shared my sentence of ban- 
ishment. So Mrs. Ashleigh and I 
lat facing each other in the room 
below ; oyer me a leaden stupor had 
fallen, and I heard, as a yoice from 
aflur or in a dream, the mother's 
murmured wailings : 

"She will die— she will die! Her 
eyes have the same heavenly look as 
my Gilberts on the day on which 
his closed for eyer. Her very words 
are his last words— -'Eorgiye me all 
my faults to you.' She will die- 
she will die ! " 

Hours thus passed away. At 
length, Faber entered the room; 
he spoke first to Mrs. Ashleigh— 
meaningless soothings, familiar to 
the lips of all who pass from the 
chamber of the dying to the pre- 
sence of mourners, and know that 
it is a falsehood to say "hope,'' and 
a mockery as yet, to say, "endure." 

But he led her away to her own 
room docile as a wearied child led 
to sleep, stayed with her some time, 
and then returned to me, pressing 
me to his breast father-like. 

" No hope— no hope ! " said I, re- 



coiling from his emlsaoe. "Youaze 
aikiDi, Speak ! speak ! Jjet me know 
thewarst" 

"I have a bope^ yet I scarcely 
dare to bid you share it ; for it grom 
rathn oat. of n^ heart as mai, 
than my ezperienoe as physidaii. 
I cannot think that her soul would 
be now so reoondled to earth, so 
fondly, so eamestlj ding to this 
mortal life, if it were about to be 
summoned away. Tea know how 
conunonly even the snfBerers who 
haye dreaded death the most become 
calmly resigned to its ooming; when 
death visibly reveals itself oat from 
the shadows in which its shape has 
been guessed and not seen. As it is 
a bad sign for life when the patient 
has lost all will to live on, so there 
is hope while the patient, yet young 
and with no perceptible breach in 
the great centres of life (however 
violently their forts maybe stormed), 
has still intense faith in recoyery, 
perhaps drawn (who can say ?) from 
the whispers oonyeyed from above 
to the souL 

" I cannot bring myself to think 
that all the uses for which a reason* 
always so lovely even in its errors^ 
has been restored, are yet fulfiltod. 
It seems to me as if your union, as 
yet so imperfect, has still for its end 
that holy life on earth by which two 
mortal beings strengthen each other 
for a sphere of existence to which 
this is the spiritual ladder. Through 
yourself I have hope yet for her. 
Gifted with powers that rank you 
high in the manifold orders of man ; 
thoughtful, laborious, and braye; 
with a heart that makes intellect 
vibrate to every fine touch of hu- 
TcvSkTL\ti\ m ^xtoT it^lf^ Qonscien- 
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tious; in delusion, still eager for 
truth; in anger, forgiving ; in 
wrong, seeking how to repair ; and, 
best of all, strong in a love which 
the mean would have shrunk to 
defend from the fangs of the slan- 
derer—a loye, raising passion itself 
out of the reahn of the senses, made 
sublime by the sorrows that tried its 
devotion : — with all these noble 
proofs in yourself, of a being not 
meant) to (end here, your life has 
stopped short in its uses, your mind 
itself has been drifted, a bark with- 
out rudder or pilot, oyer seas with- 
out shore, under skies without 
stars. And wherefore? Because 
the Mind you so haughtily vaunted 
has refused its oompanion and 
teacher in SouL 

"And therefore, through you, I 
hope that she will be spared yet to 
live on;— she, in whom soul has 
been led dimly astray, by unheeding 
the checks and the definite goals 
which the mind is ordained to pre- 
scribe to its wanderings while here ; 
the mind taking thoughts from the 
actual and visible world, and the 
soul but vague glimpses and hints 
from the instinct of its ultimate 
heritage. Each of you two seems to 
me as yet incomplete, and your des- 
tinies yet uncompleted. Through 
the bonds of the heart, through the 
trials of time, ye have both to con- 
fiommate your marriage. I do not 
— ^believe me— I do not .'say this in 
the fanciful wisdom of allegory and 
type, save that, wherever deeply 
examined, allegory and type run 
through all the most commonplace 
phases of outward and material life. 
I hope, then, that she ma^ yet be 
spared to you; hope it, not from my 
skill as physician, but my inward 
belief as a Christian. To perfect 
your own being and end, ' Ye will 
need one another I ' " 

I started— the very words that 
Lilian had heard in her vision ! 



" But," resumed Faller, '* how can 
I presume to trace the numberless 
links of e£fect up to the First Cause, 
far off— oh ; far off— out of the scope 
of my reason. I leave that to philo- 
soi^ers, who would laugh my meek 
hope to scorn. Possibly, probably, 
wh^re I, whose calling has been but 
to save flesh firom the worm, deem 
that the life of your Lilian is needed 
yet, to develop and train your own 
convictions of soul. Heaven in its 
wisdom may see that her death would 
instruct you far more than her life. 
I have said : Be prepared for either ; 
wisdom through joy, or wisdom 
through griet Enough that, bxdi* 
ing only through the mechanism by 
which this moral world is impelled 
andimproved,you knowthatcruelty 
is impossible to wisdom. Even a 
man, or man's law, is never wise but 
when merciful. But mercy has 
general conditions ; and that which 
is mercy to the myriads may seem 
hard to the one;, and that which 
seems hard to the one in the pang of 
a moment may be mercy when 
viewed by the eye that looks <m 
through eternity." 

And from all this discourse— of 
which I now, at calm distance of 
time, recall every word— my human, 
loving heart bore away for the mo- 
ment but this sentence, **Ye wilL 
need one another f so that I <sried 
out, "Life, life, life ! Is there no 
hope for her life? Have you no 
hope as physidan ? I am physician, 
too ; I will see her. I v^l judge. 
I will not be banished from my 
post" 

"Judge, then, as physician, and 
let the responsibility rest with you. 
At this moment, all convulsion, all 
struggle, has ceased— the firame is at 
rest Look on her, and perhaps only 
the physician's eye could distinguish 
her state from death. It is not 
sleep, it ia ilo\> ^x«a^&i^*'^ S& ^qk^^^^e^ 
dooming oomsi tKSlBL'w^EM3a.*'Sasst^^s* 
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no awaking/ Shall I call it by the 
name received in our schools ? Is 
it the catalepsy in which life is sus- 
pended, but consciousness acute? 
She is motionless, rigid; it is but 
with a strain of my own sense that 
I know that the breath still 
breathes, and the heart still beats. 
But I am convinced that though 
she can neither speak, nor stir, nor 
give sign, she is fully, sensitively 
•conscious of all that passes around 
her. She is like those who have seen 
the very coffin carried into their 
chamber, and been unable to cry out, 
*Do not bury me alive!' tfudge 
then for yourself, with this intense 
<x>nsciousness and this impotence to 
evince it, what might be the efifect 
of your presence— first an agony of 
despair, and then the complete ex- 
tinction of life ! " 

" I have known but one such case 
—a mother whose heart was wrapped 
up in a suffering infant. She had 
lain for two days and two nights, 
«till, as if in her shroud. All, save 
myself, said, * Life is gone.* I said, 
^Life still is there.' They brought 
in the infant, to try what effect its 
presence would produce ; then her 
lips moved, and the hands crossed 
upon her bosom trembled." 

"And the result?" exclaimed 
Faber, eagerly. "If the result of 
your experience sanction your pre- 
-sence, come ; the sight of the babe 
rekindled life ? " 

" No ; extinguished its last spark ! 
I will not enter Lilian's room. I 
will go away — away from the house 
itself. That acute consciousness ! I 
know it well ! She may even hear 
me move in the room below, hear 
me speak at this moment. Go back 
to her, go i back! But if hers be 
the state which I have known in 
another, which may be yet more 
familiar to persons of far ampler ex- 
perience than mine, there is no im- 
mediate danger of death. T\ie s>\iaAiQ 



will last through to-day, throng^ to- 
night, perhaps for days to come. Is 
it so?" 

*' I believe that for at least twdn 
hours there will be no change in 
her state. I believe also that if she 
recover from it, calm and refreshed, 
as from a sleep, the danger of death 
will have passed away." 

" And for twelve hours my pre- 
sence would be hurtftil ? '* 

" Bather say fatal, if my diagnoss 
be right." 

I wrung my friend's hand, and we 
parted. 

Oh ! to lose her now ! now that 
her love and her reason had both 
returned, each more vivid than 
before! Futile, indeed, might he 
Margrave's boasted secret ; but at 
least in that secret was hope. In 
recognised science I saw only 
despair. 

And, at that thought, all dread of 
this mysterious visitor vanished— all 
anxiety to question more of his 
attributes or his history. His life 
itself became to me dear and pre- 
cious. What if it should fail me in 
the steps of the process, whatever 
that was, by which the life of my 
Lilian might be saved ! 

The shades of evening were now 
closing in. I remembered that I had 
left Margrave without even food for 
many hours. I stole round to the 
back of the house, filled a basket 
with aliments more generous than 
those of the former day ; extracted 
fresh drugs from my stores, and, 
thus laden, hurried back to the hut. 
I found Margrave in the room 
below, seated on his mysterious 
coffer, leaning his face on his hand. 
When I entered, he looked up, and 
said: 

"You have neglected me. My 
strength is waning. Give me mora 
of the cordial, for we have work 
before us to-night, and I need 
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He took for granted my assent to 
his wild experiment; and he 'was 
right. 

I administered the cordial. I 
placed food before him, and this 
time he did not eat with repug- 
nance. I poured out wine, and he 
drank it sparingly, but with ready 
oompliande, saying, **In perfect 
health, I looked upon wine as 
poison ; now it is like a foretaste of 
the glorious elixir." 

After he had thus recruited him- 
self, he seemed to acquire an energy 
that startlingly contrasted his lan- 
guor the day before; the effort of 
breathing was scarcely perceptible ; 
the colour came back to his cheeks ; 
his bended frame rose elastic and 
erect. 

"If I understood you rightly," 
said I, " the experiment you ask me 
to aid can be accomplished in a 
single night ? " 

" In a single night— this night." 

" Command me. Why not begin 
at once ? What apparatus or che* 
mical agencies do you need ? '* 

"Ah!" said Margrave. "For- 
merly, how I was misled ! Formerly, 
how my conjectures blundered ! I 
thought, when I asked you to give a 
month to the experiment I wish to 
make, that I should need the sub- 
tlest skill of the chemist. I then be- 
lieved, with Van Helmont, that the 
principle of life is a gas, and that the 
secret was but in the mode by which 
the gas might, be rightly adminis- 
tered. But now, all that I need is 
contained in this coffer, save one 
very simple material — fuel sufficient 
for a steady fire for six hours. I s^e 
even that is at band, piled up in 
your outhouse. And now for the 
substance itself-— to that^ you must 
guide me." 

" Explain." 

" Near this very spot is there not 
gold— in mines yet undiscovered P— 
and gold of the purest metal ? " 



"There is. What then? Do you, 
with the alchemists, blend in one 
discovery— gold and life ? " 

" No. But it is only where the 
cheuHstry of earth or of man pro- 
duces gold, that the substance Arom 
which the great pabulum of life is 
extracted by ferment can be found. 
Possibly, in the attempts at that 
transmutation of metals, which I 
think your own great chemist, Sir 
Humphry Davy, allowed might be 
possible, but held not to be worth 
the cost of the process,— possibly, in 
those attempts, some scanty grains 
of this substuice were found by 
the alchemists, in the crucible^ 
with grains of the metal as nig- 
gardly yielded by pitiful mimicry 
of Nature's stupendous laboratory ; 
and from such grains enough of the 
essence might, perhaps, have been 
drawn forth, to add a few years of 
existence to some feeble greybeard, 
—granting, what rests on no proofs, 
that some of the alchemists reached 
an age rarely given to man. But it 
is not in the miserly crucible, it is 
in the matrix of Nature herself, that 
we must seek in prolific abundance 
Nature's grand principle— life. A* 
the loadstone is rife with the mag- 
netic virtue, as amber contains the 
electric, so in this substance, ta 
which we yet want a name, is found 
the bright life-giving fiuid. In the 
old gold-mines of Asia and Europe 
the substance exists, but can rarely 
be met with. The soil for its nutri- 
ment may there be wellnigh ex- 
hausted. It is here, where Nature 
herself is all vital with youth, that 
the nutriment of youth must be 
sought. Near this spot is gold- 
guide me to it." 

" You cannot come with me. The 
place which I know as auriferous is 
some miles distantr— the way rugged. 
You cannot walk to it. It is true 
I have horses, but—" 

** Do yo\x t\iVQk \ \fflN^ ^^RjtaaSiaNS 
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distance, and not foreseen and fore- 
stalled all that I want for my ob- 
ject? Trouble yourself not with 
<x>i^ectures how I can arrive at the 
place. I haye provided the means 
to arrive at and leave it. My littor 
and its bearers are in reach of my 
oalL Give me your arm to the 
naiifi ground, fifty yards from your 
door." 

I obeyed mechanically, stifling all 
surprise. I had made my resolve, 
and admitted no thought that could 
diake it. 

When we reached the summit 
of the grassy hillock, which sloped 
fh>m the road that led to the sear 
port, Margrave, after pausing to 
recover breath, lifted up his voice 
in a key, not loud, but shrill, and 
slow, and prolonged, half cry and 
half chant, like the night-hawk's. 
Through that air— so limpid and 
still, bringing near fae objects^ far 
sounds— the voice pierced its way, 
artfully pausing, till wave after wave 
of the atmosphere bore and trans- 
mitted it on. 

In a few minutes the call seemed 
re-echoed, so exactly, so cheerily, 
that for the moment I thought that 
the note was the mimicry of the shy 
mocking Ljnre-Bird, wMch mimics 
so merrily all that it hears in its 
coverts, from the whirr of the locust 
to the howl of the wild dog. 



** What king;'' said the mystical 
chaimer, and as he spoke he can- 
lessly rested his hand on my shoulder, 
so that I trembled to feel that this 
dread son of Nature, Godleas and 
soulless, who had been — aad» my 
heart whie^^ered, who still could 
be— my bane and mind-darkraer, 
leant upon me for 8upi>ort, as tin 
spoilt younger-bom on his brother 
•—"what king,* said this qynical 
mocker, with his beautiful boyiih 
face—" what king in your oiviliied 
Eurqi>e has the sway of a chief of 
the East ? What link is so strong 
between mortal and mortal, as that 
between lord and slave ? I trans- 
port yon poor fools from the land 
of their birth ; they preserve hue 
their old habits— obedience and awa 
They would wait till they starved 
in the solitude — wait to hearken 
and answer my call. And I, who 
thus rule them, or charm them— I 
use and despise them. They know 
that, and yet serve me ! Between 
you and me, my philosopher, there 
is but one thing worth living for— 
life for oneself." 

Is it age, is it youth, that thus 
shocks all my sense, in my solenm 
completeness of man ? Perhaps, in 
great capitals, young men of plea- 
sure will answer, "It is youth ; and 
we think what he says ! " Young 
friends, I do not believe you. 



CHAPTER LXXX 



Along the grass-track I saw now, 
under the moon, just risen, a strange 
procession — never seen before in 
Australian pastures. It moved on, 
noiselessly but quickly. We de- 
scended the hillock, and met it on 
the way; a sable Utter, borne by 



four men, in unfamiliar ^Eastern 
garments; two other swarthy ser- 
vitors, more bravely dressed, with 
yataghans and silver-hilted pistols 
in their belts, preceding this som- 
bre equipage. Perhaps Margrave 
divined the disdainful thought that 
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passed through my mind, vaguely 
and half-consciously ; for he said, 
with the hollow, hitter kugh that 
had replaced the lively peal of his 
once melodious mirth : 

*' A Uttle leisure and a little gold, 
and your raw colonist, too, will have 
the tastes of a pacha." 

I made no answer. I had ceased to 
care who and what was my tempter. 
To me his whole being was resolyed 
into one problem: Had he a secret 
by which Death could be turned 
Irom Lilian ? 

But now; as the litter halted, from 
the long dark shadow which it cast 
upon the turf, the figure of a woman 
emerged and stood before us. The 
outlines of her shape were lost in 
the loose folds of a Made mantle, 
and the features of her face were 
hidden by a black yeil, except only 
the dark-bright, solemn eyes. Her 
stature was lofty, her bearing ma- 
jestic, whether in movement or 
repose. 

Margrave accosted her in some 
language unknown to me. She re- 
plied in what seemed to my ear 
the same tongue. The ixmes of her 
voice were sw«et, but inexpressibly 
mournful The words that they 
uttered appeared intended to warn, 
or deprecate, or dissuade; for they 
called to Margrave's Inrow a lowering 
frown, and drew from his lips a 
burst of unmistakable anger. The 
woman rejoined, in the same melan- 
choly music of voice. And Mar- 
grave then, leaning his arm upon 
her shoulder, as he had leant it on 
mine, drew her away from the group 
into a neighbouring copse of the 
flowering eucalypti — mystic trees, 
never changing the hues of their 
pale-green leaves, ever shifting the 
tints of their ash-grey, shedding, 
bark. For some moments, I gazed 
on the two human forms, dimly seen 
by the glinting moonlight through 
the gaps in the foliage. Then, turn- 



ing away my eyes, I saw, standing 
close at my side, a man whom I had 
not noticed before. His footstep* 
as it stole to me, had fallen on the 
sward without sound. His dress; 
though Oriental, differed from that 
of his companions, both in shape 
and colour; fitting close to the 
breast, leaving the arms bare to the 
elbow, and of an uniform ghastly 
white, as are the cerements of the 
grave. His visage was even darker 
than those of the Syrians or Arabs 
behind him, and his features were 
those of a bird of prey— the beak of 
the eagle, but the eye of the vulture. 
His cheeks were hollow—the arms, 
crossed on his breast, were long and 
fleshless. Yet in that skeleton form 
there was a something which con- 
veyed the idea of a serpent's sup- 
pleness and strength; and as the 
hungry, watchful eyes met my own 
startled gaze, I recoiled impulsively, 
with that inward warning of danger 
which is conveyed to man, as to 
inferior animals, in the very aspect 
of the creatures that sting or de- 
vour. At my movement the man 
inclined his head in the submissive 
Eastern salutation, and spoke in 
his foreign tongue, softly, humbly, 
fawningly, to judge by his tone and 
his gesture. 

I moved yet farther away from 
bim with loathing, and now the 
human thought flashed upon me: 
was I, in truth, exposed to no danger 
in trusting myself to the mercy of 
the weird and remorseless master 
of those hirelings from the East :— 
seven men in number, two at least of 
them formidably armed, and docile 
as bloodhounds to the hunter, who 
has only to show them their prey ? 
But fear of man like myself is not 
my weakness ; where fear found its 
way to my heart, it was through the 
doubts or the fancies in which man 
like myself disappeared in the atev- 
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give to a fiend or a spectre. And, 
perhaps, if I could have paused to 
analyse my own sensations, the very 
presenile of this escort--creatures of 
flesh and hlood*— lessened the dread 
of my inoomprehensible tempter. 
Bather, a hundred times, front and 
defy those seven Eastern slaves— I, 
haughty son of the Anglo-Saxon 
who conquers all races because he 
fears no odds — than have seen 
again on the walls of my threshold, 
the luminous, bodiless Shadow! 
Besides: Lilian — Lilian! for one 
chance of saving her life, however 
wild and chimerical that chance 
might be, I would have shrunk not 
a foot from the march of an army. 

Thus reassured and thus resolved, 
I advanced, with a smile of disdain, 
to meet Margrave and his veiled 
companion, as they now came from 
the moonlit copse. 

" Well," I said to him, with an 
irony that unconsciously mimicked 
his own, "have you taken advice 
with your nurse? I assume that 
the dark form by your side is that 
of Ayesha ! " 

The woman looked at me from 
her sable veil, with her steadfast 
solemn eyes, and said, in English, 
though with a foreign accent : " The 
nurse born in Asia is but wise 
through her love; the pale son of 
Europe is wise through his art. 
The nurse says, *Porbear!* Do 
you say, * Adventure ?'" 

" Peace ! " exclaimed Margrave, 
stamping his foot on the ground. 



" I take no counsel ftom either ; it 
is for me to resolve, .for you to 
obey, and for him to aid. Night is 
come, and we waste it; move on.** 

The woman made no reply, nor 
did I. He took my arm and walked 
back to the hut. The barbaric 
escort followed. When we reached 
the door of the building. Margrave 
said a few words to the woman and 
to the litter bearers. They entered 
the hut with us. Margrave pointed 
out to the woman his ooffer — ^to the 
men the fuel stowed in the out- 
house. Both were borne away and 
placed within the litter. Mean- 
while, I took from the table, on 
which it was carelessly thrown, the 
light hatchet that I habitually 
carried with me in my rambles. 

"Bo you think that you need 
that idle weapon ? " said Margrave. 
"Bo you fear the good faith of 
my swarthy attendants ? " 

" Nay, take the hatchet yourself; 
its use is to sever the gold from the 
quartz in which we may find it im- 
bedded, or to clear, as this shovel, 
which will also be needed, from the 
slight soil above it, the ore that the 
mine in the mountain flings forth, 
as the sea casts its waifs on the 
sands." 

"Give me your hand, fellow- 
labourer ! " said Margrave, joyfUlly. 
" Ah, there is no faltering terror in 
this pulse ! I was not mistaken in 
the Man. What rests, but the 
Place and the Hour ?— I shall live 
—I shall live ! " 
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CHAPTER LXXXI. 



MABGBi.vE now entered the litter, 
and the Veiled Woman drew the 
black curtains round him. I walked 
on, as the guide, some yards in 
advance. The air was still, heavy, 
and parched with the breath of the 
Australasian sirocco. 

We passed through the meadow- 
lands, studded with slumbering 
flocks; we followed the branch of 
the creek, which was linked to its 
source in the mountains by many a 
trickling waterfall ; we threaded the 
gloom of stunted, misshapen trees, 
gnarled with the stringy bark which 
makes one of the signs of the strata 
that nourish gold; and at length 
the moon, now in all her pomp of 
light, mid-heaven amongst her sub- 
ject stars, gleamed through the fis- 
sures of the cave, on whose floor lay 
the relics of antediluvian races, and 
rested in one flood of silvery splen- 
dour upon the hollows of the ex- 
tinct volcano, with tufts of dank 
herbage, .and wide spaces of paler 
sward, covering the gold below — 
Gold, the dumb symbol of organized 
Matter's great mystery, storing in 
itself, according as Mind, the in- 
former of Matter, can distinguish 
its uses, evil and good, bane and 
blessing. 

Hitherto the Veiled Woman had 
remained in the rear, vrith the 
white-robed skeleton-like image that 
had crept to my side unawares with 
its noiseless step. Thus, in each 
winding turn of the difficult path at 
which the convoy following behind 
me came into sight, I had seen, 
first, the two gaily-dressed armed 
men, next the black bier-like litter, 
and last the Black-veiled Woman 
and the White-robed Skeleton. 



But now, as I halted on the 
table-land, backed by the mountain 
and fronting the valley, the woman 
left her companion, passed by the 
litter and the armed men. and 
paused by my side, at the mouth of 
the moonlit cavern. 

There for a moment she stood, 
silent, the procession below mount- 
ing upward laboriously and slow; 
then she turned to me, and her veil 
was withdrawn. 

The face on which I gazed was 
wondrously beautiful, and severely 
awful. There, was neither youth 
nor age, but beauty, mature and 
majestic as that of a marble De- 
meter. 

"Do you believe in that which 
you seek ?" she asked, in her foreign, 
melodious, melancholy accents. 

"I have no belief," was my 
answer. " True science has 
none. True science questions 
all things, takes nothing upon 
credit. It knows but three states 
of the mind— Denial, Conviction, 
and that vast interval between the 
two, which is not belief, but sus- 
pense of judgment." 

The woman let fall her veil, moved 
from me, and seated herself on a 
crag above that cleft between moun- 
tain and creek, to which, when I had 
first discovered the gold that the 
land nourished, the rain from the 
clouds had given the rushing life 
of the cataract; but which now, 
in the drought and the hush of 
the skies, was but a dead pile of 
stones. 

The litter now ascended the 
height; its bearers halted; a lean 
hand tore the curtains aside, and 
Margrave dssceiv^'^^, \^"M!kb%^ 'Cwa 
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time, not on the Black-veiled 
Woman, but on the White-robed 
Skeleton. 

Thte«, as he stood, the moon shone 
fall on his wasted fonn; on his 
face, resolute, cheerful, and proud, 
despite its hollowed outlines and 
sicklied hues. He raised his head, 
spoke in the language unknown to 
me, and the armed men and the 
litter-bearers grouped round him, 
bending low, their eyes fixed on the 
ground. The Veiled Woman rose 
ijkmly and came to his side, motion- 
ing away, with a mute sign, the 
ghastly form on which he leant, and 
passing round him silently, instead, 
her own sustaining arm. Margrave 
spoke again a few sentences, of which 
I could not even guess the meaning. 
When he had concluded, the armed 
men and the litter-bearers came 
nearer to his feet, knelt down, and 
kissed his hand. They then rose, 
and took from the bier-like vehicle 
the coffer and the fuel This done, 
they lifted again the litter, and 
again, preceded by the armed men, 
the procession descended down the 
sloping hillside, down into the valley 
below. 



Margrave now vphispered, for 
some moments, into the ear of the 
hideous creature vFho had nude 
way for the Veiled Woman. The 
grim skeleton bowed his head sub- 
missively, and strode noiselessly 
away through the long grasses; iht 
slender stems, trampled under his 
stealthy feet, relifting themselves, 
as after a passing wind. And thus 
he, too, sank out of sight down into 
the valley below. On the table- 
land of ^e hill remained only we 
three— Biargrave, myself, and the 
Veiled Woman. 

She had reseated herself apart^ 
on the grey crag above the dried 
torrent. He stood at the entrance 
of the cavern, round the sides of 
which clustered parasital plants, 
with flowers of all colours, some 
amongst them opening their petals 
and exhaling their fraiin^anoe only 
in the hours of night; so that^as 
his form filled up the jaws of the 
dull arch, obscuring the moonbeam 
that strove to pieroe the shadows 
that slept within, it stood now- 
wan and blighted — as I had seen it 
first, radiant and joyous, literally 
" framed in blooms." 



CHAPTER LXXXII. 



" So," said Margrave, turning to me, 
'* under the soil that spreads around 
us, lies the gold which to you and 
to me is at this moment of no value, 
except as a guide to its twin-born — 
the regenerator of life ! '* 

" You have not yet described to 
me the nature of the substance 
which we are to explore, nor of the 
process by which the virtues you 
impute to it are to be extracted." 



" Let us first find the gold, and 
instead of describing the life-amber, 
so let me call it, I will point it out 
to your own eyes. As to the pro- 
cess, your share in it is so simple, 
that you will ask me why I seek aid 
from a chemist. The life-amber, 
when found, has but to be subjected 
to heat and fermentation for six 
hours ; it will be placed, in a small 
cauldron which that coffer contains, 



A STEANGB SOHDBY. 



807 



over tlie fire which that Aiel will 
feed. To give effect to the process, 
certain alkalies and other ingre- 
dients are required. But these are 
prepared, and mine is the task to 
commingle them. Promyour science 
as chemist I need and ask nought. 
In you I have sought only the aid 
of a man." 

** If that be so, why, indeed, seek 
me at all? Why not confide in 
those swarthy attendants, who 
doubtless are slaves to your orders ? *' 

** Confide in slaves ! when the first 
task enjoined to them would be to 
discover, and refrain from purloin- 
ing, gold. Seven such unscrupulous 
knaves, or even one such, and I, 
thus defenceless and feeble ! Such 
is not the work that wise masters 
confide to fierce slaves. But that is 
the least of the reasons which ex- 
clude them from my choice, and fix 
my choice of assistant on you. Do 
you forget what I told you of the 
danger which the Dervish declared 
no bribe I could offer could. tempt 
him a second time to brave ? ** 

** I remember now ; those words 
had passed away from my mind." 

''And because they had passed 
a.way from your mind, I chose you 
for my comrade. I need a man by 
whom danger is scorned." 

" But in the process of which you 
tell me I see no possible dsmger, 
unless [the ingredients you mix 
in your cauldron have poisonous 
fumes." 

** It is not that. The ingredients 
I use are not poisons." 

** "What other danger, except you 
dread your own Eastern cdaves? 
But, if so, why lead them to these 
solitudes ?•— and if so, why not bid 
me be armed?*' 

** The Eastern slaves, fulfilling my 
<x>mmands, wait for my summons, 
where their eyes cannot see what 
we do. The danger is of a kind in 
which the boldest son of the East 



would be more craven, perhaps, than 
the daintiest Sybarite of Europe, 
who would shrink from a ptgither 
and laugh at a ghost. In the creed 
of the Dervish, and of all who ad- 
venture into that realm of nature 
which is closed to philosophy and 
open to magic, there are races in 
the magnitude of space unseen as 
animalcules in the world of a 
drop. For the tribes of the drop, 
science has its microscope. Of the 
hosts of yon azure Infinite magic 
gains sight, and through them gains 
command over fluid conductors that 
link all the parts of creation. Of 
these races, some are wholly indif- 
ferent to man, some benign to him, 
and some dreadly hostile. In all the 
regular and prescribed conditions 
of mortal being, this magic realm 
seems as blank andtenantlessas yon 
vacant air. But when a seeker of 
powers beyond the rude functions 
by which man plies the clockwork, 
that measures his hours, and stops 
when its chain reaches the end of 
its coil, strives to pass over those 
boundaries at which philosophy 
says, ' Knowledge ends,' then, he is 
like all other travellers in regions 
unknown; he must propitiate or 
brave the tribes that are hostile^ 
must depend for his life on the 
tribes that are friendly. Though 
your science discredits the alche- 
mist's dogmas, your learning in- 
forms you that all alchemists were 
not ignorant impostors; yet those 
whose discoveries prove them to 
have been the nearest allies to your 
practical knowledge, ever hint in 
their mystical works at the reality 
of that realm which is open to magio 
— ever hint that some means less 
familiar than furnace and bellowi, 
are essential to him who explores 
the elixir of life. He who once 
quafk that elixir, obtains in his very 
veins the bright fi.Mvi Vii 'ti\Sv^"\sa 
tranamita tXxa toxcfe ^l\fia ^w^ N«^ 
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donmat in nMtiae, to 
Mem in ike wpmot. And 
be pMaei the boundary 
wfadi dtridee bif allotted and nor- 
bmI mortilitj from the regkms and 
fleet fbaft magie alone can ezidon^ 
•0^ bere, be breaks down the safe- 
gnard betveen bimadf and the tnbes 
that are boitile. Is it not ever tbos 
between man and man? Let a 
nee the most gentle and timid and 
ciTilized dwell on one side a mer or 
mountain, and another bare borne 
in tbe r^ion b^ond, eadi, if it pass 
not tbe intervening barrier, may 
with eadi liye in peace. Bat if am- 
bitions adyentoren scale tbe moon- 
tain, or cross tbe riyer, witb design 
tosubdne and enshiye tbe popnla- 
tioDs they boldly invade, then all 
tbe invaded arise in wrath and de- 
fiance—the neigbbonrs are changed 
into foes. And therefore this pro- 
cess— -by which a simple though rare 
materifd of nature is made to yield 
to a mortal the boon of a life which 
brings, with its glorious resistance 
to Time, desires and faculties to sub- 
ject to its service beings that dwell 
in the earth, and the air, and the 
deep — has ever been one of the same 
peril which on invader must brave 
when he crosses the bounds of his 
nation. By this key alone you un- 
lock all the cells of the alchemist's 
lore ; by this alone understand how 
a labour, which a chemist's crudest 
apprentice could perform, has baffled 
the giant fathers of all your dwarfed 
children of science. Nature, that 
stores this priceless boon, seems to 
shrink from conceding it to man— 
the invisible tribes that abhor him, 
oppose themselves to the gain that 
might give them a master. The 
duller of those who were the life- 
Roekors of old, would have told you 
how some chance, trivial, unlooked- 
for, foiled their grand hope at the 
very point of fruition ; some doltish 
mistake, somo improvident over- 



LvOd 
or 1 
aii^Blwbi 
&iled to nplenish tliefiiel. Iq^M- 
b^tiie fuiu n o eL The ia- 
bm iNNiriisafe U 
make themselves visible wbere tb9 
can frostote the bungler, as thef 
mock at bis toils finxn their ambodL 
Bnt^ the mightier adyentaros; 
equally foiled in debate of their 
patienee and akill, woold have said, 
' Not with us reste the Caah; wb 
ne^ectednocantJon, wefittledfttm 
nooversiglLt. Bntoatfinnnthecnl- 
dron dread fooea mio8e» and the 
spectres or demons disnuiyed and 
baffledns.' Such, then, is the danger 
wbidi seems so appalling to a son of 
tbe East, as it seemed to a seer m 
the dark age of Eorope. But we 
can deride all its threats, youandL 
For myself^ I own firankly I takeall 
the safety that the charms and re- 
sources of ma^c bestow. Ton, for 
your safety, have the coltored and 
disciplined reason which redoces aU 
phantasies to nervous impressions; 
and I rely on the courage of one 
who has questioned, unquailing, the 
Luminous Shadow, and wrested 
from the hand of the magician him- 
self the wand which concentred the 
wonders of will ! " 

To this strange and long discourse 
I listened without interruption, and 
now quietly answered — 

"I do not merit the trust you 
affect in my courage ; but I am now 
on my guard against the cheats of 
the fancy, and the fumes of a vapour 
can scarcely bewilder the brain in 
the open air of this mountain-land. 
I believe in no rac^es like those which 
you tell me lie viewless in space, as 
do gases. I believe not in magic ; I 
ask not its aids, and I dread not its 
terrors. For the rest, I am confi- 
dent of one mournful courage — the 
courage that comes from despair. 
I submit to your guidance whatever 
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it be, as a sufferer whom colleges 
doom to the grave submits to the 
quack who says, 'GDake my specific 
and live!' My life is nought in 
itself ; my life lives in another. You 
and I are both brave Arom despair; 
you would turn death from yourself 
—■I would turn death ifrom one I 
love more than myself. Both know 



how little aid we can win from the 
colleges, and both, therefore, turn 
to the promises most audaciously 
cheering: Dervish or magician, alche- 
mist or phantom, what care you and 
I ? And if tbey fail us, what then ? 
They cannot fidl us more than the 
colleges do ! '* 



OHAPTEK LXXXIIL 



THB^gold has been gained with an 
easy labour. I knew where to seek 
for it, whether under the turf or in 
the bed of the creek. But Mar- 
grave's eyes,^. hungrily gazing round 
every spot from which the ore was 
disburied, could not detect the sub- 
stance of which ,he alone knew the 
outward appearance. I had begun 
to believe that, even in the descrip- 
tion given to him of this material, 
he had been credulously duped, and 
that no such material existed; 
when, coming back from the bed of 
the watercourse, I saw a faint yellow 
gleam amidst the roots of a giant 
parasite plant, the leaves and blos- 
soms of which climbed up the sides 
of the cave with its antediluvian 
relics. The gleam was the gleam of 
sold, and on removing the loose 
earth round the roots of the plant, 
we came on— No, I will not — I dare 
not, describe it. The gold-digger 
would cast it aside, the naturalist 
would pause not to heed it ; and did 
I describe it, and chemistry deign 
to subject it to analysis, could che- 
mistry alone detach or discover its 
boasted virtues ?i 

Its particles, indeed, are very mi- 
nute, not seeming readily to crystal- 
lize with each other; each in itself 



of uniform shape and size, spherical 
as the egg which contains the germ 
of life, and small as the egg from 
which the life of an insect may 
quicken. 

But Margrave's keen eye caught 
sight of the atoms upcast by the 
light of the moon. He exclaimed 
tome, "Found! IshallUve!" And 
then, as he gathered up the grains 
with tremulous hands, he called 
out to the Veiled Woman, hitherto 
still seated motionless on the crag. 
At his word she rose and went to 
the place hard by, where the fuel 
was piled, busying herself there. I 
had no leisure to heed her. I con- 
tinued my seJEurch in the soft and 
yielding soil that time and the decay 
of vegetable life had accumulated 
over the Pre-Adamite strata on 
which the arch of the cave rested 
its mighty keystone. 

When we had collected of these 
particles about thrice as much as a 
man might hold in his hand, we 
seemed to have exhausted their bed. 
We continued still to find gold, but 
no more of the delicate substance, 
to which, in our sight, gold was as 
dross. 

reluoiaTxtVy ^%BSa>axi%» ^^^Xiafifc^^ 
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baye gained already will suffice for 
a life thrice as loDg as legend attri- 
butes to Haroun. I shall Utc— I 
shall live through the centuries/* 

"Forget not that I'daam my 
share." 



"Your share— yours! True— 
your half of my life ! It is true." 
He paused with a low, ironiol, 
malignant laugh ; and then added, 
as he rose and turned away, "But 
the work is yet to be done/ 



»» 



CHAPTER LXXXIV. 



While we had thus laboured and 
found, Ayesha had placed the fUel 
where the moonlight fell fullest on 
the sward of the table-land— a part 
of it already piled as for a fire, the 
rest of it heaped conflisedly dose at 
hand ; and by the pile she had placed 
the coffer. And there she stood, her 
arms folded^ under her mantle, her 



dark image seeming darker still as 
the moonlight whitened all the 
ground &om which the image rose 
motionless. Margrave oi)ened his 
coffer, the Veiled Woman did not 
aid him, and I watched in silence, 
while he as silently made his weird 
and wiiard-like preparations. 



CHAPTER LXXXV. 



Ok the ground a wide circle was 
traced by a small rod, tipped appa- 
rently with sponge saturated with 
some combustible naphtha-like fluid, 
so that a pale lambent flame fol- 
lowed the course of the rod as Mar- 
grave guided it, burning up the 
herbage over which it played, and 
leaving a distinct ring, like that 
which, in our lovely native fable- 
talk, we call the "Fairy's Ring," but 
yet more visible because marked in 
phosphorescent light. On the ring 
thus formed were placed twelve 
small lamps, fed with the fluid from 
the same vessel, and lighted by the 



lamps was more vivid and brilliant 
than that which circled round the 
ring. 

Within the circumference, and 
immediately round the wood-pile. 
Margrave traced certain geometrical 
figures, in which— not without a 
shudder, that I overcame at once by 
a strong effort of will in murmuring 
to myself the name of " Lilian ''—I 
recognised the interlaced triangles 
which my own hand, in the spell 
enforced on a sleep-walker, had 
described on the floor of the wizard's 
pavilion. The figures were traced, 
like tiie circle, in flame, and at 



same rod. The light eim.ti\/^'\>9 lYi!& yiXx^ ^^^m^t ^1 ^|m^ ^!ra^<^<^ (jtour in 
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number) was placed a lamp, brilliant 
as those on the ring. This task 
performed, the cauldron, based on 
an iron tripod, was placed on the 
wood-pile. And then the woman, 
before inactive and unheeding, 
slowly advanced, knelt by the pile, 
and lighted it. The dry wood 
oraokled and the flame burst forth, 
licking the rims of the oauldron 
with tongues of fire. 

Margrave flung into the oauldron 
the particles we had collected, poured 
over them first a liquid, colourless 
as water, from the largest of the 
vessels drawn from his coffer, and 
then, more sparingly, drops from 
small crystal phials, like the phials 
I had seen in the hand of Philip 
Derval. 

Having surmounted my first im- 
pulse of awe, I watched these pro- 
ceedings, curious yet disdainful, as 
one who watches the mummeries of 
an enchanter on the stage. 

"If," thought I, "these are but 
artful devices to inebriate and fool 
my own imagination,my imagination 
is on its guard, and reason shall not, 
this time, sleep at her post ! " 

"And now," said Margravei, "I 
consign to you the easy task by 
which you are to merit your share 
of the elixir. It is my task to feed 
and replenish the cauldron; it is 
Ayesha's to heed the fire, which 
must not for a moment relax in its 
measured and steady heat. Your 
task is the lightest of all : it is but 
to renew from this vessel the fluid 



that bums in the lamps, and on the 
ring. Observe, the contents of the 
vessel must be thriftily husbanded ; 
there is enough, but not more than 
enough, to sustein the light in the 
lamps, on the lines traced round the 
cauldron, and on the farther ring, 
for six hours. The compounds dis- 
solved in this fluid are scarce— only 
obtainable in the East, and even in 
the East months might have passed 
before I could have increased my 
supply. I had no months to waste. 
Beplenish, then, the light only when 
it begins to flicker or fade. Take 
heed, above all, that no part of the 
outer ring—no, not an inch— and 
no lamp of the twelve, that are to 
its zodiac like stars, fade for one 
moment in darkness." 

I took the crystal vessel iromhis 
hand. 

" The vessel is small," said I, " and 
what is yet lefb of its contents is but 
scanty ; whether its drops suffice to 
replenish the lights I cannot guess 
—I can but obey your instructions. 
But, more important by far than 
the light to the lamps and the circle, 
which in Asia or Africa might scare 
away the wild beasts unknown to 
this land — more important than 
light to a lamp, is the strength to 
your frame, weak magician ! What 
will support you through six weary 
hours of night-watch ? " 

"Hope," answered Margrave, with 
a ray of his old dazzling style. 
" Hope ! I shall live— I shall Uve 
through the centuries." 
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One hour passed away, the fagots 
under the cauldron burned clear in 
the sullen sultry air. The materials 
withm began to seethe, and their 
colour, at first dull and turbid, 
changed into a pale-rose hue ; from 
time to time the Veiled Woman 
replenished the fire, after she had 
done so reseating herself close by the 
pyre, with her head bowed over her 
knees, and her face hid under her 
veil. 

The lights in the lamps and along 
the ring and the triangles now 
began to pale. I resuppUed their 
nutriment from the crystal vessel. 
As yet nothing strange startled my 
eye or my ear beyond the rim of the 
circle. Nothing audible, save, at a 
distance, the musical wheel -like 
click of the locusts, and, farther still 
in the forest, the howl of the wild 
dogs that never bark. Nothing 
visible, but the trees and the moun- 
tain-range girding the plains silvered 
by the moon, and the arch of the 
cavern, the flush of wild blooms on 
its sides, and the gleam of dry bones 
on its floor, where the moonlight 
shot into the gloom. 

The second hour passed like the 
first. I had taken my stand by the 
side of Margrave, watching with him 
the process at work in the cauldron, 
when I felt the ground slightly 
vibrate beneath my feet, and, look- 
ing up, it seemed as if all the plains 
beyond the circle were heaving like 
the swell of the sea, and as if in the 
air itself there was a perceptible 
tremor. 

I placed my hand on Margrave's 
shoulder and whispered, "To me 
earth and air seem to vibrate. Do 
they seem to vibrate to you ? ** 



"I know not, I care not," he an- 
swered impetuously. " The essence 
is bursting the shell that confined 
it. Here are my air and my eartii ! 
Trouble me not. Look to the circle 
—feed the lamps if they f aiL** 

I passed by the Veiled Woman 
as I walked towards a place in the 
ring in which the flame was waning 
dim. And I whispered to her the 
same question which I had whis- 
pered to Margrave. She looked 
slowly around and answered, " So is 
it before the Invisible make them- 
selves visible ! Did I not bid him 
forbear P " Her head a^in drooped 
on her breast, and her watch was 
again fixed on the fire. 

I advanced to the circle uid 
stooped to replenish the light where 
it waned. As I did so, on my arm, 
which stretched somewhat beyond 
the line of the ring, I felt a shock 
like that of electricity. The arm 
fell to my side numbed and nerve- 
less, and from my hand dropped, 
but within the ring, the vessel that 
contained the fluid. Hecovering 
my surprise or my stun, hastily with 
the other hand I caught up the 
vessel, but some of the scanty liquid 
was already spilled on the sward; 
and I saw with a thrill of dismay, 
that contrasted indeed the tranquil 
indifierence with which I had first 
undertaken my charge, how small 
a supply was now left. 

I went back to Margrave, and 
told him of the shock, and of its 
consequence in the waste of the 
liquid. 

"Beware," said he, "that not a 
motion of the arm, not an inch of 
the foot, pass the verge of the ring ; 
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stinted, reserve all that is left for 
the protecting circle and the twelve 
outer lamps ! See how the Grand 
Work advances ! how the hues in 
the cauldron are glowing blood- 
red through the film on the sur- 
face!" 

And now four hours of the six 
were gone ; my arm had gradually 
recovered its strength. Neither 
the ring nor the lamps had again 
required replenishing ; perhaps 
their light was exhausted less 
Quickly, as it was no longer to be 
exposed to the rays of the intense 
Australian moon. Clouds had ga- 
thered over the sky, and though the 
moon gleamed at times in the gapd 
that they left in blue air, her beam 
was more hazy and dulled. The 
locusts no longer were heard in the 
grass, nor the howl of the dogs in 
the forest. Out of the circle, the 
stillness was profound. 

And about this time I saw dis- 
tinctly in the distance a vast Eye ! 
It drew nearer and nearer, seeming 
to move from the ground at the 
height of some lofty giant. Its 
gaze riveted mine ; my blood cur- 
dled in the blaze from its angry 
ball ; and now as it advanced larger 
and larger, other Eyes, as if of 
giants in its train, grew out from 
the space in its rear ; numbers on 
numbers, like the spear-heads of 
some Eastern army, seen afar by 
pale warders of battlements doomed 
to the dust. My voice long refused 
an utterance to my awe ; at length 
it burst forth shrill and loud : 

" Look— look ! Those terrible 
Eyes! Legions on legions. And 
hark! that tramp of numberless 
feet; they are not seen, but the 
hollows of earth echo the sound of 
their march ! " 

Margrave, more than ever intent 
on the cauldron, in which, from 
time to time, he kept dropping 
powders or essences drawn forth 



from his coffer, looked up, defyingly, 
fiercely : 

"Te come," he said in a low 
mutter, his once mighty voice 
sounding hollow and labouring, but 
fearless and firm — "ye come, — not 
to conquer, vain rebels !— ye whose 
dark chief I struck down at my feet 
in the tomb where my spell had 
raised up the ghost of >your first 
human master, the Ghaldee ! Earth 
and air have their armies still 
faithful to me, and still I remember 
the war-song that summons them 
up to confront you! Ayesha — 
Ayesha ! recall the wild troth that 
we pledged amongst roses; recall 
the dread bond by which we united 
our sway over hosts that yet own 
thee as queen, though my sceptre is 
broken, my diadem reft from my 
brows ! " 

The Veiled Woman rose at this 
adjuration. Her veil now was 
withdrawn, and the blaze of the 
fire between Margrave and herself 
flushed, as with the rosy bloom of 
youth, the grand beauty of her 
softened face. It was seen, detached 
as it were, from her dark-mantled 
form ; seen through the mist of the 
vapours which rose from the caul- 
dron, framing it round like the 
clouds that are yieldingly pierced 
by the light of the evening star. 

Through the haze of the vapour 
came her voice, more musical, more 
plaintive than I had heard it before, 
but far softer, more tender ; still in 
her foreign tongue ; the words un- 
known to me, and yet their sense, 
perhaps, made intelligible by the 
love, which has one common lan- 
guage and one common look to all 
who have loved— the love unmis- 
takeably l^eard in the loving tone, 
unmistakeably seen in the loving 
face. 

A moment or so more, and she 
had come round ftoxxi \)V^ ^^^-^^^^^^ 
hide ol \3aft ^x^v^*^! «S3^^ \i«^^KB% 
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over Margrave's upturned brow, 
kissed it quietly, solemnly; and 
then her countenance grew fierce, 
her crest rose erect; it was the 
lioness protecting her young. She 
stretched forth her arm from the 
black mantle, athwart the pale front 
that now again bent over the caul- 
dron; stretched it towards the 
haunted and hollow-sounding space 
beyond, in the gesture'of one whose 
right hand has the sway of the 
soeptre. And then her voice stole 
on the air in the music of a chant, 
not loud yet far-reaching ; jo thrill- 
ing, so sweet, and yet so solemn, 
that I could at once comprehend 
how legend united of old the spell 
of enchantment with the power of 
song. All that I recalled of the 
effects which, in the former time, 
Margrave's strange chants had pro- 
duced on the ear that they ravished 
and the thoughts they confused, 
was but as the wild bird's imitative 



carol, compared to the depth, and 
the art, and the soul of the singff, 
whose voice seemed endowed with a 
charm to enthral all the tribes of 
creation, though the language it 
used for that charm might to them, 
as to me, be unknown. As the song 
ceased, I heard, frt)m behind, sounds 
like those I had heard in the spaoe» 
before me; the tramp of invisible 
feet, the whirr of invisible vnngs,as 
if armies were marching to aid 
against armies in march to destroy. 

*' Look not in front nor around,* 
said Ayesha. "Look, like him, on 
the cauldron below. The circle and 
the lamps are yet bright ; I willteU 
thee when the light again fEuls." 

I dropped my eyes on the caul- 
dron. 

" See," whispered Margrave, **the 
sparkles at last begin to arise, and 
the rose-hues to deepen — signs that 
we near the last process.'^ 



CHAPTEE LXXXVIL 



The fifth hour had passed away, 
when Ayesha said to me, " Lo ! the 
circle is fading; the lamps grow 
dim. Look now without fear on 
the space beyond; the eyes that 
appalled thee are again lost in air, 
as lightnings that fleet back into 
cloud." 

I looked up, and the spectres had 
vanished. The sky was tinged with 
sulphurous hues, the red and the 
black intermixed. I replenished 
the lamps and the ring in front, 
thriftily, heedfuUy; but when I 
came to the sixth lamp, not a drop 
in the vessel that fed them was left. 
In a vague dismay, I hoyt looked 



round the half of the wide circle in 
rear of the two bended figures intent 
on the cauldron. All along that 
disc the light was already broken, 
here and there flickering up, here 
and there dying down; the six 
lamps in that half of the circle still 
twinkled, but faintly, as stars 
shrinking fast from the dawn of 
day. But it was not the fading 
shine in that half of the magical 
ring which daunted my eye and 
quickened with terror the pulse of 
my heart; the Bush-land beyond 
was on fire. From the background 
of the forest rose the flame and the 
y«inoVfc— -XJaa ^\sift>ift^\jQ&x^^9»till half 
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smothering the flame. But along 
the width of the grasses and herb- 
age, between the verge of the forest 
and the bed of the water-creek just 
below the raised platform from 
which I beheld the dread conflagra- 
tion, the fire was advancing ; wave 
upon wave, clear and red against the 
columns of rock behind; as the 
rush of a flood through the mists of 
some Alp crowned with lightnings. 

Boused from my stun at the first 
sight of a danger not foreseen by the 
mind I had steeled against far rarer 
portents of nature, I cared no more 
for the lamps and the circle. Hur- 
rying back to Ayesha, I exclaimed : 
" The phantoms have gone from the 
spaces in front ; but what incantsr 
tion or spell can arrest the red 
march of the foe, speeding on in the 
rear ! While we gazed on the 
cauldron of life, behind us, un- 
heeded, behold the Destroyer ! " 

Ayesha looked and made no reply ; 
but, as by involuntary instinct, 
bowed her majestic head, then rear- 
ing it erect, placed herself yet more 
immediately before the wasted form 
of the young magician (he still bend- 
ing over the cauldron, and hearing 
me not in the absorption and hope 
of his watch) : placed herself before 
him, as the bird whose first care is 
her fiedgling. 

As we two there stood, fronting 
the deluge of fire,, we heard Mar- 
grave behind us, murmuring low, 
"See the bubbles of light, how they 
sparkle and dance — I shall live, I 
shall live ! " And his words scarcely 
died in our ears before, crash upon 
crash, came the fall of the age-long 
trees in the forest; and nearer, all 
near us, through the blazing grasses, 
the hiss of the serpents, the scream 
of the birds, and the bellow and 
tramp of the herds plunging wild 
through the billowy red of their 
pastures. 

Ayesha now wound her arms 



around Margrave, and wrenched 
him, reluctant and struggling, f^om 
his watch over the seething caul- 
dron. In rebuke of his angry ex- 
clamations, she pointed to the march 
of the fire, spoke in sorrowful tones 
a few words in her own language, 
and then, appealing to me in Eng- 
lish, said : 

**' I tell him that, here, the Spirits 
who oppose us have sunmioned 
a foe that is deaf to my voice, 
and—* 

"And," exclaimed Margrave, no 
longer with gasp and effort, but with 
the swell of a voice which drowned 
all the discords of terror and of 
agony sent forth firom the Phlege- 
thon burning below — "and this 
witch, whom I trusted, is a vile 
slave and impostor, more desiring 
my death than my Ufe. She thinks 
that in life I should scorn and for- 
sake her, that in death I should die 
in her arms! Sorceress, avaunt! 
Art thou useless and powerless now 
when I need thee most P Go ! Let 
the world be one funeral pyre! 
What to me is the world? My 
world is my life ! Thou knowest 
that my last hope is here— that all 
the strength left me this night will 
die down, like the lampsin the circle, 
unless the elixir restore it. Bold 
friend, spurn that sorceress away. 
Hours yet ere those flames can assail 
us ! A few minutes more, and Hfe 
to your Lilian and me ! '' 

Thus having said. Margrave turned 
firom us, and cast into the cauldron 
the last essence yet left in his. emp- 
tied coffer. 

Ayesha silently drew her black 
veil over her face ; and turned, with 
the being she loved, from the terror 
he scorned, to share in the hope 
that he cherished. 

Thus left alone, with my reason 
disenthralled, disenchanted, I sur- 
veyed more calmly tb:^ «i!(«ci^k ^I'^dc^s^ 
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threatened, and the peril seemed 
less, so surveyed. 

It is true, all the Bush-land be- 
hind, almost up to the bed of the 
creek, was on fire ; but the grasses, 
through which the flame spread so 
rapidly, ceased at the opposite marge 
of the creek. "Watery pools were 
still, at intervals, left in the bed 
of the creek, shining tremulous, 
like waves of fire, in the glare re- 
flected from the burning land ; and 
even, where the water failed, the 
stony course of the exhausted rivulet 
was a barrier against the march of 
the conflagration. Thus, unless the 
wind, now still, should rise, and 
wafb some sparks to the parched 
combustible herbage immediately 
around us, we were saved from the 
fire, and our work might yet be 
achieved. 

I whispered to Ayesha the con- 
clusion to which I came. 

"Thinkest thou," she answered, 
without raising her mournful head, 
"that the Agencies of Nature are the 
movements of chance ? The Spirits 
I invoked to his aid are leagued 
with the hosts that assail. A 
mightier than I am has doomed 
hun!" 

Scarcely had she uttered these 
words before Margrave exclaimed, 
" Behold how the Rose of the al- 
chemist's dream enlarges its blooms 
from the folds of its petals I I shall 
live, I shall live ! " 

I looked, and the liquid which 
glowed in the cauldron had now 
taken a splendour that mocked all 
comparisons borrowed from the 
lustre of gems. In its prevalent 
colour it had, indeed, the dazzle and 
flash of the ruby; but, out from 
the mass of the molten red, broke 
coruscations of all prismal hues, 
shooting, shifting, in a play that 
made the wavelets themselves seem 
living things, sensible of their joy. 
No longer was there scum or film 



upon the surface; only ever and 
anon alight rosy vapour floating up, 
and quick lost in the haggard, heaTy, 
sulphurous air, hot with the oon- 
flagration rushing towards us (tm 
behind. And these coruscatioDS 
formed, on the surface of the molten 
ruby, literally the shape of a Boae, 
its leaves made distinct in their oat- 
lines by sparks of emerald, and 
diamond, and sapphire. 

Even while gazing on this ani- 
mate liquid lustre, a buoyant de- 
light seemed infused into my senses; 
all terrors conceived before, were 
annulled ; the phantoms, whose 
armies had filled the wide spaoes 
in fronts were forgotten ; the crash 
of the forest behind was unheard. 
In the reflection of that glory. Mar- 
grave's wan cheek seemed already 
restored to the radiance it wore 
when I saw it first in the fjrame- 
work of blooms. 

As I gazed, thus enchanted, a cold 
hand touched my own. 

"Hush !" whispered Ayesha, from 
the black veil, against which the 
rays from the cauldron fell blunt, 
and absorbed into Dark. "Behind 
us, the light of the circle is extinct, 
but, there, we are guarded from all 
save the brutal and soulless de- 
stroyers. But, before! — but, be- 
fore !— see, two of the lamps have 
died out !— see the blank of the gap 
in the ring! Guard that breach- 
there, the demons will enter." 

" Not a drop is there left in this 
vessel by which to replenish the 
lamps on the ring." 

"Advance, then; thou hast still 
the light of the soul, and the de- 
mons may recoil before a soul that 
is dauntless and guiltless. If not, 
Three are lost!— as it is, One is 
doomed." 

Thus adjured, silently, involun- 
tarily, I passed from the Veiled 
Woman's side, over the sere lines 
on the turf which had been traced 
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by the triangles of light long since 
extinguished, and towards the verge 
of the circle. As I advanced, over- 
head rushed a dark cloud of wings 
—birds dislodged firom the forest on 
fire, and screaming, in dissonant 
terror, as they flew towards the far- 
thermost mountains; close by my 
feet hissed and glided the snakes, 
driven forth from their blazing 
coverts, and glancing through the 
ring, unscared by its waning lamps ; 
all undulating by me, bright-eyed 
and hissin^i^— all made innocuous by 
fear : even the terrible Death-adder, 
which I trampled on as I halted at 
the verge of the circle, did not turn 
to bite, but crept harmless away. 
I halted at the gap between the two 
dead lamps, and bowed my head to 
look again into the crystal vessel. 
Were there, indeed, no lingering 
drops yet left, if but to recruit the 
lamps for some priceless minutes 
piore ? As I thus stood, right into 
the gap between the two dead lamps, 
strode a gigantic Foot. All the rest 
of the form was unseen; only, as 
volume after volume of smoke 
poured on from the burning land 
behind, it seemed as if one great 
column of vapour, eddying round, 
settled itself aloft firom the circle, 
and that out from that column 
strode the giant Foot. And, as strode 
the Foot, so with it came, like the 
sound of its tread, a roll of muttered 
thunder. 

I recoiled, with a cry that rang 
loud through the lurid air. 

"Courage!" said the voice of 
Ayesha. "Trembling soul, yield 
not an inch to the demon ! " 

At the charm, the wonderful 
charm, in the tone of the Veiled 



Woman's voice, my will seemed to 
take a force more sublime than its 
own. I folded my arms on my 
breast, and stood as if rooted to the 
spot, confronting the column of 
smoke and the stride of the giant 
Foot. And the Foot halted, mute. 

Again, in the momentary hush of 
that suspense, I heard a voice — 
it was Margrave's. 

** The last hour expires— the work 
is accomplished ! Come ! come ! — 
aid me to take the cauldron from 
the fire ; and, quick ! — or a drop may 
be wasted in vapour— the Elixir of 
Life from the cauldron ! " 

At that cry I receded, and the 
Foot advanced. 

And at that moment, suddenly, 
unawares, from behind, I was 
stricken down. Over me, as I lay, 
swept a whirlwind of trampling 
hoofs and glancing horns. The- 
herds, in their fiight from the burn- 
ing pastures, had rushed over th& 
bed of the watercourse — scaled the' 
slopes of the banks. Snorting and 
bellowing, they plunged their blind 
way to the mountains. One cry 
alone, more wild than their own 
savage blare, pierced the reek 
through which the Brute Hurricane- 
swept. At that cry of wrath and* 
despair I struggled to rise, again 
dashed to earth by the hoofs and 
the horns. But was it the dream- 
like deceit of my reeling senses, or 
did I see that giant Foot stride past 
through the close-serried ranks of 
the maddening herds ? Did I hear, 
distinct through all the huge uproar 
of animal terror, the roll of low 
thunder which followed the stride of 
that Foot? 
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When my sense had recoyered its 
shock, and my eyes looked dizzily 
round, the charge of the beasts had 
swept by ; and of all the wild tribes 
which had invaded the magical 
drcle, the only lingerer was the 
brown Death-adder, coiled close by 
the spot where my head had rested. 
Beside the extinguished lamps 
which the hoo& had confusedly 
scattered, (the fire, arrested by the 
watercourse, had consumed the 
grasses that fed it, and there the 
plains stretched, black and desert as 
the Phlegrsean Field of the Poef s 
Hell. But the fire still raged in the 
forest beyond : white flames, soaring 
up from the trunks of the tallest 
trees, and forming, through the 
sullen dark of the smoke-reek, in- 
numerable pillars of fire, like the 
halls in the City of Fiends. 

Gathering myself up, I turned 
my eyes from the terrible pomp 
of the lurid forest, and looked fear- 
fully down on the hoof-trampled 
sward for my two companions. 

I saw the dark image of Ayesha 
still seated, still bending, as I had 
seen it last. I saw a pale hand 
feebly grasping the rim of the magi- 
cal cauldron, which lay, hurled down 
from its tripod by the rush of the 
beasts, yards away from the dim 
fading embers of the scattered wood- 
pyre. I saw the faint writhings of 
a frail wasted frame, over which the 
Veiled Woman was bending. I 
saw, as I moved with bruised limbs 
to the place, close by the lips of the 
dying magician, the flash of the 
ruby-like essence spilt on the sward, 
and, meteor-like, sparkling up from 
the torn tufts of herbage. 

I now reached Margrave's side. 



Bending over him as the Veiled 
Woman bent, and as I sought gentiy 
to raise him, he turned his £m», 
fiercely faltering out, "Touch me 
not, rob me not ! You share with 
me ! Never— never ! These glori- 
ous drops are all mine ! Bie aD 
else! I will live — I v?ill live!" 
Writhing himself from my pitying 
arms, he plunged his faoe amidst tin 
beautiful, playful flame of the es- 
sence, as if to lap the dizir with lips 
scorched away from its intolerable 
burning. Suddenly, with a low 
shriek, he fell back, his faoefnp- 
tumedfto mine, and on that ftoe 
unmistakeably reigned Death ! 

Then Ayesha tenderly, silently, 
drew the young head to her hqo^ 
and it vanished fh>m my si^ 
behind her black veil. 

I knelt beside her, murmuring 
some trite words of comfort; but 
she heeded me not, rocking herself 
to and fro as the mother who cradles 
a child to sleep. Soon, the fast- 
flickering sparkles of the lost elixir 
died out on the grass; and with 
their last sportive diamond-like 
tremble of light, up, in all the sud- 
denness of Austrahan day, rose the 
sun, lifting himself royally above 
the mountain-tops, and fronting the 
meaner blaze of the forest as a 
young king fronts his rebels. And 
as there, where the bush-fires had 
ravaged, all was a desert ; so there, 
where their fury had not spread, all 
was a garden. Afar, at the foot of 
the mountains, the fugitive herds 
were grazing; the cranes, flocking 
back to the pools, renewed the 
strange grace of their gambols ; and 
the great kingfisher, whose laugh, 
half in mirth, half in mockery, leads 
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the choir that welcome the mom— 
which in Europe is night— alighted 
bold on the roof of the cavern, 
whose floors were still white with 
the bones of races, extinct before— 
80 helpless through instincts, so 
royal through Soul — ^rose Man ! 

But there, on the ground where 
the dazzling elixir had wasted its 
■virtues— there the herbage abready 
had a freshness of verdure which, 
timid the duller sward round it, was 
like an oasis of green in a desert 
And, there, wild flowers, whose chill 
hues the eye would have scarcely 
^stinguished the day before, now 
jittered forth in blooms of unfa- 
miliar beauty. Towards that spot 
were attracted myriads of happy 
insects, whose hum of intense joy 
was musically loud. But the form 
of the life-seeking sorcerer lay rigid 
and stark ;— blind to the bloom of 
the wild flowers, deaf to the glee of 
the insects— one hand still resting 
heavily on the rim of the emptied 
cauldron, and the face still hid be- 
hind the Black Veil What! the 
wondrous elixir, sought with such 
hope and well-nigh achieved through 
such dread, fleeting back to the 
oarth from which its material was 
drawn, to give bloom, indeed,— but 
to herbs; joy indeed,— but to in- 
sects! 

And now in the flash of the sun, 
slowly wound up the slopes that led 
to the circle, the same barbaric pro- 
cession which had sunk into the 
valley under the ray of the moon. 
The armed men came first, stalwart 
and tall, their vests brave with crim- 
son and golden lace— their weapons 
gaily gleaming with holiday silver. 
After them, the Black Litter. As 
they came to the place, Ayesha, not 
raising her head, spoke to them in 
her own Eastern tongue. A wail 
was her answer. The armed men 
bounded forward, and the bearers 
left the litter. 



All gathered round the dead form 
with the face concealed under the 
black veil— all knelt, and all wept 
Ear in the distance, at the foot of 
the blue mountains, a crowd of the 
savage natives had risen up as if 
from the earth ; they stood motion- 
less, leaning on their clubs and 
spears, and looking towards the spot 
on which we were ; strangely thus 
brought into the landscape, as if 
they too, the wild dwellers on the 
verge which Humanity guards from 
the Brute, were among the mourn- 
ers for the mysterious Child of mys- 
terious Nature ! And still, in the 
herbage, hummed the small insects, 
and still, from the cavern, laughed 
the great kingfisher. I said to 
Ayesha, " Farewell ! your love 
mourns the dead, mine calls me to 
the living. You are now with your 
own people, they may console you — 
say if I can assist." 

" There is no consolation for me ! 
What mourner can be consoled if 
the dead die for ever P Nothing for 
him is left but a grave ; that grave 
shall be in the land where the song 
of Ayesha first lulled him to sleep. 
Thou assist ifs— thou, the wise man 
of Europe! From me ask assistance. 
What froad wilt thou take to thy 
home?" 

" There is but one road known to 
me through the maze of the solitude 
—that which we took to this up- 
land." 

"On that road Death lurks, and 
awaits thee! Blind dupe, couldst 
thou think that if the grand secret 
of life had been won, he whose head 
rests on my lap would have yielded 
thee one petty drop of the essence 
which had filched from his store of 
life but a moment? Me, who so 
loved and so cherished him— me he 
would have doomed to the pitiless 
cord of my servant, the Strangler, 
if my death could have lengthened 
a hairbieayiitYL \>\i<b ^?^^ Ql\:^>a^isi^ 
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But what matters to me his crime 
or his madness? I loved him— I 
loved him !" 

Sbe bowed her veiled head lower 
and lower ; perhaps under the veil, 
her Ups kissed the lips of the dead. 
Then she said whisperingly : 

" Juma, the Strangler, whose word 
never failed to his master, whose 
prey never sUpped from his snare, 
waits thy step on the road to thy 
home ! But thy death cannot now 
profit the dead, the beloved. And 
thou hast had pity for him who took 



but thine aid to design thy destnio- 
tion. His life his lost, thine is 
saved!** 

She spoke no more in tbetongae 
that I: could interpret. She spoke, 
in the language unknown, a few 
murmured words to her swarthy 
attendants; then the armed men, 
still weeping, rose, and made a dumb 
sign to me to go with them. I un- 
derstood hy the sign that Ayeshi 
had told them to guard me on my 
way ; but she gave no reply to my 
parting thanks. 



CHAPTEK LXXXIX 



1 DESCENDED into the valley; the 
armed men followed. The path, 
on that side of the watercourse 
not reached by the flames, wound 
through meadows still green, or 
amidst groves still unscathed. As a 
turning in the way brought in front 
of my sight the place I had left 
behind, I beheld the black litter 
creeping down the descent, with its 
curtains closed, and the Veiled 
Woman walking by its side. But 
soon the funeral procession was lost 
to my eyes, and the thoughts that it 
roused were erased. The waves in 
man's brain are like those of the 
sea, rushing on, rushing over the 
wrecks of the vessels that rode on 
their surface, to sink, after storm, in 
their deeps. One thought cast forth 
into the future now mastered all in 
the past : " Was Lilian living still ? ** 
Absorbed in the gloom of that 
thought, hurried on by the goad 
that my heart, in its tortured impa- 
tience, gave to my footstep, I out- 
stripped the slow stride of the 
armed men, and, midway between 



the place I had left and the home 
which I sped to, oame, far in advance 
of my guards, into the thicket in 
which the bushmen had started up 
in my path on the night that Lilian 
had wat<ched for my coming. The 
earth at my feet was rife with 
creeping plants and many-coloured 
flowers, the sky overhead was half- 
hid by motionless pines. Suddenly, 
whether crawling out from the her- 
bage or dropping down from the 
trees, by my side stood the white- 
robed and skeleton form — Ayesha's 
attendant, the Strangler. 

I sprang from him in shuddering, 
then halted and faced him. The 
hideous creature crept towards me, 
cringing and fawning, making signs 
of humble goodwill and servile obei- 
sance. Again I recoiled — wrath- 
fully, loathingly; turned my face 
homeward, and fled on. I thought 
I had baffled his chase, when, just 
at the mouth of the thicket, he 
dropped from a bough in my path 
close behind me. Before I could 
turn, some dark muffling substance 
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fell between my sight and the sun, 
and I felt a fierce strain at my 
throat. But the words of Ayesha 
had warned me ; with one rapid hand 
I seized the noose before it could 
tighten too closely, with the other I 
tore the bandage away from my 
eyes, and, wheeling round on the 
dastardly foe, struck him down with 
one spurn of my foot. His hand, as 
he fell, relaxed its hold on the noose ; 
I freed my throat from the knot, 
and sprang from the copse into the 
broad sunUt plain. I saw no more of 
the armed men or the Strangler. 
Panting and breathless, I paused at 
last before the fence, fragrant with 
blossoms, that divided my home from 
the solitude. 

The windows of Lilian's room 
were darkened— all within the house 
seemed still. 

Darkened and silenced Home! 
with the light and sounds of the 
jocund day all around it. Was 
there yet Hope in the Universe for 
me? All to which I had trusted 
Hope, !had broken down ; the an- 
chors I had forged for her hold in 
the beds of the ocean, her stay from 
the drifts of the storm, had snapped 
like the reeds which pierce the side 
that leans on the barb of their 
points, and confides in the strength 
of their stems. No hope in the 
baffled resources of recognised know- 
ledge ! No hope in the daring ad- 
ventures of Mind into regions un- 
known ; vain alike the calm lore of 
the practised physician, and the 
magical arts of the fated Enchanter ! 
I had fled from the commonplace 
teachings of Nature, to explore in 
her Shadow-land marvels at variance 
with reason. Made brave by the 
grandeur of love, I had opposed 
without quailing the stride of the 
Pemon, and my hope, when fruition 
seemed nearest, had been trodden 
into dust by the hoofs of the beast ! 
And yet, all the while,I had scorned, 



as a dream more wild than the word 
of a sorcerer, the hope that the old 
man and child, the wise and the ig- 
norant, took from their souls as in- 
born. Man and fiend had alike failed 
a mind, not ignoble, not skilless, not 
abjectly craven ; alike failed a heart 
not feeble and selfish, not dead to 
the hero's devotion, willing to shed 
every drop of its blood for a some- 
thing more dear than an animal's 
Ufe for itself! What remained— 
what remained for man's hope?-* 
man's mind and man's heart thus 
exhausting their all with no other 
result but despair ? What remained 
but the mystery of msrsteries, so clear 
to the sunrise of childhood, the 
sunset of age, only dimmed by the 
clouds which collect round the noon 
of our manhood ? Where yet was 
Hope found? In the soul; in its 
every-day impulse to supplicate com- 
fort and light, from the Giver of 
soul, wherever the heart is afflicted, 
the mind is obscured. 

Then the words of Ayesha rushed 
over me : " What mourner can be 
consoled, if the Dead die for ever ? '* 
Through every pulse of my frame 
throbbed [that dread question. All 
Nature around seemed to murmur 
it. And suddenly, as by a fiash from 
Heaven, the grand truth in Faber's 
grand reasoning shone on me, and 
lighted up all, within and with- 
out. Man alone, of all earthly crea- 
tures, asks, "Can the Dead die for 
ever ? " and the instinct that urges 
the question is God's answer to 
man ! No instinct is given in vain. 

And, bom with the instinct of 
soul is the instinct thatleads the soul 
from the seen to the unseen, from 
time to eternity, from the torrent 
that foams towards the Ocean of 
Death, to the source of its stream, 
far aloft from the Ocean. 

" Know thyself," said the Pythian 
of old. "That preoeijt dsawscsAfidL 
from HeKveii'* TLuwr \}as^^\^^ 
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that maxim wiseP If so, know thy 
flonL But never yet did man oome 
to the thorough conviction of soul, 
bat what he acknowledged the 
sovereign necessity of prayer. In 
my awe, in my rapture, all my 
thoughts seemed enlarged and 
illumed and exalted. I prayed— -all 
my soul seemed one prayer. All 
my past, with its pride and pre- 
sumption and folly, grew distinct as 
the form of a penitent, kneeling for 
pardon before setting forth on the 
pilgrimage vowed to a shrine. And, 
sure now, in the deeps of a soul first 
revealed to myself, that the Dead 
do not die for ever, my human love 
soared beyond its brief trial of terror 
and sorrow. Daring not to ask 
from Heaven's wisdom that Lilian, 
for my sake, might not yet pass 
away from the earth, I prayed that 
my soul might be fitted to bear with 
submission whatever my Maker 
might ordain. And, if surviving her 
^•without whom no beam from yon 
material sun could ever warm into 
joy a morrow in human life— so to 
guide my steps that they might 
rejoin her at last, and, in rejoining, 
regain for ever ! 

How trivial now became the weird 
riddles that, a little while before, 
had been clothed in so solemn an 
awe ! What mattered it to the vast 
interests involved in the clear re- 
cognition of Soul and Hereafter,— 
whether or not my bodily sense, for 
a moment, obscured the face of the 
Nature I should one day behold as 
a spirit ? Doubtless the sights and 
tCe sounds which had haunted the 
last gloomy night, the calm reason 
of Faber would strip of their magical 
seemings ;— the Eyes in the space 
and the Foot in the circle might be 
those of no terrible Demons, but of 
the wild's savage children whom I 
had seen, halting, curious and mute, 
in the light of the morning. The 
tremor of the ground (if not, «a 



heretofore^ explicable bjtbeillnflory 
impression of ray own tTeacheron 
senses) might be but the nalonl 
effeot of elements straggling 7«t 
under a sml unmistakably olnrnd 
by voloanoes. The luminoos atom 
dissolved in the cauldron mights 
little be fraught with a vital eliiir 
as are the splendours of naphtin or 
phosphor. As it was, the weird 
rite had no magic result. The 
magician was not rent limb frnn 
limb by the fiends. By causes s 
natural as ever extinguished lile^ 
spark in the frail lamp of day, he 
had died out of sight — under the 
black veiL 

What mattered henceforth to 
Faith, in its far grander question 
and answers, whether Beason, in 
Faber, or Fancy, in me, supplied tiie 
more probable guess at a Iderof^b 
which, if construed aright^ was but a 
word of small mark in the mysticd 
language of Nature ? If all the arts 
of enchantment recorded by Fable 
were attested by facts which Sages 
were forced to acknowledge, Sages 
would sooner or later find some 
cause for such portents — ^not super- 
natural. But what Sage, without 
cause supernatural, both without 
and within him, can guess at tiie 
wonders he views in the growth of a 
blade of grass, or the tints on an 
insect's wing ? Whatever art Man 
can achieve in his progress through 
time, Man's reason, in time, can 
suffice to explain. £ut the wonders 
of God ? These belong to the Infi- 
nite ; and these, O Immortal ! will 
but develop new wonder on wonder, 
though thy sight be a spirifs, and 
thy leisure to track and to solve, an 
eternity. 

As I raised my face from my 
clasped hands, my eyes fell full upon 
a form standing in the open door- 
way. There, where on the night in 
which Lilian's long struggle for 
\ T^BaaiDi ^xsA life bad begun, the 
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Luminous Shadow had heen beheld 
in the doubtful light of a dying 
moon and a yet hazy dawn ; there, 
on the threshold, gathering round 
her bright locks the auriole of the 
glorious sun, stood Amy, the blessed 
<}hild! And as I. gazed, drawing 
nearer and nearer to the silenced 
house, and that Image of Peace on 
its threshold, I felt that Hope met 
me at the door— Hope in the child's 
>steadfast eyes— Hope in the child's 
welcoming smile ! 

"I was at watch for you," whis- 
pered Amy. " AJl is well" 

"She lives still— she lives! Thank 
God-thank God!" 

"She lives— she wiU recover!" 
^d another voice, as my head sunk 
on Faber's sdioulder. "For some 
hours in the night her sleep was 
disturbed— 'Convulsed. I feared, 
then, the worst Suddenly, just 
before the dawn, she called out 
4tloud, still in sleep — 

**' The cold and dark shadow has 



away from me, and from 
Alien— passed away from us both 
for ever ! ' 

"And from that moment the 
fever leffc her ; the breathing became 
soft, the pulse steady, and the colour 
stole gradually back to her cheek. 
The crisis is past Nature's benign 
Disposer has permitted Nature to 
restore your life's gentle partner, 
heart to heart, mind to mind '* 

"And soul to soul," I cried, in my 
solemn joy. " Above as below, aovl 
to soul!" Then, at a sign from 
Eaber, the child took me by the 
hand and led me up the stairs into 
Lilian's room. 

Again those dear arms closed 
round me in wife-like and holy love, 
and those true lips kissed away my 
tears;— even as now, at the distance 
of years from that happy mom, 
while I write the last words of this 
Strange Story, the same faithful 
arms close around me, the same 
tender lips kiss away my tears. 
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THE HAUNTED AND THE HAUNTEBS: 

OB, 

THE HOUSE MD THE BEAIN. 



[This tale first appeared in Blaehoood^t Magazine, Aagust, 1869. A portion of it 
as then pnblislied is now suppressed, because encroaching too much on the main 
plot of the *• Strange Story." As it stands, however, it may be considered the 
preliminary outline of that more elaborate attempt to construct an interest akin to 
that which our forefathers felt in tales of witchcraft and ghostland, out of ideas and 
beliefs which have crept into fashion in the society of our own day. There has, 
perhaps, been no age in which certain phenomena that in all ages have been pro- 
duced by, or upon, certain physical temperaments, have excited so general a notice, 
— ^more perhaps among the educated classes than the uneducated. "Sat do I 
believe that there is any age in which those phenomena have engendered through- 
out a wider circle a more credulous superstition. But, on the other hand, 
there has certainly been no age in which persons of critical and inquisitive intellect 
— seeking to divest what is genuine in these apparent vagaries of Nature from the 
cheats of venal impostors and the exaggeration of puzzled witnesses — have more 
soberly endeavoured to render such exceptional thaumaturgia of philosophical use, 
in enlarging our conjectural knowledge of the complex laws of being — sometimes 
through physiologies^, sometimes through metaphysical research. Without dis- 
credit, however, to the many able and distinguished speculators on so vague a 
subject, it must be observed that their explanations as yet have been rather 
ingenious than satisfactory. Indeed, the first requisites for conclusive theory aro 
at present wanting. The facts are not suf&ciently generalized, and the evidences 
for them have not been sufficiently tested. 

It is just when elements of the marvellous are thus struggling between super- 
stition and philosophy, that they fall by right to the domain of Art — the art of poet 
or tale-teller. They furnish the constructor of imaginative fiction with materials for 
mysterious terror of a character not exhausted by his predecessors, and not foreign 
to the notions that fioat on the surface of his own time ; while they aUow him to 
wander fireely over that range of conjecture which is favourable to his purposes, 
precisely because science itself has not yet disenchanted that debateable realm of its 
haunted shadows and goblin lights.] 



A FBiEND of mine, who is a man of 
letters and a philosopher, said to 
me one day, as if between jest and 
earnest,—** Fancy ! since we last met, 
I haye discovered a haunted house 
in the midst of London.'' 

•• Eeally haunted ?— and by what ? 
frosts?" 



" Well, I can't answer that ques- 
tion ; all I know is this— six weeks 
ago I and my wife were in search of 
a furnished apartment. Passing a 
quiet street, we saw on the window 
of one of the houses a bill^ ' Ai^Qxtr 
menta ■P\innB\i^' ^^'^ i^jossiasstt. 
suited us : "w^ ea\fit^ XJaa >MSv>sRf— 
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liked the rooms— engaged them by 
the week— and left them the third 
day. No power on earth could have 
reconciled my wife to stay longer; 
and 1 don't wonder at it." 

"What did you see?" 

''Excuse me — I have no desire 
to be ridiculed as a superstitious 
dreamer— nor, on the other hand, 
could I ask you to accept on my 
affirmation what you would hold 
to be incredible without the evi- 
dence of your own senses. Let me 
only say this, it was not so much 
what we saw or heard (in which 
you might fairly suppose that we 
were the dupes of our own excited 
fancy, or the victims of imposture 
in others) that drove us away, as 
it was an undefinable terror which 
seized both of us whenever we passed 
by the door of a certain unfUmished 
room, in which we neither saw nor 
heard anything. And the strangest 
marvel of all was, that for once in 
my life I agreed with my wife, silly 
woman though she be— and allowed, 
after the third night, that it was 
impossible to stay a fourth in that 
house. Accordingly, on the fourth 
morning I summoned the woman 
who kept the house and attended on 
us, and told her that the rooms did 
not quite suit us, and we would 
not stay out our week. She said, 
dryly, * I know why; you have stayed 
longer than any other lodger, l^^ew 
ever stayed a second night; none 
before you a third. But I take it 
they have been very kind to you.' 

« « They— who ?' I asked, affecting 
a smile. 

"*Why, they who haunt the 
house, whoever they are. I don't 
mind them ; I remember them many 
years ago, when I lived in this house, 
not as a servant ; but I know they 
will be the death of me some day. 
I don't care — I'm old, and must die 
soon anyhow; and then I shall be 
with them, and in this \ioiisQ &\iiXV' 



The woman spoke with so dreary s 
calmness, that really it was a sort of 
awe that prevented my oonversiiig 
with her ftirther. I paid for my 
week, and too happy were I and my 
wife to get off so cheaply.'' 

" You exdte my cmioBity,* said I; 
** nothing I should like better thaa 
to sleep in a haunted house. Pray 
give me the address of the one which 
you left so ignominiously." 

My friend gave me the address; 
and when we i>arted, I walked 
straight towards the house thii» 
indicated. 

It is situated on the north side 
of Oxford Street^ in a doll bat re- 
spectablethoroughfaca IfonndUie 
house shut up— no bill at the win- 
dow, and no response to my knock. 
As I was turning away, a beer-bqy, 
collecting pewter pots at the neigh- 
bouring areaa^ said to me^ ''Do 
you want any one at that houses 
sir?" 
" Yes, I heard it was to be let* 
"Iiet! — why, the woman who 
kept it is dead— has been dead these 
three weeks» and no one can be 
found to stay there, though Mr. 

J offered ever so much. He 

offered mother, who chars for him, 
£1 a week just to open and shut the 
windows, and she would not," 
•* Would not !— and why ? " 
" The house is haunted ; and the 
old woman who kept it was found 
dead in her bed, with her eyes wide 
open. They say the devil strangjled 
her." 

" Pooh !— you speak of Mi, J . 

Is he the owner of the house P" 
" Yes." 
" Where does he live ?" 

" In G Street, No. — .» 

" What is he ?— in any business ? " 
"No, sir— nothing particular; a 
single gentleman." 

I gave the pot-boy the gratuity 
earned by his liberal information. 
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G Street, which was dose hy 

the street that boasted the haunted 
house. I was luoky enough to find 

Mr. J at home— an elderly man, 

with intelligent countenance and 
prepossessing manners. 

I communicated my name and 
my business frankly. I said I heard 
the house was considered to be 
haunted— that I had a strong desire 
to examine a house with so equivo- 
cal a reputation— that I should be 
greatly obliged if he would allow me 
to hire it, though only for a night. 
I was willing to pay for that priyi- 
lege whatever he might be inclined 

to ask. •• Sir," said Mr. J , with 

great courtesy, ** the house is at your 
service, for as short or as long a time 
as you please. Bent is out of the 
qu^ion— the obligation will be on 
my side should you be able to dis- 
cover the cause of the strange phe- 
nomena which at present deprive it 
of all value. I cannot let it, for I 
cannot even get a servant to keep it 
in order or answer the door. Un- 
luckily the house is haunted, if I 
may use that expression, not only 
by night, but by day; though at 
night the disturbances are of a more 
unpleasant and sometimes of a more 
alarming character. The poor old 
woman who died in it three weeks 
ago was a pauper whom I took out 
of a workhouse, for in her child- 
hood she had been known to some 
of my family, and had once been in 
such good circumstances that she had 
rented that house of my uncle. She 
was a woman of superior education 
and strong mind, and was the only 
person I could ever induce to re- 
main in the house. Indeed, since 
her death, which was sudden, and 
the coroner's inquest, which gave it 
a notoriety in the neighbourhood, 
I have so despured of finding any 
person to take charge of the house, 
much more a tenant, that I would 
willingly let it rent-free for a year 



to any one who would pay its rates 
and taxes." 

** How long is it since the house 
acquired this sinister character P ** 

" That I can scarcely tell you, but 
very many years since. The old 
woman I spoke of said it was 
haunted when she rented it between 
thirty and forty years ago. The fact 
is, that my life has been spent in the 
East Indies, and in the civil service 
of the Company. I returned to 
England last year, on inheriting the 
fortune of an uncle, among whoS^ 
possessions was the house in ques- 
tion. I found it shut up and unin- 
habited. I was told that it was 
haunted, that no one would inhabit 
it. I smiled at what seemed to me 
so idle a story. I spent some money 
in repairing it — added to its old- 
fashioned furniture a few modem 
articles— advertised it, and obtained 
a lodger for a year. He was a colonel 
retired on hidf-pay. He came in 
with his family, a son and a daughter, 
and four or five servants: they all 
left the house the next day; and, 
although each of them declared that 
he had seen something dififerent 
from that which had soared the 
others, a something still was equally 
terrible to alL I really could not in 
conscience sue, nor even blame, the 
colonel for breach of agreement. 
Then I pufin the old woman I have 
spoken of, and she was empowered 
to let the house in apartments. I 
never had one lodger who; stayed 
more than three days. I do not tell 
you their stories— to no two lodgers 
have there been exactly the same 
phenomena repeated. It is better 
that you should judge for yourself, 
than enter the house with an imagi- 
nation influenced by previous narra- 
tives; only be prepared to see and 
to hear something or other, and take 
whatever precautions you yourself 
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yourself to pass a night in that 
house?'' 

** Yes. I passed not a night, but 
three hours in broad daylight alone 
in that house. My curiosity is not 
satisfied, but it is quenched. I have 
no desire to renew the experiment 
You cannot complain, you see, sir, 
that I am not sufficiently candid; 
and unless your interest be exceed- 
ingly eager and your nerves un- 
usually strong, I honestly add, that 
I advise you not to pass a night in 
that house." 

'* My interest is exceedingly keen," 
ssdd I, "and though only a coward 
will boast of his nerves in situations 
wholly unfamiliar to him, yet my 
nerves have been seasoned in such 
variety of danger that I have* the 
right to rely on them — even in a 
haunted house." 

Mr. J said very little more; 

he took the keys of the house out of 
his bureau, gave them to me,— and, 
thanking him cordially for his frank- 
ness, and his urbane concession to 
my wish, I carried off my prize. 

Impatient for the experiment, as 
soon as I reached home, I summoned 
my confidential servant — a young 
man of gay spirits, fearless temper, 
and as free from superstitious pre- 
judice a^ any one I could think 
of. 

"F ,'*saidl, "you remember 

in Germany how disappointed we 
were at not finding a ghost in that 
old castle, which was said to be 
haunted by a headless apparition ? 
Well, I have heard of a house in 
London which, I have reason to 
hope, is decidedly haunted. I mean 
to sleep there to-night. From what 
I hear, there is no doubt that some- 
thing will allow itself to be seen or 
to be heard— something, perhaps, 
excessively horrible. Do you think, 
if I take you with me, I may rely on 
your presence of mind, whatever 
may happen?" 



pray trust 
-, grinning 



me," an- 



with de- 



"Oh, sir! 
swered F — 
Ught. 

"Very well; then here are tiu 
keys of the house — ^this is the ad- 
dress. Go now, — select for me aii7 
bedroom you please ; and since the 
house has not been inhabited for 
weeks, make up a good fire — air the 
bed well— see, of course, that there 
are candles as well as fueL Tike 
with you my revolver and my 
dagger— so much for my weapons- 
arm yourself equally well ; and if 
we are not a match for a doien 
ghosts, we shall be but a sorry ooapte 
of Englishmen." 

I was engaged for the rest of the 
day on business so urgent that I had 
not leisure to think much on the 
nocturnal adventure to which I had 
plighted my honour. I dined aloneb 
and very late, and while dining, read, 
as is my habit. I selected one of the 
Tolumes of Macaulay's iEssays. I 
thought to myself that I would take 
the book with me ; there was so 
much of healthfulness in the style, 
and practical life in the subjects, 
that it would serve as an antidote 
against the influences of super- 
stitious fancy. 

Accordingly, about half-past nine, 
I put the book into my iKxsket, and 
strolled leisurely towards the 
haunted house. I took with me a 
favourite dog, — an exceedingly 
sharp, bold, and vigilant buU- 
terrier,— a dog fond of prowling 
about strange ghostly comers and 
passages at night in search of rats— 
a dog of dogs for a ghost. 

It was a summer night, but chilly, 
the sky somewhat gloomy and over- 
cast. Still there was a moon — ^faint 
and sickly, but still a moon — and if 
the clouds permitted, after midnight 
it would be brighter. 

I reached the house, knocked, 
and my servant opened with a 
cheerful smile. 
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"All right, sir, and very com- 
fortable." 

''Oh!" said I, rather disap- 
pointed ; " have you not seen nor 
heard anything remarkable ? " 

"Well, sir, I must own I have 
heard something queer." 

"What?— what?" 

"The sound of feet pattering be- 
hind me ; and once or twice small 
noises like whispers close at my ear 
—nothing more." 

" You are not at all frightened ? " 

" I ! not a bit of it, sir ; " and the 
man's bold look reassured me on 
one point— viz., that, happen what 
might, he would not desert me. 

We were in the hall, the street- 
door closed, and my attention was 
now drawn to my dog. He had at 
first run in eagerly enough, but had 
sneaked back to the door, and was 
scratching and whining to get out 
After patting him on the head, and 
encouraging him gently, the dog 
seemed to reconcile himself to the 
situation, and followed me and 
P through the house, but keep- 
ing close at my heels instead of 
hurrying inquisitj^vely in advance, 
v^hich was his usual and normal 
habit in all strange places. We 
first visited the subterranean apart- 
ments, the kitchen and other offices, 
and especially the cellars, in which 
last there were two or three bottles 
of wine still left in a bin, covered 
with cobwebs, and^ evidently, by 
their appearance, undisturbed for 
many years. It was clear that the 
ghosts were not winebibbers. Eor 
the rest we discovered nothing of 
interest. There was a gloomy little 
backyard, with very high walls. 
The stones of this yard were very 
damp; and what with the damp, 
^nd what with the dust and smoke- 
grime on the pavement, our feet 
lefb a slight impression where we 
passed. And now appeared the first 
fitrange phenomenon witnessed by 



myself in this strange abode. I saw, 
just before me, the print of a foot 
suddenly form itself, as it were. I 
stopped, caught hold of my servant, 
and 'pointed to it. In advance of 
that footprint as suddenly dropped 
another. We both saw it. I ad- 
vanced quickly to the place; the 
footprint kept advancing before me, 
a small footprint— the foot of a 
child': the impression was too faint 
thoroughly to distinguish the shape, 
but it seemed to us both that it was 
the print of a naked foot. This 
phenomenon ceased when we ar- 
rived at the opposite wall, nor did 
it repeat itself on returning. We 
remounted the stairs, and entered 
the rooms on the ground floor, a 
dining parlour, a small back-parlour, 
and a still smaller third room that 
had been probably appropriated to 
a footman— all stUl as death. We 
then visited the drawing-rooms, 
which seemed fresh and new. In 
the front room I seated myself in 

an arm-chair. P placed on the 

table the candlestick with which he 
hadUghtedus. I told him to shut 
the door. As he turned to do so, 
a chair opposite to me moved from 
the wall quickly and noiselessly, 
and dropped itself about a yard 
from my own chair, immediately 
fronting it. 

"Why, this is better than the 
turning-tables," said I, with a half- 
laugh; and as I laughed, my dog 
put back his head and howled. 

F , coming back, had not ob- 
served the movement of the chair. 
He employed himself now in stilling 
the dog. I continued to gaze on 
the chair, and fancied I saw on it a 
pale blue misty outline of a human 
figure, but an outline so indistinct 
that I could only distrust my own 
vision. The dog now was quiet. 
"Put back that chair opposite to 
me," said I to P ; "put ItWi. 



880 



THE HAUNTED AND THE HAXJNTEB8 



obeyed. "Was tiiisk yon, 
mx?" nid he, torning abraptly. 

"I!— what? » 

"Why, something rtrndk me. I 
felt it sharply on the shonlder— just 
here.** 

"No," said L "But we have 
jugglers present, and though we 
may not discover their trioks, we 
diall oatoh them before they frighten 



M 



We did not stay long in the draw- 
ing-rooms^in Heust, they felt so 
damp and so ohilly that I was glad 
to get to the fire upstairs We 
looked the doors of the drawing- 
rooms— a precaution whioh, I 
should observe^ we had taken with 
all the rooms we had searched 
below. The bedroom my servant 
had selected for me was the best on 
the floor— a large one^ with two 
windows fronting the street. The 
four-posted bed, which took up no 
inconsiderable space, was opposite 
to the fire, which burned clear and 
bright ; a door in the wall to the 
left, between the bed and the win- 
dow, communicated with the room 
which my servant appropriated to 
himselt This last was a small room 
with a sofa-bed, and had no commu- 
nication with the landing-place— no 
other door but that which con- 
ducted to the bedroom I was to 
occupy. On either side of my fire- 
place was a cupboard, without locks, 
flush with the wall, and covered 
with the same dull-brown paper. 
We examined these cupboards- 
only hooks to suspend female 
dresses— nothing else; we sounded 
the walls— evidently solid— the outer 
waJls of the building. Having 
finished the survey of these apart- 
ments, warmed myself a few mo- 
ments, and lighted my cigar, I then, 

still accompanied by F , went 

forth to complete my reconnoitre. 
In the landing-place there was 
another door ; it was closed firmly. 



" Sir," said my servant^ in nupriae, 
" I unlocked this door with all Hat 
others when I first came ; it cannot 
have got lodged firoxa the inside^ fa 

Before he had finished his sen- 
tence, the door, whi(^ neither of us 
then was touching; opened quietly 
ofitselt We looked at each other a 
single instant. The same thought 
seized both— some human agenqy 
might be detected here. I ruabed 
in firsts my servant followed. A 
small blank dreary room without 
furniture— a few empty boxes and 
hampers in a comer — a small win- 
dow—the shutters elosed — not even 
a fireplace— no other door but that 
by which we had entered-^no carpet 
on the floior, and the flkxxr seemed 
very old, uneven, worm-eateii, 
mended here and there, as wa» 
shown by the whiter patches on the 
wood ; but no living being, and m^ 
visible place in whi<^ a living bdng 
could have hidden. As we stood 
gazing round, the door by whidh we 
had entered closed as quietly as it 
had before opened: we were im- 
prisoned. 

For the first time I felt a creep of 
undefinable horror. Not so my 
servant. "Why, they don't think 
to trap us, sir ; I could break that 
trumpery door with a kick of my 
foot" 

" Try first if it will open to your 
hand," said I, shaking off the vague 
apprehension that had seized me, 
'while I unclose the shutters and 
see what is without." 

I unbarred the shutters — the 
window looked on the little back- 
yard I have before described; there 
was no ledge without — ^nothing to 
break the sheer descent of the walL 
No man getting out of that window 
would have found any footing till 
he had fallen on the stones below. 

F , meanwhile, was vainly 

.attempting to open the door. He 
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now tamed round to me, and asked 
my permission to use force. And I 
should here ^tate, in justice to the 
senrant, that, far from OTinoing any 
superstitious terrors^ his nerre^ 
composure, and even gaiety amidst 
ciroumstanoes so extraordinary, 
compelled my admiration, and 
made me congratulate myself on 
having secured a companion in 
every way fitted to the occasion. I 
willingly gave him the permisaon 
he required. But though he was a 
remarkably strong man, his force 
was as idle as his milder efiforts ; the 
door did not even shake to his 
stoutest kick. Breathless and pant- . 
ing, he desisted. I then tried the 
door myself, equally in vain. As I 
ceased from the effort^ again that 
creep of horror came over me; but 
this time it was more cold and 
stubborn. I felt as if some strange 
and ghastly exhalation were rising 
up from the chinks of that rugged 
floor, and filling the atmosphere 
vrith a venomous influence hostile 
to human life. The door now very 
slowly and quietly opened as of its 
own accord. We precipitated our- 
selves into the landing-place. We 
both saw a large pale light— as large 
as the human figure, but shapeless 
and unsubstantial— move before us, 
and ascend the stairs that led from 
the landing into the attics. I fol- 
lowed the light, and my servant 
followed me. It entered, to the 
right of the landing, a small garre^ 
of which the door stood open. I 
entered in the same instant. The 
light then collapsed into a small 
globule, exceedingly brilliant and 
vivid; rested a moment on a bed in 
the comer, quivered, and vanished. 
We approached the bed and ex- 
amined it— a half-tester, such i^ is 
commonly found in attics devoted 
to servants. On the drawers that 
stood near it we perceived an old 
faded silk kerchief, with the needle 



still left in a rent half repaired. 
The kerchief was covered with dust ;. 
probably it had belonged to the old 
woman who had last died in that 
house, and this might have been her 
sleeping-room. I had sufficient 
curiosity to open the drawers : there 
were a few odds and ends of female 
dress, and two letters tied round 
with a narrow ribbon of faded 
yellow. I took the liberty to pos* 
sess myself of the letters. W& 
found nothing else in the room 
worth noticing— nor did the light 
reappear; but we distinctly heard, 
as we tumed to go, a pattering foot- 
fall on the floor— just before us. We 
went through the other attics (in all 
four), the foot&ll still preceding us.. 
Nothing to be seen— nothing but 
the footfall heard. I had the letters 
in my hand : just as I was descend- 
ing the stairs I distinctly felt my 
wrist seized, and a faint soft effort 
made to draw the letters from my 
clasp. I only held them the more 
tightly, and the effort ceased. 

We regained the bedchamber 
appropriated to myself, and I then 
remarked that mf dog had not fol- 
lowed us when we had left it. He 
was thrusting himself close to the 
fire, and trembling. I was impatient 
to examine the letters ; and while I 
read them, my servant opened a 
little box in which he had deposited 
the weapons I had ordered him to 
bring; took them out, placed them 
on a lable close at my bed-head, and 
then occupied himself in soothing 
the dog, who, however, seemed to 
heed him very Uttle. 

The letters were short— they were 
dated ; the dates exactly thirty-five 
years ago. They were evidently 
from a lover to his mistress^ or a 
husband to some young wife. Not 
only the terms of expression, but a 
distinct reference to a former voyage, 
indicated the writer to h»?^^ \s^«c:l<^ 
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writing were those of a man imper- 
fectly educated, but still the language 
itself was forcible. In the expressions 
of endearment there was a kind of 
rough wild love ; but here and there 
were dark unintelligible hints atsome 
secret not of love— some secret that 
seemed of crime. " We ought to love 
«ach other," was one of the sentences 
I remember, " for how every one else 
would execrate us if all was known." 
Again: "Don't let any one be in 
the same room with you at night— 
you talk in your sleep." And again : 
** What* s done can't be undone ; and 
I tell you there's nothing against us 
unless the dead could come to life." 
Here there was underUned in a 
better handwriting (a female's), 
**They do!" At the end of the 
letter latest in date the same female 
hand had written these words: 
"Lost at sea the 4th of June, the 
^same day as ." 

I put down the letters, and began 
to muse over their contents. 

Fearing, however, that the train 
of thought into which I fell might 
unsteady my nerves, I fully deter- 
mined to keep my mind in a fit 
state to cope with whatever of mar- 
vellous the advancing night might 
bring forth. I roused myself 
— laid the letters on the table — 
stirred up the fire, which was still 
bright and cheering — and opened 
my volume of Macaulay. I read 
quietly enough till about half-past 
eleven. I then threw myself dressed 
upon the bed, and told my servant 
he might retire to his own room, 
but must keep himself awake. I 
bade him leave open the door 
between the two rooms. Thus 
alone, I kept two candles burning 
on the table by my bed-head. I 
placed my watch beside the weapons, 
and calmly resumed my Macaulay. 
Opposite to me the fire burned 
•dear ; and on the hearthrug, seem- 



twenly minutes I felt an exceedingly 
cold air pass by my cheek, like a 
sudden draught. I fancied the door 
to my right, communicating with 
the landing-place, must have got 
open; but no— it was closed. I 
then turned my glance to my left^ 
and saw the flame of the candles 
violently swayed as by a wind. At 
the same moment the watch beside 
the revolver softly slid from the 
table— softly, softly — no visible hand 
—it was gone. I sprang up, seizing 
the revolver with the one hand, 
the dagger with the other: I was 
not willing that my weapons should 
share the fate of the watch. Thus 
armed, I looked round the floor- 
no sign of the watch. Three slow, 
loud, distinct knocks were now 
heard at the bed-head ; my servant 
called out, " Is that you, sir ? 
" No ; be on your guard.'* 
The dog now roused himself and 
sat on his haunches, his ears moving 
quickly backwards and forwards. 
He kept his eyes fixed on me with a 
look so strange that he concentred 
all my attention on himself. Slowly 
he rose up, all his hair bristling, and 
stood perfectly rigid, and with the 
same wild stare. I had no time, 
however, to examine the dog. Pre- 
sently my servant emerged from his 
room ; and if ever I saw horror in 
the human face, it was then. I 
should not have recognised him had 
we met in the street, so altered was 
every lineament. He passed by me 
quickly, saying in a whisper that 
seemed scarcely to come from his 
lips, " Eun— run ! it is after me ! " 
He gained the door to the landing:, 
pulled it open, and rushed forth. I 
followed him into the landing in- 
voluntarily, calling to him to stop ; 
but, without heeding me, he bounded 
down the stairs, clinging to the 
balusters, and taking several steps 
at a time. I heard, where I stood. 
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clap to. I was lefb alone in the 
haunted house. 

It was hut for a moment that I 
remained undecided whether or not 
to follow my servant; pride and 
curiosity alike forhade so dastardly 
a flight. I re-entered my room, 
closing the door after me, and pro- 
ceeded cautiously into the interior 
chamber. I encountered nothing 
to justify my servant's terror. I 
again carefully examined the walls, 
to see if there were any concealed 
door. I could find no trace of one 
— ^not even a seam in the dull-brown 
paper with which the room was 
hung. How, then, had the Thu^g, 
whatever it was, which had so scared 
him, obtained ingress except through 
my own chamber ? 

I returned to my room, shut and 
locked the door that opened upon 
the interior one, and stood on the 
hearth, expectant and prepared. I 
now perceived that the dog had 
slunk into an angle of the wall, and 
was pressing himself close against it, 
as if literally striving to force his 
way into it. I approached the 
animal and spoke to it; the poor 
brute was evidently beside itself 
with terror. It showed all its teeth, 
the slaver dropping from its jaws, 
and would certainly have bitten me 
if I had touched it. It did not seem 
to recognise me. Whoever has seen 
at the Zoological Gardens a rabbit 
fascinated by a serpent, cowering in 
a comer, may form some idea of the 
anguish which the dog exhibited. 
Pinding all efforts to soothe the 
animal in vain, and fearing that his 
bite might be as venomous in that 
state as in the madness of hydro- 
phobia, I left him alone, placed my 
weapons on the table beside the fire, 
seated myself, and recommenced my 
Macaulay. 

Perhaps, in order not to appear 
seeking credit for a courage, or 
rather a coolness, which the reader 



may conceive I exaggerate, I may 
be pardoned if I pause to indulge in 
one or two egotistical remarks. 

As I hold presence of mind, or 
what Is called courage, to be pre- 
cisely proportioned to familiarity 
with the circumstances that lead to 
it, so I should say that I had been 
long sufficiently familiar with all 
experiments that appertain to the 
Marvellous. I had witnessed many 
very extraordinary phenomena in 
various parts of the world— pheno- 
mena that would be either totally 
disbelieved if I stated them, or 
ascribed to supernatural agencies. 
Now, my theory is that the Super- 
natural is the Impossible, and that 
what is called supernatural is only a 
something in the laws of nature of 
which we have been hitherto igno- 
rant. Therefore, if a ghost rise 
before me, I have not the right to 
say, *' So, then, the supernatural ifr 
possible," but rather, *' So, then, the 
apparition of a ghost is, contrary ta 
received opinion, within the laws of 
nature--}, e,, not supematuraL" 

Now, in all that I had hitherto 
witnessed, and indeed in all the 
wonders which the amateurs of 
mystery in our age record as facts, a 
material living agency is always 
required. On the Continent yoa 
will find still magicians who assert 
that they can raise spirits. Assume 
for the moment that they assert 
truly, still the living material form 
of the magician is present ; and he 
is the material agency by which, 
from some constitutional peculiari- 
ties, certain strange phenomena are 
represented to your natural senses. 

Accept, agiun, as truthful, the 
tales of Spirit Manifestation in 
America— musical or other sounds 
—writings on paper, produced by no 
discernible hand—artides of furni- 
ture moved without apparent hu- 
man agency — or l\\ft ^ii\»aiv. ^^gc!^» 
and to\)Lo\i ol \3i»si"^»Vi ^\jM2a. t>s^ 
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bodies seem to belong— fitiU there 
must be found the mbdium or tiling 
being, with oonstitational peoohari- 
ties oaptble of obteining these signs. 
In fine^ in all snoh marvels, snppoe- 
ing even that there is no impostinre, 
there must be a human being like 
ourselves, by whom, or through 
whom, the effiscts presented to 
human beings are produced. It is 
so with the now familiar phenomena 
of mesmerism or eleotoo-biology ; 
the mind of the person operated on 
is affected through a material living 
agent. Nor, supposing it true that 
a mesmerised patient can respond to 
the will or passes of a mesmeriser a 
hundred miles distant, is the re- 
sponse less occasioned l^ a -material 
being; it may be through a material 
fluid--cali it Electric, call it Odio, 
^jall it what you will— which has the 
power of traversing space and pass- 
ing obstacles^ that ti^e material effect 
is communicated from one to the 
other. Hence all that I had hitherto 
vritnessed,or expected to witness, in 
this strange house, I believed to be 
occasioned through some agency or 
medium as mortal as myself; and 
this idea necessarily preyented the 
awe vrith which those who regard 
as supernatural things that are not 
vrithin the ordinary operations of 
nature, might have been impressed 
by the adventures of that memora- 
ble night. 

As, then, it was my conjecture 
that all that was presented, or would 
be presented to my ^nses, must 
originate in some human being 
gifted by constitution vrith the 
power so to present them, and having 
some motive so to do, I felt an inter- 
est in my theory which, in its way, 
was rather pbilosophical than su- 
perstitious. And I can sincerely 
say that I was in as tranquil a tem- 
per for observation as any practical 
experimentalist could be in await- 



perhiH^fi periloiu, fAwmnh^ 
nation. Of course, the more IkeiA 
my mind detadhed traok ikiioj, the 
more the temper fitted for obnm- 
tion would be obtained; and I there- 
fore riveted eye and thought on the 
strong daylight senee in the page of 
my Macaulay. 

I now beoune aware that 8oiii»> 
thing interposed between the page 
and the light— the page ma over- 
shadowed: Hooked iq», and I nw 
what I ahali find it Tory diffiouH^ 
perhaps impossible, to deecribe. 

It was a Darknees shiqiing itself 
forth from the air in very unde- 
fined outlina I cannot say it wis 
of a human form, and yet it had 
more resemblance to a human fom, 
or rather shadow, than to anything 
elsei As it stood, wholly apart and 
distinct from the air and the Iq^ 
around it, its dimensions seemed 
gigantic^ the summit nearly touch- 
ing the ceiling. While I gazed, a 
feeing of intense cold seiaed ma 
An iceberg before me conld not 
more have chilled me; nor oould 
the cold of an iceberg haye been 
more purely physicaL I feel con- 
vinced that it was not the oold 
caused by fear. As I continued to 
gaze, I thought--but this I cannot 
say with predsion— that I distin- 
guished two eyes looking down on 
me from the height One moment 
I fancied that I distinguished them 
clearly, the next they seemed gone; 
but still two rays of a pale-blue light 
frequently shot through the dark- 
ness, as from the height on which I 
half believed, half doubted, that I 
had encountered the eyes. 

I strove to speak— my voice ut- 
terly failed me; I could only think 
to myself, ^'Is this fear? it is not 
fear ! " I strove to rise — ^in vain ; I 
felt as if weighed down by an irre- 
sistible force. Indeed, my impres- 
sion was that of an immense and 
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my Tolition^— that sense of utter 
inadequaogr to cope with a force be- 
yond man's, which one may feel 
phffncaUp in a storm at sea, in a 
oonjQagration, or when confronting 
some terrible wild beast, or rather, 
perhaps, the shark of the ocean, I 
felt morally. Opposed to my will 
was another will, as far superior to 
its strength as storm, fire, and shark 
are superior in material force to the 
force of man. 

And now, as this impression grew 
on me— now came^ at last, horror^ 
horror to a degree that no words 
can convey. Still I retained pride, 
if not courage; and in my own 
mind I said, ** This is horror, but it 
is not fear ; unless I fear, I cannot 
be harmed ; my reason rejects this 
thing; it is an illusion — I do not 
fear." With a violent effort I suc- 
ceeded at last in stretching out my 
hand towards the weapon on the 
table: as I did so, on the arm and 
shoulder I received a strange shock, 
and my arm fell to my side power- 
less. And now, to add to my horror, 
the light began slowly to wane from 
the candles— they were not, as it 
were, eztiDgmshed, but their flame 
seemed very gradually withdrawn: 
it was the same with the fire— 
the light was extracted from the 
fuel; in a few minutes the room 
was in utter darkness. The dread 
that came over me, to be thus in the 
dark with that dark Thing, whose 
power was so intensely felt, brought 
a reaction of nerve. In fact, terror 
bad reached that climax, that either 
my senses must have deserted me, 
or I must have burst through the 
spell. I did burst through it. I 
found voice, though the voice was a 
shriek. I remember that I broke 
forth with words like these—" I do 
not fear, my soul does not fear;" 
and at the same time I found the 
strength to rise. Still in that pro- 
found gloom I rushed to one of the 



windows— tore aride the onrtain— 
flung open the shatters ; my firsi 
thought was— LIGHT. 'And when I 
saw the moon high, dear, and calm, 
I felt a joy that almost compen- 
sated for lAie previous terror. There^ 
was the moon, there, was altfo the 
light from the gas-lamps in the 
deserted slumberous street I 
turned to look back into the room ; 
the moon penetrated its shadow 
very palely and partially— but still 
there was light The dark Thing; 
whatever it might be, was gone— 
except that I could yet see a dim 
shadow, which seemed the shadow 
of that shade, against the opposite 
walL 

My eye now rested on the tables 
and from under the table (which 
was without doth or cover— an old 
mahogany round table) there rose 
a hand, visible as far as the wrist It 
was a hand, seemingly, as much of 
flesh and blood as my own, but the 
hand of an aged person— lean, 
wrinkled, small too— a woman's 
hand. That hand very sofUy dosed 
on the two letters that lay on the 
table: hand and letters both van- 
ished. There then came the same 
three loud measured knocks I had 
heard at the bed-head before this 
extraordinary drama had com- 
menced. 

As those sounds slowly ceased, I 
felt the whole room vibrate sensibly; 
and at the fiur end there rose, as 
from the floor, sparks or globules 
like bubbles of light, many-coloured 
—green, yellow, fire-red, azure. Up 
and down, to and fro, hither, thither, 
as tiny Will-o'-the-Wisps, the sparks 
moved, slow or swift, each at its 
own caprice. A chair (as in the 
drawing-room below) was now ad- 
vanced from the wall without ap- 
parent agency, and placed at the 
opposite side of the table. Suddenly, 
as forth from the chAit^lVsst^^gc^^sv 
a shape— «b "^oinaxJ^ ^«^fe* 'V^k ^^^ 
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distinot as a shape of life— ghastly 
as a shape of death. The &ce was 
that of youth, with a strange 
moomfal beauty; the throat and 
shoulders were bare, the rest of the 
form in a looee robe of cloudy white. 
It began sleeking its long yellow 
hair, which fell over its shoulders ; 
its eyes were not turned towards me, 
but to the door ; it seemed listening, 
watching, waiting. The shadow of 
the shade in the background grew 
darker; and again I thought I 
beheld the eyes gleaming out from 
the summit of the shadow— eyes 
fixed upon that shape. 

As if from the door, though it 
did not open, there grew out another 
shape, equally distinct, equally 
ghastly— a man's shape— « young 
man's. It was in the dress of the 
last century, or rather in a likeness 
of such dress (for both the male 
shape and the female, though 
defined, were evidently unsubstan- 
tial, impalpable— simulacra— phan- 
tasms); and there was something 
incongruous, grotesque, yet fearful, 
in the contrast between the elabo- 
rate finery, the courtly precision of 
that old-fashioned garb, with its 
ruffles and lace and buckles, and the 
corpse-like aspect and ghost-like 
stillness of the flitting wearer. J ust 
as the male shape approached the 
female, the dark Shadow started 
from the wall, all three for a mo- 
ment wrapped in darkness. When 
the pale light returned, the two 
phantoms were as if in the grasp of 
the Shadow that towered between 
them ; and there was a blood-stain 
on the breast of the female ; and the 
phantom male was leaning on its 
phantom sword, and blood seemed 
trickling fast from the ruffles, from 
the lace ; and the darkness of the 
intermediate Shadow swallowed 
them up— they were gone. And 
again the bubbles of Ught shot, and 
sailed, and undulated, ^o^Vn^ 



thicker and thicker and more wildly 
confused in their movements. 

The doset door to the right ci 
the fireplace now opened, and 
from the aperture there came the 
form of an aged woman. In her 
hand she held letters — the very 
letters over whibh I had seen the 
Hand dose ; and behind her I heard 
a footstep. She turned ronnd as if 
to listen, and then she opened the 
letters and seemed to read; and 
over her shoulder I saw a livid face^ 
the face as of a man long drowned— 
bloated, bleached— seaweed tangled 
in its dripping hair; and at her feet 
lay a form as of a corpse, and beside 
the corpse there cower^ a child, a 
miserable squalid child, with fiunine 
in its cheeks and fear in its eyes. 
And as I looked in the old woman's 
face, the wrinkles and lines vanished, 
and it became a fnce of youth— 
hard-eyed, stony, but still youth; 
and the Shadow darted forth, and 
darkened over these phantoms as it 
had darkened over the last. 

Nothing now was left but the 
Shadow, and on that my eyes were 
intently fixed, till again eyes grew 
out of the Shadow — malignant, 
serpent eyes. And the bubbles of 
light again rose and fell, and in 
their disordered, irregular, turbu- 
lent maze, mingled with the wan 
moonlight. And now from these 
globules themselves, as from the 
shell of an egg, monstrous things 
burst out ; the air grew filled with 
them; larvss so bloodless and so 
hideous that I can in no way de- 
scribe them except to remind the 
reader of the swarming life which 
the solar microscope brings before 
his eyes in a drop of water — things 
transparent^ supple, agile, ohasing 
each other, devouring each other — 
forms like nought ever beheld by 
the naked eye. As the shapes were 
without symmetry, so their move- 
\ XDA\i\A7<^i^^^&V3A>a.t order. In their 
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very'Tagranoies there was no sport; 
they came round me and round, 
thicker and faster and swifter, 
swarming over my head, crawling 
over my right arm, which was out- 
stretched in involuntary command 
against all evil heings. Sometimes 
I felt myself touched, but not by 
them ; invisible hands touched me. 
Once I felt the clutch as of cold soft 
fingers at my throat. I was still 
equally conscious that if I gave way 
to fear I should be in bodily peril ; 
and I concentred all my faculties 
in the single focus of resisting, stub- 
bom will. And I turned my sight 
from the shadow— above all, from 
those strange serpent eyes— eyes 
that had now become distinctly 
visible. For there, though in 
nought else around me, I was aware 
that) there was a WILL, and a will 
of intense, creative, working evil, 
which might crush down my own. 

The pale atmosphere in the room 
began now to redden as if in the air 
of some near conflagration. The 
larvae grew lurid as things that live 
in fire. Again the room vibrated; 
again were heard the three measured 
knocks; and again all things were 
swallowed up in the darkness of the 
dark Shadow, as if out of that dark- 
ness all had come, into that darkness 
all returned. 

As the gloom receded, the Shadow 
was wholly gone. Slowly as it had 
been withdrawn, the fiame grew 
again into the candles on the table, 
again into the fuel in the grate. The 
whole room came once more calmly, 
healthfully into sight. 

The two doors were still closed, 
the door conununicating with the 
servants' room still locked. In the 
comer of the wall, into which he 
had so convulsively niched himself, 
lay the dog. I called to him— no 
movement ; I approached — the 
animal was dead; his eyes pro- 
truded; his tongue out of his 



mouth; the froth gathered round 
his jaws. Itookhiminmy arms; I 
brought him to the fire ; I felt acute 
grief for the loss of my poor favourite 
—acute self-reproach; I accused 
myself of his death; I imagined he 
had died of fright. But what was 
my surprise on finding that his 
peck was actually broken. Had 
this been done in the dark P— must 
it not have been by a hand human 
as mine ?— must there not have been 
a human agency all the while in 
that room P Good cause to suspect 
it. I cannot tell. I cannot do more 
than state the fact fairly; the reader 
may draw his own inference. 

Another surprising circumstance 
— my watch was restored to the 
table from which it had been so 
mysteriously withdrawn ; but it had 
stopped at the very moment it was 
so withdrawn ; nor, despite all the 
skill of the watchmaker, has it ever 
gone since— that is, it will go in a 
strange erratic way for a few hours, 
and then come to a dead stop— it is 
worthless. 

Nothing more chanced for the rest 
of the night. Nor, indeed, had I 
long to wait before the dawn broke. 
Not till it was broad daylight did I 
quit the haunted house. Before I 
I did so, I revisited the little blind 
room in which my servant and my- 
self had been for a time imprisoned. 
I had a strong impression — for 
which I could not account — that 
from that room had originated the 
mechanism of the phenomena— if I 
may use the term— which had been 
experienced in my chamber. And 
though I entered it now in the clear 
day, with the sun peering through 
the filmy window, I still felt, as I 
stood on its floor, the creep of the 
horror which I had first there expe- 
rienced the night before, and which 
had been so aggravated by what had 
passed in my own chaxcLbet. \^»s^^ 
not, indeed, \>%^ \*i %\«5 xasst^b'vXiax^ 
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half a minute within those walls. I 
desoended the stairs, and again I 
heard the footfall hefore me ; and 
when I opened the street door, I 
thought I could distinguish a very 
low laugh. I gained my own hom^ 
expecting to find my runaway ser- 
vant there. But he had not pre- 
sented himself ; nor did I hear more 
of him for three days, when I re- 
ceived a letter from him, dated from 
Liverpool, to this effect :— 

"HoNouBED Sib, — I humhly 
entreat your pardon, though I can 
scarcely hope that you will think I 
deserve it, unless — which Heaven 
forhid !— you saw what I did. I feel 
that it ndll he years hefore I can 
recover myself; and as to heing fit 
for service, it is out of the question. 
I am therefore going to my brother- 
in-law at Melbourne. The ship sails 
to-morrow. Perhaps the long voy- 
age may set me up. I do nothing 
now but start and tremble, and fancy 
IT is behind me. I humbly beg you, 
honoured sir, to order my clothes, 
and whatever wages are due to me, 
to be sent to my mother's, at Wal- 
worth,— John knows her address." 

The letter ended with additional 
apologies, somewhat incoherent, and 
explanatory details as to effects that 
had been under the writer's charge. 

This flight may perhaps warrant 
a suspicion that the man wished to 
go to Australia, and had been some- 
how or other fraudulently mixed up 
with the events of the night. I say 
nothing in refutation of that con- 
jecture; rather, I suggest it as one 
that would seem to many persons 
the most probable solution of im- 
probable occurrences. My belief in 
my own theory remained unshaken. 
I returned in the evening to the 
house, to bring away in a hack cab 
the things I had left there, with my 
poor dog's body. In this ta&t I Ti^^a 



not distorbed, nor did any inddeDt 
worth note befall me, except that 
still, on ascending and descending 
the stairs, I heard the same footfoll 
in advance. On leaving the house, 

I went to Mr. J ^'s. He was al 

home. I returned him the keys, 
told him that my curiosity was suffi- 
dently gratified, and was about to 
relate quickly what had passed, when 
he stopped me, and said, though 
with much politeness^ that he had 
no longer any interest in a mystery 
which none had ever solved. 

I determined at least to tell him 
of the two letters I had read, as 
well as of the extraordinary manner 
in which they had disappeared, and 
I then inquired if he thought they 
had been addressed to the womin 
who had died in the houses and if 
there were anything in her early 
history which could possibly con- 
firm the dark suspicions to which the 

letters gave rise. Mr. J seemed 

startled, and, after musing a few 
moments, answered, " I am but little 
acquainted with the woman's earlier 
history, except, as I before told yon, 
that her family were known to mine. 
But you revive some vague remini- 
scences to her prejudice. I will 
make inquiries, and inform you of 
their result. Still, even if we could 
admit the popular superstition that 
a person who had been either tiie 
perpetrator or the victim of dark 
crimes in life could revisit, as a 
restless spirit, the scene in which 
those crimes had been committed, 
I should observe that the house 
was infested by strange sights and 
sounds before the old woman* died— 
you smile— what would yon say ? '* 

** I would say this, that I am con- 
vinced, if we could get to the bottom 
of these mysteries, we should find a 
living human agency." 

•* What ! you believe it is all an 
imposture ? for what object P " 
. " ^^\ vcL im.\K^ture in the ordi- 
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nary sense of the word. If suddenly 
I were to sink into a deep sleep, from 
whioh you could not awake me, but 
in that sleep could answer questions 
with an accuracy which I could not 
pretend to when awake— tell you 
what money you had in your pocket 
—nay, describe your very thought*—- 
it is not necessarily an imposture,any 
more thaiv it is necessarily super- 
natural I should be, unconsciously 
to myself, under a mesmeric influ- 
ence, conveyed to me from a distance 
by a human being who had acquired 
power over me by previous rtvpport^* 

*'But if a mesmeriser could so 
affect another living being, can you 
suppose . that a mesmeriser could 
also affect inanimate objects; move 
chairs— open and shut doors ? '^ 

" Or impress our senses with the 
belief in such effects— we never 
having been en rapport with the 
person acting on us ? No. What 
is commonly called mesmerism could 
not do this; but there may be a 
power akin to mesmerism, and su- 
perior to it — the power that in 
the old days was called Magic. 
That such a power may extend 
to all inanimate objects of matter, 
I do not say; but if so, it would 
not be against nature— it would be 
only a rare power in nature which 
might be given to constitutions with 
certain peculiarities, and cultivated 
by practice to an extraordinary 
degree. That such a power might 
extend over the dead— that is, over 
certain thoughts and memories that 
the dead may still retain— and com- 
pel, not that which ought properly 
to be called the Soxtl, and which is 
&r beyond human reach, but rather 
a phantom of what has been most 
earth-stained on earth, to make 
itself apparent to our senses— is a 
very ancient though obsolete theory, 
upon which I will hazard no opinion. 
But I do not conceive the power 
would be supernatural Let me 



illustrate what I mean from an 
experiment which Paracelsus de- 
scribes as not difficidt, and which 
the author of the CwrioHHes of 
Liter atwre cites as credible:— A 
flower perishes ; you bum it What- 
ever were the elements of that flower 
while it lived are' gone, dispersed, 
you know not whither; you can 
never discover nor re-collect them. 
But you can, by chemistry, out of 
the burnt dust of that flower, raise 
a spectrum of the flower, just as it 
seemed in life. It may be the same 
with the human being. The soul 
has as much escaped you as the 
essence or elements of the flower. 
Still you may make a spectrum of it. 
And this phantom, though in the 
popular superstition it is held to be 
the soul of the departed, must not 
be confounded with the true soul ; 
it is but the eidolon of the dead 
form. Hence, like the best-attested 
stories of ghosts or spirits, the thing 
that most strikes us is the absence 
of what we hold to be soul ; that is, 
of superior emancipated intelligence. 
These apparitions come for little or 
no object— they seldom speak when 
they do come; if they speak, they 
utter no ideas above those of an 
ordinary person on earth. American 
spirit-seers have published volumes 
of communications in prose and 
verse, which they assert to be given 
in the names of the most illustrious 
dead— Shakespeare, Bacon— heaven 
knows whom. Those communica- 
tions, taking the best, are certainly 
not a whit of higher order than 
would be communications from 
living persons of fair talent and 
education; they are wondrously 
inferior to what Bacon, Shakespeare, 
and Plato said and wrote when on 
earth. Nor, what is more noticeable* 
do they ever contain an idea that 
was not on the earth before. Won* 
derf ul, therefore, as such phenom^x^ 
may be ^ciraa\a3i% \^cksaL^ft\»^«^si^- 
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All), I see much that philosophy 
may question, nothing that it is 
incumhent on philosophy to deny- 
viz^ nothing supemajturaL They 
are hut ideas conveyed somehow or 
other (we have not yet discoYered 
the means) from one mortal brain 
to another. Whether, in so doing, 
tables walk of their own accord, or 
fiend-like shapes appear in a magic 
cirde, or bodyless hands rise and 
remove matenkl objects, or a Thing 
of Darkness, such as presented itself 
to me, freeze our blood— ^till am I 
persuaded that these are but agen- 
cies conveyed, as by electric wires, 
to my own brain from the brain 
of another. In some constitutions 
there is a natural chemistry, and 
those constitutions may produce 
chemic wonders — ^in others a natural 
fluid, call it electricity, and these 
may produce electric wonders. But 
the wonders differ from Normal 
Sdence in this— they are alike ob- 
jectless, purposeless, puerile, frivo- 
lous. They lead on to no grand re- 
sults ; and therefore the world does 
not heed, and true sageshave not cul- 
tivated them. But sure I am, that of 
all I saw or heard, a man, human as 
myself, was the remote originator ; 
and I believe unconsciously to him- 
self as to the exact effects produced, 
for this reason: no two persons, you 
say, have ever told you that they 
experienced exactly the same thing. 
Well, observe, no two persons ever 
experience exactly the same dream. 
If this were an ordinary imposture, 
the machinery would be arranged for 
results that would but little vary; 
if it were a supernatural agency 
permitted by the Almighty, it would 
surely be for some definite end. 
These phenomena belong to neither 
class; my persuasion is, that they 
originate in some brain now far 
distant; that that brain had no 
distinct volition in anything that 
occurred; that what doois cc^xa in- 



flects but its devious, motley, ev«r- 
shifdng, half-formed thoughts; in 
short, that it has been but tine 
dreams of such a brain put into 
action and invested with a semi- 
substance. That this bram is of 
immense power, that it can set 
matter into movement, that it is ma- 
lignant and destructive, I believe; 
some material force Riiist have 
killed my dog ; the same force mighty 
for aught I know, have suflioed to 
kill myself had I been as subja* 
gated by terror as the dog — ^had my 
intelleot or my spirit given me no 
countervailing resistanoe in my 
will" 

** It killed your dog ! that is fear- 
ful! indeed it is strange that no 
animal can be induced to stay in 
that [house; not even a oat. Bats 
and mice are never found in it." 

** The instincts of the brute crea- 
tion detect influences deadly to their 
existence. Man's reason has a sense 
less subtle, because it has a resisting 
power more supreme. But enough; 
do you comprehend my theory ? " 

" Yes, though imperfectly — and I 
accept any crotchet (i>ardon the 
word), however odd, rather than 
embrace at once the notion of ghosts 
and hobgoblins we imbibed in our 
nurseries. Still, to my unfortunate 
house the evil is the same. What 
on earth can I do with the house ? " 

" I will tell you what I would do. 
I am convinced from my own inter- 
nal feelings that the small unfur- 
nished room at right angles to the 
door of the bedroom which I occu- 
pied, forms a starting-point or 
receptacle for the influences which 
haunt the house; and I strongly 
advise you to have the walls opened, 
the floor removed— nay, the whole 
room pulled down. I observe that 
it is detached from the body of the 
house, built over the small back- 
yard, and could be removed without 
VVa^Mrs \ft '^Qj^t^'afeQC the building." 
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" And you think, if I did that—" 

" You would cut ofif the telegraph 
wires. Try it. I am so persuaded 
that I am right, that I will pay half 
the expense if you will allow me to 
direct the operations." 

**Nay, I am well able to afford 
the cost ; for the rest, allow me to 
write to you." 

About ten days afterwards I re- 
ceived a letter from Mr. J , tell- 
ing me that he had visited the house 
since I had seen him ; that he had 
found the two letters I had de- 
scribed, replaced in the drawer from 
which I had taken them ; that he 
had read them with misgivings like 
my own ; that he had instituted a 
cautious inquiry about the woman 
to whom I rightly conjectured they 
had been written. It seemed that 
thirty-six years ago (a year before 
the date of the letters) she had 
married, against the wish of her 
relations, an American of very sus- 
picious character; in fact, he was 
generally believed to have been a 
pirate. She herself was the daughter 
•of very respectable tradespeople, 
and had served in the capacity of a 
nursery governess before her mar- 
riage. She had a brother, a widower, 
who was considered wealthy, and 
who had one child of about six years 
old. A month after the marriage, 
the body of this brother was found 
in the Thames, near London Bridge; 
there seemed some marks of vio- 
lence about his throat, but they 
were not deemed sufficient to war- 
rant the inquest in any other ver- 
dict than that of " found drowned." 

The American and his wife took 
charge of the little boy, the deceased 
brother having by his will left his 
sister the guardian of his only child 
—and in event of the child's death, 
the sister inherited. The child died 
about six months afterwards— it 
was supposed to have been neglected 
4uid ill-treated. The neighbours 



deposed to have heard it shriek at 
night. The surgeon who had ex- 
amined it after death, said that it 
was emaciated as if from want of 
nourishment, and the body was 
covered with livid bruises. It 
seemed that one winter night the 
child had sought to escape— crept 
out into the back-yard— tried to 
scale the wall— fallen back ex- 
hausted, and been found at morning 
on the stones in a dying state. Bat 
though there was some evidence of 
cruelty, there was none of murder ; 
and the aunt and her husband had 
sought to palliate cruelty by alleging 
the exceeding stubbornness and 
perversity of the child, who was 
declared to be half-witted. Be that 
as it may, at the orphan's death the 
aunt inherited her brother's for- 
tune. Before the first wedded year 
was out, the American quitted 
England abruptly, and never re- 
turned to it. He obtained a cruis- 
ing vessel, which was lost in the 
Atlantic two years afterwards. The 
widow was left in affluence: but 
reverses of various kinds had be- 
fallen her : a bank broke— an invest- 
ment failed— she went into a small 
business and became insolvent — 
then she entered into service, sink- 
ing lower and lower, from house- 
keeper down to maid-of-all-work— 
never long retaining a place, though 
nothing decided against her cha- 
racter was ever alleged. She was 
considered sober, honest, and pecu- 
liarly quiet in her ways; still no- 
thing prospered with her. And so 
she had dropped into the work- 
house, from which Mr. J had 

taken her, to be placed in charge of 
the very house which she had 
rented as mistress in the first year 
of her wedded life. 

Mr. J added that he had 

passed an hour alone in the unfur- 
nished room which I had iix^^ 
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sions of dread while there were so 
gpneat, thoagh he had ndther heard 
nor seen anything, that he was 
eager to have the walls bared and 
the floors removed as I had sug- 
gested. He had engaged persons 
for the work, and would oommence 
any day I would name. 

The day was aooordingly fixed. 
I repaired to the haunted house— 
wa went into the blind dreary room, 
took up the skirting, and then the 
floors. Under the rafters, oovered 
witii rubbish, was found a trap- 
door, quite large enough to admit a 
man. It was olosely nailed down, 
with olamps and rivets of iron. On 
removing these we descended into a 
room below, the existence of which 
Ittd never been suspected. In this 
room there had been a window and 
a flue, but they had been bricked 
over, evidently for many years. By 
the help of candles we examined 
tins place; it still retained some 
mouldering fumituro— three chairs, 
an oak settle, a table— aU of the 
filishion of about eighty years ago. 
There was a chest of drawers against 
the wall, in which we found, half- 
rotted away^ old-fashioned articles 
of a man's dress, such as might 
have been worn eighty or a hundred 
years ago by a gentleman of some 
rank — costly steel buckles and but- 
tons, like those yet worn in court- 
dresses— a handsome oourt sword— 
in a waistcoat which had once been 
rich with gold-lace, but which was 
now blackened and foul with damp, 
we found five guineas, a few silver 
coins, and an ivory ticket, probably 
for some place of entertainment 
long since passed away. But our 
main discovery was in a kind of iron 
safe fixed to the wall, the lock of 
which it cost us much trouble to 
get picked. 

In this safe were three shelves, 
and two small drawers. Banged on 
the shelves were several smaW \k>\>- 



tles of crystal, hermetically stopped. 
They oontained oolourless volatile 
essences, of the nature of which I 
shall only say that they were not 
poisons^phosphor and ammonia 
entered into some of them. There 
were also some very curious glass 
tubes, and a small pointed rod of 
iron, with a large lump of rock- 
cryslal, and another of amber— also 
a loadstone of great power. 

In one of the drawers we found a 
miniature portrait set in gold, and 
retaining the fireshness of its colouis 
most remarkably, considering the 
length of time it had probably beoi 
there. The portrait was that of a 
man who might be somewhat ad- 
vanced in middle life, perhaim for^- 
seven or forty-eight. 

It was a remarkable face — a most 
impressive face. If you could fiemcy 
some mighty serpent transformed 
into man, preserving in the human 
lineaments the old serpent l^pe^ yon 
would have a better idea of that 
countenance than long descriptions 
can convey : the width and flatness 
of frontal— the tapering elegance of 
contour disguising the strength of 
the deadly jaw— the long, large, ter- 
rible eye, glittering and green as the 
emerald — and withal a certain ruth- 
less calm, as if from the conscious- 
ness of an immense power. 

Mechanically I turned round the 
miniature to examine the back of 
it, and on the back was engraved a 
pentaole ; in the middle of the pen- 
tacle a ladder, and the third step of 
the ladder was formed by the date 
1765. Examiningstillmore minutely, 
I detected a spring ; this, on being 
pressed, opened the back of the 
miniature as a lid. Within-side the 
lid were engraved, "Mariana to 
thee — Be faithful in life and in 

death to ," Here follows a 

name that I will not mention, but 
it was not unfamiliar to me. I had 
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my childhood as the name borne by 
tL dazzling charlatan who had made 
a great sensation in London for a 
year or so, and had fled the country 
on the charge of a double murder 
within his own house— that of his 
mistress and his rival. I said nothing 
of this to Mr. J , to whom re- 
luctantly I resigned the miniature. 
We had found no difficulty in 
opening the first drawer within the 
iron safe ; we found great difficulty 
in opening the second : it was not 
looked, but it resisted all efforts, till 
we inserted in the chinks the edge 
of a chisel. When we had thus 
drawn it forth, we found a very sin- 
gular apparatus in the nicest order. 
Upon a small thin book, or rather 
tablet, was placed a saucer of crystal ; 
this saucer was filled with a clear 
liquid— on that liquid floated a kind 
of compass, with a needle shifting 
rapidly round; but instead of the 
usual points of a compass were seven 
strange characters, not very unlike 
those used by astrologers to de- 
note the planets. A peculiar, but 
not strong nor displeasing odour, 
oame from this drawer, which was 
lined with a wood that we after- 
wards discovered to be hazel. What- 
ever the cause of this odour, it pro- 
duced a material effect on the nerves. 
We all felt it, even the two workmen 
who were in the room — a creeping 
tingling sensation from the tips of 
the fingers to the roots of the hair. 
Impatient to examine the tablet I 
removed the saucer. As I did so 
the needle of the compass went 
round and round with exceeding 



swiftness, and I felt a shock that 
ran through my whole frame, sa 
that I dropped the saucer on the 
floor. The liquid was spilt— the 
saucer was broken— the compass 
rolled to the end of the room— and 
at that instant the walls shook to 
and fro, as if a giant had swayed and 
rocked them. 

The two workmen were so fright- 
ened that they ran up the ladder by 
which we had descended from the 
trap-door ; but seeing that nothing 
more happened, they were easily 
induced to return. 

Meanwhile I had opened the tab- 
let: it was bound in plain red 
leather, with a silver clasp ; it con- 
tained but one sheet of thick vel- 
lum, and on that sheet were in- 
scribed, within a double pentade^ 
words in old monkish Latin, which 
are literally to be translated thus: 
— " On all that it can reach within 
these walls— sentient or inanimate, 
living or dead— as moves the needle, 
so work my will ! Accursed be the 
house, and restless be the dwellers 
therein.** 

We found no more. Mr. J 

burnt the tablet and its anathema. 
He razed to the foundations the part 
of the building containing the secret 
room with the chamber over it. He 
had then the courage to inhabit the 
house himself for a month, and a 
quieter, better-conditioned house 
could not be found in all London. 
Subsequently he let it to advantage, 
and his tenant has made no com- 
plaints. 



THE END. 
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